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WELCOME TO DESTIGEDDON! 


Welcome back to DESTIGEDDON! IN LITERATURE FORM!!! If you’re back after a decade, or joining 
us for the first time, DG was a blog that Panther and Trehern wrote to create a pocket universe for wrestlers of 
the past, present, and future to compete for eons to come! Then after a year, we stopped because it was a lot 


of work! But here the matches are now, reprinted for your future entertainment. See below for more deets: 


We've separated the DESTI-eras by "generations", so make sure you start up from the very beginning; 


you wouldn't want to miss any of the action! 


Our flagship show is entitled, DETONATION, America's most action-packed wrestling program! Here 
you'll see your favorite heroes and villains in action as they compete to be the biggest names and the biggest 
stars the ultraverse has ever seen! Commentary is provided by Coney Island Carl, Jeff Togo, COBRA 


Commander, Rusty "Parts" Jenkins, Horace Smith and Jeff Worthington. 


In Europe, we broadcast MAELSTROM on Estonia 3 TV, where up-and-comers in the DG organization 
come to compete for a chance to make it in the big leagues. Smith and Worthington handle the commentary 


overseas. 


Sometimes, a match is so HUGE that it can only be contained in a FEATURE MATCH. And sometimes 


multiple FEATURE MATCHES create a Pay-Per-View (PPV), like PUNCHGIVING or SLAMROCK! 


Want to know more about the wrestlers and announcers at DESTIGEDDON, just check out 
"WRESTLERS AND ANNOUNCERS AT DESTIGEDDON". You'll get the low-down on all the players and 


whether they're dead or not! [see index] [UPDATE: Index deleted.] 
If you have anymore questions, then figure them out for yourself, Nancy!! We're not your mothers! 


Signed, DG MANAGEMENT 
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BENTLEY POWERS ROAD TO DESTIGEDDON 


Playing Field readers, please allow me to tell you one of the greatest stories ever told about a 
young, aspiring professional wrestler and how he joined forces with one of the biggest strongholds in 


the industry. Our journey takes us to Gold's Gym in Pensacola during the 7 A.M. pre-work rush. 


"Man, if | can just nail this shooting star press, | know one of the companies will sign me," 


thought Ben P as he was working on his cardio. 


The shooting star press is widely considered one of the most exciting, challenging, and 
dangerous moves in the business and if Ben P could get full rotation and distance he could parlay it 
into his Rolodex of moves. Hell, it could even be his finisher and he would go on to call it, The Flux 


Fallout. 


The workout went as planned and Ben P headed back to the locker room to change back into 
his street clothes. He had just slipped on his Lacoste shirt and put on his watch when the burning 
started. Ben P was never one to mince words but this abrupt burning sensation sent a geyser of 


swear words out from his mouth. 


"Holy Shia, it feels like my junk is stuck in a Panini press!" Just then he had to strip back down 


and bolt to the shower, passing the now riotous pranksters. "What are you bitches laughing at?" 


The one with the heart tattoo on his left bicep spoke up. "You, with all that icy-hot in your 


drawers!" 


More laughter ensued. The other perpetrator, the taller one with the big nose added, "Don't 
take it personal, we do it to all the noobs who come through Golds." It was safe to say these guys had 


some power here and also possessed master keys to the lockers. 


Ben P was both confused and frustrated. "What the hell are you talking about? | have been 


coming to Golds for months now...| am training to become a wrestler." 


A look of opportunity came upon both the pranksters’ eyes. They knew about his skills from 
watching at the gym but never experienced the personality. The duo had been looking for a new 
recruit for weeks but there was something about this rookie that was different. His resolve, maybe. Or 


perhaps it was how he stood up to them all the while tending to the more immediate crisis at hand. 


The shorter one spoke again. "What's your name, champ?" 


"Bentley Powers, but | go by Ben P in the squared circle. You fellas look familiar, but..." 


The taller one interrupted, sans rude intentions. "Name's Triple H, and this here is Shawn 


Michaels, but the ladies and your mom call him The Heartbreak Kid." 


Half-insulted, Ben P retorted, "Wow. Real original, cowboy. But yeah, | have seen you guys on 


the tube. Degeneration X if | am not mistaken." 


"That's right," Michaels answered. "And we are lookin' for another stud for our stable. Your 
moves are pretty good. Crisp, good bumps. And your aerials are sick. With that | must know--will you 


be the newest member of DX?" 


Ben P was stunned more than anything else. This was the break he was looking for; the 


chance of a lifetime to prove himself to everyone that doubted him, saying he was too small or didn't 


know a turnbuckle from a turnover. In the back of his mind, Ben P was still skeptical so he warily 


accepted the invitation. 


Triple H shook Ben P's hand, patted him on the back and said, "Just one rule, kid. No messin’ 


with my girlfriend, Chyna. Now, we gotta introduce you to some of the other guys." 


The threesome was off, but what was the reluctant rookie into and what was the group going to 


ask of him? 


Later in the evening, the trio got in the official DX Hummer and hopped on Interstate-10 
heading east towards the Atlantic. Ben P looked over at a clearly hysterical Triple H. "Hey, Ben P, 


ever notice how the panhandle of Florida looks like a johnson?! Bahahaha!" 


The rookie internally wondered about the amount of phallic jokes these guys made and what 
other wrestlers thought about in their spare time. He quickly scooped his mind from the gutter and 


swerved the tone of the ride. 


"So, where we headed, anyways?" asked Ben P. 


Michaels, seated shotgun, turned around to Ben P. "We are heading to a great land called 
Lake City. That is the kind of place real wrestling emotion is harvested and the sweat and blood of our 
forefathers is saturated in the very country dirt. The next member of our team awaits us. If you didn't 
understand that, just know we are going to Hickville to gather up a badass 'wrassler' and we are 
bound to get some kind of nasty drunk tonight. | am talking Hurricane and High Life. ABC Vodka and 


Orange Drink." 


Just as Ben P could let out a confused 'hmmph,' Triple H reassured him, "Don't let Shawn's 
theatrics mess with you. He gets a little stir crazy on road trips. But yeah, we are headed to Lake 
City." 

The Slim Jim and Slurpee fueled trip was winding down as DX closed in on what was definitely 
a country setting. Instead of Arby's or Subway in the gas stations, this place had pulled pork pits 
attached to the fill-up stations. The gang stopped at one local joint for a leak break and to pick up 


some cold ones before they reached pay dirt. 


Michaels selected his beer of choice and brought it up to the counter where a rather eccentric 
man was working behind the counter. The Cuban-looking guy was probably in his early forties, stocky 
with huge lips and an even more menacing beer belly. Shawn and Ben P waited a couple of minutes 
before the clerk even realized they were there, ultimately interrupting his food order on his ridiculous 


looking Bluetooth headset. 


"Uhhh, don't mind us. This will be it," Shawn stated, looking closer at the clerk's chest. "What 


the hell is your name...? 'The General'?” 


The clerk chimed in with a punch-drunk voice. "Yeah, that's me! 'Cuz | am a five-star General. | 


singlehandedly took out fourteen Chechen rebels last night. Don't you know who | am?!" 


Ben P looked disgusted and now had a more profound respect for DX's carefree attitude. 
Suddenly, an urge came over Ben P's body and left him performing a dismissive wank in the direction 
of the ludicrous character working behind the counter with his grand delusions of fame. It wasn't 


normal for the timid newcomer but it felt damn good. 


"Yeah, that's real nice, dude. Hopefully tomorrow you can take out some Somali pirates," 


Shawn said as he collected his change and they left the dumpy gas station. 


Ten balmy minutes later they arrived in Lake City, snaking their way through the town until they 
reached a double-wide trailer at the end of a bumpy dirt road. "We're here!" shouted Triple H. "Party 


time bitches, and | am talking 'parrty' with two r's!" 


Everyone piled out of the Hummer and gazed upon a house fit for a true country boy: lawn 
darts, tires, gutted cars, patio furniture, planted cacti, and one of the biggest patio awnings Ben P had 
ever seen. Then, a slovenly put together white guy stepped out, complete with dirty dreadlocks and 
pasty white arms poking out of a sleeveless Elvis shirt. Somewhere, those dispatched sleeves felt 


shame for being separated from such a tubular shirt, but it was more than likely for the better. 


Already with beer in hand, the man approached the gang, opened his arms as if he were 
posing, and exclaimed, "Ladies and gentleman, boys and girls, children of all ages, welcome to Road 


Dogg's lovely abode!" 


Triple H high-fived the host, put an arm around him and said, "Benny P, this here's The Road 


Dogg Jesse James, one half of the most dynamic tag-team in history, The New Age Outlaws." 


Road Dogg then rushed Ben P as if to shoulder-block him, but instead just gave him a meaty 
hug and instantly wanted to know more about the new recruit. "So, what's your angle, man? Are you 
the wildcard? The straight-laced, tight and narrow Sweet Lou type? Oh wait, maybe you are the 


muscle? DX could probably use somebody more muscular than Chyna." 


Enraged, Triple H reached over and delivered a haymaker right to Road Dogg's abdomen. 


Road Dogg instantly dropped, curled up and from the sound of it was trying to feign an apology. 


"| warned you before about the smack talk about my girl," Triple H snorted. "She was trained 


by Killer Kowalski!! Now get your lily ass up! We got work to do. Shawn, go inside and set up a table 


for the meeting. Ben P, go help him. We still have to pick up Billy in Orlando and get our heads right 


for what comes next." 


Ben P, forever the wondering mind, asked, "And what exactly comes next?" 


Triple H was as serious as he's been all day and he wanted to let everyone know that playtime 
would soon be over. "All you have to know is that everything we have worked for, poured our sweat 


into, and sacrificed relationships for is about to rain down on us. Be ready!" 


With that, the somewhat confused Ben P shrugged his shoulders, went inside and imagined 


something covered in sweat probably smelling some kind of awful. 


The next morning, after bounding an entire pallet of Busch Lights, the sunlight cracked through 


the broken blinds of the mobile home. 


"Alright, we have about three hours to make it to Billy's down by Orlando. Gather up the 


provisions and let's hit that road, Nancies!" That loud clamor meant Triple H was the first to awake. 


The newly formed DX, for the most part, were hung over. Gatorade, aspirin, and Triple H's 
stern enthusiasm were enough for everyone to regain their sea legs and head south on the interstate. 


Triple H drove once again while Shawn, Ben P, and Road Dogg argued about matches and careers. 


"Bros, how can you deny my excellent feuds with Bret Hart and Razor Ramon? | was the 


show...STOPPA!" yelled Shawn. 


Road Dogg questioned, "Whatever happened to Razor? That guy did solid work...got good 


pops from the fans." 


Shawn looked disappointed. "After the whole break-up of The Kliq, me and Hunter kinda grew 


apart from the guy. | hear he parties with some hack who calls himself 'Hollywood' now. What a joke." 


"Yeah, yeah, | think X-Pac runs with those guys," said Road Dogg. "I've tried calling him to see 
what he's up to, but no one knows where the dude is. It sure would be nice to get the entire group 


back together." 


X-Pac was part of the original invasion group of DEGENERATION X, joining about the same 
time as Road Dogg and Bad Ass. Some work ethic issues and overall personality clashes led to some 
murky waters and eventually Pac was fired from the group until he could get his act together. No one 


in the group wanted it to go down like that, but the sake of the show the decision had to pass. 


Over the next hour, Ben P learned a lot of the industry from the inside via the stories and 
recounts of his fellow brethren. He knew the job was rough, but it seemed like it was years upon 
years until any of the guys really broke through and became successful. You know, the job you can 


write home about. Just then, Ben P remembered something and tapped Triple H on the shoulder. 


"Hunter, bro, you got change for the toll?" 


Triple H half smirked while looking back, looked to the other guys and said, "I don't know what 


a toll is, but | am sure it won't be an issue." 


Shawn looked surprised. "Dude, it's a toll. You have to pay to use the road. You cannot pass 


unless you fork over $2.50. It's no big deal. | got it." 


“TOLLLLLLLLLLLLSSS!!!” 


The car's driver looked pissed. "No, Shawn. Unless you guys are joking, this sounds like a 
front. People just set up shop and make other people pay to use the roads--the very same roads that 


are built upon our tax money? Not only doesn't it make sense, it is slightly insulting." 


Ben P, Road Dogg and Shawn all looked at each other and knew something, albeit 
entertaining or destructive, was going to happen real soon. Triple H had lived in New England his 
entire life and was more than privileged, so eventually everyone reasoned that it didn't come as much 


of a surprise that he had never dealt with this ‘toll’ thing. 


Almost another hour had passed and the group had reached the notorious checkpoint on 
Florida's Turnpike, the main corridor that filters the westerners towards Orlando, the resort mecca of 


the Southeast. 


"You guys weren't kidding," stuttered Triple H. "They really are stopping everyone and 


collecting money, like this is some sort of raffle or whatnot." 


Shawn then pushed a handful of dollar bills towards the Hummer captain and said, "I told you, | 


got it, man. Don't wor-" 


Triple H interrupted, "How much is that?! Don't tell me there are more of these things. Man, | 


am gonna give this sorry excuse for a meter maid what for..." 


DX rolled up to the toll booth and a geeky looking twenty-something squeaked out, "$2.50, 


please!" 


"| got it...right here!" Just then, Triple H hopped out of the car, grabbed the attendant (who was 
labeled 'Gerry') and delivered the same forceful blow to the midsection that Road Dogg experienced 
yesterday. After Gerry the alleged toll troll was folded over, Triple H hooked his arms and delivered 
his patented Pedigree finisher. Shawn then got out of the car and for reasons unexplained except 
possible gang acceptance motive or complete boredom, told his friend to stand up the woozy guard 


and unleashed his Sweet Chin Music on him. 


"Nice job, Shawn," Triple H gasped. "Everybody back in the car. | stole enough of this tool's 


money for all the tolls around town." 


Ben P, who saw several logistical problems with what just happened, chimed, "Dude, | think 


they have your license number on camera. We are screwed." 


"Don't worry about it, proby. The plate just says ‘SUCK IT!" And it's not one of the vanities 
either...it's a decor." And with that Triple H solved all of their problems and this road trip was officially 


off to a rockin’ start. 


After the three had assured Ben P that they were fine, the group eventually rolled through the 
massive city area and arrived at Billy's apartment in the Winter Park suburb. Road Dogg had phoned 
his partner ahead of time to be ready to roll upon arrival and sure enough Bad Ass Billy Gunn was 
waiting on his stoop, in just his wrestling tights and a small duffel bag packed. He got in the back and 


quaintly fist-pumped all of his DX brothers. 


Shawn had to ask. "Billy, why in the hell are you in your Mr. Ass tights right now?" 


Billy answered, "Aren't we going to a house show or something? Dogg just said to get my ass 
kickin’ boots on and get ready for a showdown. Are we not ass-kicking today? Is Degeneration X not 
in the business of taking a posterior and delivering an upward thrust of the leg directly to that 
posterior? And if not, why the hell did you guys bother me? | was *this* close to actually beating Mario 


Galaxy this time." 


Road Dogg felt obligated to reassure Billy of the situation. "Don't fret, my friend. We don't know 
who or what, but we are looking for some action. Hunter is already riled up--he ghetto-blasted some 


toll booth attendant." 


"Yeah, dude wanted money to use the road we were already driving on. Can you believe that, 


Billy?" Triple H asked as if he was going to garner support from somebody on this trip. 


Billy Gunn just shook his head in amazement. "You are damn lucky you get away with your 
good looks. Lucky the four of you aren't in jail right now." Billy then turned his attention to the new 


guy, the smallest guy in the car. "Suppose you're the newest recruit?" 


"| am just here to help you guys fight the good fight," Ben answered. "Hunter said if we were all 
The Avengers, | was the Aquaman of the group. | am not sure if that is in any way an accurate 


statement, but I'll take it as a compliment." 


Billy looked optimistic. "Well, welcome aboard. The nights are long, the booze is cheap and 


women are screened at least once a month. | think." 


Eventually the gang left the heart of the city and headed west on State Road 50, and as the 
signs indicated they were headed for a town called Christmas. Suddenly, a thick late afternoon fog fell 
upon the roads and the gang knew whatever they were destined for lurked somewhere near this god- 


forsaken land. 


Shawn looked back at the posse, studied each one of his brothers 


closely and with a heavy, serious brush of the head, nodded to everyone. 


"Ho...ho... ... HO!" 


ROAD TO DESTIGEDDON: THE WAY OF THE TREHERN 
Let me tell you the tale of how I, friendly neighborhood editor of The Solar Sentinel, ended up 


at the mythical locale known as DestiGedaon... 


The day started like any other day. | woke up to the busy sounds of Cove Springs, Arizona in 


the year 1866. Horses were neighing, railroad tracks were being laid, and | was late for work. 


/ hurried over to the Sentinel's office and quickly unlocked the door. Much to my surprise, a 
huge gaping hole existed where the back door should have been. And sitting at MY desk was none 


other than the real American... 


You're late, brother! 


travel to the Old West AND find out where | worked? 


Hogan: That doesn't matter now, Trehern. We have pressing matters and | need your help. I'm 
on the search for paradise...A place that very few have been to, brother. A place I've decided to retire 


to with the rest of my brethren. 


Trehern: That sounds great, Hulk. Send me a postcard when you get there. For now, | need to 


get started on the Top 5 Best Movies Featuring Dogs! 1 


Hogan: | wish it were that easy, brother, but this place doesn't exist on our plane of existence. 
I've been in search of it for decades now, and all my notes and travels have led me to you. You're 
more familiar with the ultraverse than anyone | know, and we need to get there before the bad guys 


do! 


1 Ben P eventually followed through on this joke! 


Trehern: Hulk, I'm going to have to take your word for this. But who are the bad guys? And 


what happens when we get to...uhh...whaddya call this joint? 


Hogan: Destigeddon, brother. A Ragnarök world placed in the depths of the ultraverse where 
warriors are eternally battling for supremacy. It is a world of mighty victories and heartbreaking 
defeats. And whoever grabs the keys first sets the tone for its existence. If someone with cruel 


intentions lands there first, there's no way of knowing what kind of Hell they could create. 
Trehern: So if we get there first, what are you planning on turning Destigeddon into? 


Hogan: Brother, it'll be a wondrous venue where legendary wrestlers, living and dead, can 
battle on triumphantly for eternity. A grand end to their legacies on Earth and an even greater place 


for those of us who have little time left. 


Trehern: Hulkster, as you knock on Death’s door, know that | got your back! So who do we 


have to hustle to get a one-way tick to DG? 


Hogan: We need a posse, dude. | have a few names, but | could sure use your help for some 


more... 
Trehern: You got it buddy. 


And so began a long and winding trek for the mystical Destigeddon. Little did | know that | wasn't the 
only one who had heard of this place. Some jabronies like Panther Joe and Ben P also had run-ins 
with ageing, leathery ghouls of the sport, and their adventures were leading them straight to 


Destigeddon! But let's go Further Down the Road to Destigeddon... 


The Hulkster and | had been on the road for weeks now, dipping in and out of certain Times 


and certain Spaces, searching universes within universes for the lost members of Hogan's tight crew. 


Meanwhile, the time to arrive at Destigeddon drew near, for if we found the mythical locale too late, it 
would surely fall into the wrong hands... The Real American spoke of the demented plans of "Nature 
Boy" Ric Flair and his Four Horsemen, while Destigeddon would fall to anarchy in the hands of the 


Monster Abyss and the Nasty Boys. But I told the big man not to fret... 


Trehern: You know, Hulkster, I've got a good feeling about this next place. People have said 


fights have been breaking out every night at Big Jack's ever since two strangers rolled into town. 


Hogan: I'll tell you what, brother, | could smell my main man Scott Hall from a mile away, and 


we entered that mile about a half hour ago... 


As we entered the smoky bar, chaos engulfed us. A dog-pile had erupted near the billiards 
lable as a dozen men attempted to snuff out one. All of a sudden, the group of men went flying in 


every direction as "Big Sexy" Kevin Nash re-gained his balance and grew to his near 8-foot stature. 


Nash: Hogan! Nice of you to join us! 


A passerby got a huge backhand to the face from Nash, as Hogan knocked together the heads 
of two unsuspecting numbskulls during the tumultuous madness. Not to be outdone, I stuck out my 
foot and tripped a lady. She fell with a light thud. She began to object to my actions, but she was 


quickly swept up into the hairy, greasy arms of Scott Hall. 


Hall: Yo, lady, why don'ts we have a lil' chat out near my silver Lincoln. | could show you how 


slick my machismo is... 


A quick pool-cue to the neck ended the conversation abruptly. The bartender looked none too 


happy. 


Barkeep: GET YOUR RIFF RAFF GANG OUT OF HERE, HOGAN! AND DON'T LET ME SEE 


YOU AROUND HERE AGAIN!! 


Hogan: Easy, Shamrock. We were just leaving, brother. 


Ken Shamrock, Barkeep: God, it's like those damn kids hazing in the cornfields...**incoherent 


mumbling** 


Moments later, outside Big Jack's, we managed to awaken Hall with the aroma of a freshly 
cracked bottle of Captain Silver. The streets of Nashville, Tennessee were barren and silent. Four in 
the morning is the best time for a barroom brawl. Hogan filled in Hall and Nash on the quest for 


Destigedadon... 


Nash: Sounds like it's real important, but we have bigger problems of our own... 


Hall: Hey yo, Hogan, who's the pipsqueak? And why are his eyes white? 


Trehern: 'Cause I'm not trashed, you leathery sweatsock! 


Hall: Why you! 


A drunken swing missed your friendly neighborhood Sentinel editor and sent Hall to the 


ground. He groaned pitifully in the gutter. None of us paid him much heed. 


Nash: Like | said, big problems. The Memphis mob has been after us for weeks. Gambling 


debts... Apparently Scotty here thought Elvis was still alive, so he bet his life savings on it. 


Hogan: Where did the life savings go? 


Nash: McDonald's Happy Meals... 


**shaking head** Trehern: What a putz. 


Hall: Your mom likes it! BURN! 


Trehern: Alright, that one was pretty good. 


Suddenly, bright lights hit us and a sleek black limousine rolled next to us. The window rolled 


down and a siithery voice whispered out to us. 


Mysterious Voice: Get into the car, gentlemen. | intend on cashing in my favor tonight... 


Hogan and Nash looked at each other worryingly as | helped Hall get to his feet. We were 
instantly surrounded by three huge men sporting brass knuckles on each hand. As the limo door 


slowly swung open, our greatest fears were realized: 


"Nature Boy" Ric Flair and his Four Horsemen had us by the balls...the long-haired, 16-time 
world champ pointed a loaded gun at us, and we regrettably entered the limo. We drove for hours, 
circling the Cul-de-Sac of Destigeddon... Rain pelted the windshield of the now packed limousine that 


took us east to the Carolinas and the NWA territory... 


Flair: Hey, Hogan. Do you know how much this limousine costs? 


Hogan: | don't know, brother, but were your souls thrown into the deal? 


Flair: Twenty-five thousand dollars! Twenty-five! THOUSAND! And I'm going to use the money 


Hall and Nash owe me to blow it up. Cause the Nature Boy said so! 


Trehern: Flair, you conniving son of a bitch! Where are you taking us? 


The driver turned around, as did the front passenger, and brothers Arn and Ole Anderson 


stared me down. 


Arn Anderson: Tully! Rub him out. 


/ was immediately socked in the face by Tully Blanchard, who didn't pull his punches. Hours 
later, when | came to, Hogan, Hall, Nash and I were smelling the sea air on a dock stretching into the 


Atlantic Ocean. 


Flair: Welcome to North Carolina! The Horsemen and | need a favor. When the Nature Boy 
wants to get to Destigeddon, the Nature Boy gets to Destigeddon. I'm not going to let snot-nosed, 
blogging posers like Trehern, Panther, and Ben P come between me and greatness. Them? Posers. 


Me? GOD! Big! Difference! Now tell us how to get there, or else... **handgun clicks** 


Nash: You've got nothing we want. You have no leverage. Let's kick their asses, Hulk! 


Flair: Oh, don't I? 


All of a sudden, a huge crane started up and the movement of metal chains echoed across the 
stormy sea. Rows of huge cargo ships rocked as the thunderstorm became more and more violent. 
All of a sudden, an extremely large shark proof cage slowly exited the water...and you wouldn't 


believe who was unconscious inside... The Son of the Giant. 


The Giant, son of Andre, sat in a crumpled heap on the bottom of the cage. 


Hogan: Good god! You've killed the Giant! 


Flair: You shut up! The Giant is harder to kill than | thought. He's almost indestructible. But the 
mention of the great Hulk Hogan falling to Ric Flair made him as obedient as a newborn baby. We 
keep him underwater so he doesn't come to. | still have a broken ribcage from wrestling him into that 


thing. Wooo (ouch). 


Hogan: You know what, brother? I've had it about up to here with your evil ways. For decades 
now, you've come into my life, destroying everything I've earned and loved: my children, my marriage, 


my championships. Well, this ends tonight, brother. 


Trehern, Hall, Nash: give 'em hell. 


Now, | may not be the strongest member of our crew, but I sure am fast. | had Tully ina 
sleeper hold faster than he could say "AWA". Struggle as he might, the effort he used only weakened 
him more. Hall got in a few fresh slaps at Arn before being clothes-lined by Ole Anderson. But as Ole 
was celebrating, Nash surprised him with an Emerald City sidewalk slam. Hall managed to struggle 


back to his feet. 


/ tossed the now blacked-out Tully into the churning waves of the ocean. As Hall held a 


bewildered Arn in front of him, | gave him a solid mid-air dropkick, known as the Solar Sentinel Slam. 


Meanwhile, Hulk cornered Flair as the Nature Boy whimpered for mercy. After seeing the 
carnage our group could bring, he was out of ideas...and confidence. Hogan slapped Flair across the 
chest, hurtling him backwards toward the edge of the dock. Flair's feathered robe whipped violently in 


the wind. 


Flair: Hogan!! You know you'll never get to Destigeddon before Degeneration-X. They got a 
man as sly as Trehern helping them out. And | hear they're wrangling even more formidable foes, 


some you never heard of before! Woo. 


Hogan: | don't care. As long as | don't see your sickening complexion anywhere near that 


sacred place, I'll be happy again. 


The Hulkster lifted the 16-time world champ by the throat, dangling him over the edge. 


Hogan: Say your prayers, Nature Boy... 


Voice: Wait! Hogan...don't do this. 


Nash, Hall and I had managed to awaken and free the Giant. He now stood behind the Real 


American with a friendly hand on the shoulder. 


The Giant: Let's settle this at Destigeddon... 


Hogan: You're right, brother. The three demandments don't 


include killing your enemies. 


Hogan dropped Flair into the still churning waves. 


Hogan: But the demandments aren't what the nWo live by, 
dude! We're going to be first at Destigeddon, and with Trehern as our newest member, we can re- 
establish our reign as the biggest and baddest club of renegade wrestlers the ULTRAVERSE has 


ever seen. 


Hall: Couldn't have said it better myself, big man. 


Nash: Welcome to the nWo, Trehern. Wear our colors proud, and maybe someday you can be 


in 16 movies like Hollywood Hogan here. 


Hollywood Hogan: That's right, brother! Now which way to Destigeddon? 


A looming fog began to roll into from the south; a fog so thick the nearby lighthouse and its 
beacon were snuffed out. | stared into the empty abyss and pondered how the nWo and I would face 


this new unknown path. | pointed towards the murky ocean. 


Trehern: | smell gold...that way. 


THE PLAYERS ARRIVE 


[A faint light falls upon two men, who sit behind a small table, with microphones in front of them...] 


COBRA Commander: ...and then the raccoon says to the priest, "Don't ask me! I'm just the one eating 


the garbage!" 


Rusty "Parts" Jenkins: Ah-hahahaha! Hah! Wait a second, there, buddy. What in the Sam hill...? Is that 


the red light flashing?? 
COBRA: Good god, man, we're on the air!! 


RP: AHEM!! Welcome folks! My name is Rusty "Parts" Jenkins and I'm here with my main color man, 


COBRA Commander. And this is, what we assume to be, after years and years of waiting, DESTIGEDDON!! 


COBRA: That's right, Parts. We can honestly say that this dark tomb we've sat in for what seems like 


decades has finally sprung to life. Which only means one thing: the players have arrived. 


RP: Not since the days of Arthur Pennington, famous boxer of 1910s Boston, have | been this excited. 
Although the darkness is as thick as thieves, | can barely make out two looming groups approaching each 


other. | find it simply unbelievable that these champions have made it to the apex of their journey. 


COBRA: This leg of the race is quite difficult, considering they can barely see their hands in front of 


their faces in this dark arena. But it seems one champion has grasped the ropes! 
Trehern: Finally, guys, we've made it! 


RP: As the lights are raised, and the empty seats of the auditorium are revealed, Trehern realizes he 


wasn't the first to touch the Destigeddon ring ropes... 
Trehern: SON OF A BITCH!!! BEN P?!?! How in the hell did you find your way here??? 


Ben P: With the help of DX... and my own swagger. 


Trehern: You go straight to hell! You've won TWO Pun War belts, and still you mock me?! Can’t | have 


this one thing!? Just this one piece of glory??? 


Ben P: Uh...no. 


Hollywood Hulk Hogan: Your time is up, DUDE! We're the nWo, and we don't take crap from nobody, 


especially the likes of Helmsley and the puny HBK! 


Shawn Michaels: You know, what, Hollywood, | could kick you through that roof and still have enough 


gusto to mangle the whole lot of you. 


Triple H: | especially want a piece of you, NASH... 


RP: Trehern and the nWo look glaringly at Big Sexy, who has turned a dark shade of angry purple. It 


seems there's some unspoken history behind the big men of both DX and the new world order. 


Hogan: Well, it doesn't matter what you have, we're taking the reins of Destigeddon. It's going to be our 


house, and we're going play by OUR rules! 


Michaels: And risk losing the honor behind the battle? No way, DX is going to take this thing into the 


next millennium, without you old horses and your puny excuse for a blogger... 


** held back by Scott Hall and The Giant Trehern: I'm ten times the blogger you'll ever be!! Do you hear 


me!! I'll KILL YOU, Shawn Michaels!!! 


*“ mysterious voice**: | think | may have the answer, you sniveling dogs. 


Hall: Who the fu---? 


LA Ben: It is |, LA Ben! From the West Coast ** flashes gang sign** | am the greatest wrestler the world 
has ever or will ever see! | mangle all of my opponents and very few of them return to face me a second time. | 


dare you to challenge me and my leadership of this world. Destigeddon will truly prosper under me reign! 


Scott Hall: Not unda my watch, buddy... 


RP: As Hall races at LA Ben for an Outsider's Edge, a looming black cloud erupts from LA Ben's feet, 
grabbing Hall and hurtling him across the auditorium sending him crashing into the wooden folding chairs. 


Splinters are flying and Hall is barely alive... 


COBRA: An unbelievable creature has begun to billow around the new competitor from LA. It seems 


this is the protector of the supposed "great wrestler". 
Triple H: Good lord...it's the most feared creature in LA Ben's armada: SMOKE LOCKE! 
LA Ben: That's right, he protects me with a power only I can con -- 
WOOOOOO!!! 
Trehern: ** face palming** Oh no, not again... 


Ric Flair: It seems someone has forgotten who will sit upon the throne of Destigeddon. ME! GOD!! | am 


worth more than this place's mortgage, and then some! 
Trehern: ** mockingly* Hey Nay-ture Boy, where's Tully...? 


Flair: YOU SON OF A BITCH!! Street fight! Right here! For the NWA Championship Belt!! | want Verne 


Gagne as special guest referee!!! And Mick Foley as ring enforcer...and the Bushwhackers... 
Trehern: Bite me, Flair. 


COBRA: As some of you may NOT know, Tully was thrown unconscious into the churning Atlantic 
Ocean by the hands of Trehern. Listed as "lost at sea", Tully Blanchard's absence makes Ric Flair's Four 


Horsemen a threesome...and that's an image | tragically will never forget. 
Billy Gunn: Does anyone else smell Slim Jims? 


*“a wall of the arena bursts apart** 


Ben P: Could this get any worse?? If we need to have a total gang war here to settle this, I'm game. But 


first we have to set the rules of Destigeddon... 
Hogan: No rules, brother! Where do you come from, Sissyville, Wisconsin?? 
STOP!!! 


RP: Hold the phone, there, folks. Another new mysterious figure has entered the now crowded arena. 
Let us note that neither Trehern nor Ben P have relinquished their grip from the ring ropes. Both seem quite 


adamant about holding onto the reins of leadership. 
Panther Joe: As some of you may know, my name is Joe...Panther Joe. I'm the third blogger... 


COBRA: Unbelievable! The third blogger, of Destigeddon legend, has arrived! None of us knew this day 
would come. He is the one that shall show guidance and unbiased judgment...he surely will bring order to this 


now chaotic showdown between the great warriors that have arrived. 
RP: I'm about as lost as Orlando Jordan in a steam bath with a hundred naked Knockouts, COBRA. 


COBRA: As you should be, Parts. This mind freak of a wrestling promotion is now teetering on the edge 
of "legitimate" and "a total waste of time". 

Panther Joe: Let it be known that Team nWo and Team DX have raced valiantly to this most holy of 
places. But only ONE can lead Destigeddon...and that person is...our new Commissioner... 

RP: Here it comes... 

Panther: GREGORY NOTH!!! 


COBRA: OOOhhh, and out of nowhere a total wild card steps up as the commissioner and overall 
controlling figure at Destigeddon. As our new leader steps into the limelight and grabs the coveted 


Destigeddon microphone, he waves down the non-existent applause... 


RP: | actually heard Macho Man utter an "oooohh no", which is rare for him. And there seems to be 


shades of jealousy, anger, and utter indifference among the fighters now. Let's listen in... 


Noth: Thank you, thank you. As my first act of leadership, | want to end this tumultuous rivalry between 
the nWo and DX. Your groups shall meet in battle at the main event. Until then, however, we must find 


challengers willing to wrestle before you... 


Hall: Let it be me and SmokeLocke...you better believe | got a Diamond Cutter waiting for him...and a 


sack of pennies for his dear grandmother... 


Trehern: No... Hall, we need you to save your strength for OUR match. Let me bring in my guy. 


Destigeddon? RELEASE THE KRAKEN!!!! 


COBRA: A thunderous noise cracks the walls of the arena. l'm guessing this isn't going to be the last 
time we're gonna patch up this place. As the cinder-blocks blow across the floor, we see the massive 


mythological creature enter at the High-Rise Terrorizer's command. 


Ben P: There's no way you're going to get credit for winning this match, Trehern. Let's make this a 


three-way showdown with DX's guard dog... THE CLOVERFIELD MONSTER!!! 


RP: Get me a doctor, I've just had a massive aneurysm! Correct me if I'm wrong, but the first match of 
Destigeddon is going to be the fan-favorite heel SMOKELOCKE versus the ancient Greek water monster THE 


KRAKEN versus the NYC deep space sadist CLOVERFIELD MONSTER??? 


COBRA: My hood is shuddering with excitement. There you have it folks, the first showdown of our 
players here at Destigeddon and the first match, which will surely destroy everyone within a 50 mile radius. 


Check back next time for this most ultimate of Monster Matches! Good night! 


DG News Ruljletin 


8/29/2010 - Mean Jeff here in the locker rooms at Destigeddon. We've just seen the epic faceoff arrival of 
Team nWo and Team DX at Destigeddon, and things are getting ridiculously tense. l'm here with Macho Man 


Randy Savage, and he's just claimed one of the nicer smelling lockers. Let's see what he has to say: 


Macho Man: Oh YEEAH! I'll tell you what, Jeff Worthington, the nWo and DX have got NOTHING on Macho 
Madness, I'll tell you what. If | had been here one second earlier, I’ve been the greatest Destigeddon 
champion ever! YEEEAH! 


JW: Well, it seems someone has already defiled your humble abode. Most of your cowboy hats have been 
stolen and the word "MACHISMO" has been spray-painted on the inside. A terrible end to what could have 


been the best locker in this room! 


Macho Man: Boy this burns my hide! If I find the chump who put this trash in my locker, WHOAI!, I'm gonna 
come after them like grim DEATH! YEEAH! 


THE CLOVERFIELD VS. SMOKELOCKE VS. THE KRAKEN 


Welcome, wrestling fans, to another edition of Destigeddon! We are live from Eureka, California for this epic, 
three-way monster battle featuring the original terror, The Kraken, who is going up against the much disdained 
Cloverfield and newcomer SmokeLocke. | am Jeff Togo and joining me as always is the wholesomely vibrant 


color commentator, my partner in crime, Coney Island Carl. 


CIC: Yeah, this one is about to get nasty. Kraken, Locke, and The Clover??! Looks like a normal night 


whenever | patron the Dover Pool Hall. Hah! | crack myself up! 


JT: Let's get to the action...SmokeLocke and Kraken are already in the ring and here comes the 


skyscraping enigma......CLOVERFIELD accompanied by his DX buddy, Triple H. 


CIC: Yeah, this new sleazy partnership between Clover and DX has me, and the rest of the 
Destigeddon crowd, queasy. But it looks like the veteran Kraken and SmokeLocke are conspiring in the 


ring....and yes, that is exactly what's happening. Kraken and Locke immediately attack Clover. 


JT: This is a good strategy, Carl. Take out one competitor, basically incapacitate him, and leave just 


you and the other guy to brawl. But can SmokeLocke be trusted? 


CIC: Yah, that's a great question, Toag. We know the Locke is somewhere from that Pacific Island 


region, so he is capable of some mind-blowing stuff. 


JT: Clover is regaining his strength and clotheslines Locke out of the ring! But here comes Kraken to 
crack Clover over the back with a double-ax chop. He is still working on that knee of Clover and the crowd is 
electrified by this beatdown. As you may know, Clover is coming off that steel-cage win over the entire 


Manhattan Island, killing millions, so naturally the Eureka faithful are happy to see a little retribution. 


CIC: Oh, wowzaria, buddy! Dat SmokeLocke guy just came off the top rope for a cross body slam on 


both of 'em! Looks like the alliance between Locke and Kraken is over... 


JT: Kraken stumbles to his feet, Locke off the ropes....but, c'mon! Triple H tripped Locke. What a cheap 
shot, and it looks like the ref didn't even see him!! 


CIC: Hah! Blind, like every driver in the tri-state area, am | right? Really, dough, having Clover under 


DX's wing is sure to promise Clover a North American Championship run. 


JT: And now Clover is back in full control....he picks up Kraken.... MASSIVE SPINEBUSTER! Oh my 
toes, | think the arena just shook! | can't see the veteran monster getting up quickly after that. And Clover just 


kicks Kraken out of the ring, with his sights set on Locke. The two hook up...and Locke gets the reversal... 


CIC: And on the outside, Triple H is at it again, giving the Kraken a low blow. Somebody needs to get 


that chump out of this match. 


JT: For once in my life, Carl, | have to agree. But in the ring the tides have turned as new fan favorite 


SmokeLocke has Clover in the sleeperhold....hold tight we have to cut to a commercial break. 


**Call the General and Save Some Time!** 


JT: All right, wrestling fans we are back! During the break, Kraken came back into the ring and is 


applying a monster sleeperhold to Locke, who in turn has a sleeperhold on Clover! 


CIC: Kabam! Double sleeperhold, | tell ya! Somebody needs to break this stalemate, especially the two 


young guys who have one way tickets to Z-town! 


JT: And there is Clover with rapid elbows to the midsection of Locke, off the ropes and a giant 
clothesline to Kraken, knocking both of the men over! Locke looks all but wasted here... and Clover with the 


chokeslam on Kraken. 


CIC: Clover is lookin' dangerous here. He goes for the overhead slam on SmokeLocke, but, oh no! 


Clover accidentally dropped Locke on the ref and the zebra is out cold! 


JT: Out Cold, loved that movie, Carl. The things | would do to date AJ Cook....umm, back to the match! 


Clover grabs the weary Kraken and tosses him outside besides the waiting Triple H. And, what the hell is that?! 


CIC: It looks like Triple H has got a large model Prius! Where the hell did that come from, under da 


ring? And Clover is setting up Kraken, Triple H winds up for a swing... 


JT: And right over the head! Bang! Triple H just cracked that model car over the noggin of a 


defenseless Kraken! Kraken is split wide open as Clover and Triple H celebrate a sure win... 


CIC: Wait, no! Look, appearing from under da ring is LaBen! SMACK!! He came up from behind Clover 
and Triple H and nailed them both with a steel briefcase. Dis had to be a planned attack by LaBen and 


SmokeLocke! He tosses da Prius and a lifeless Clover into the ring where Locke is up and about. 


JT: Clover is set up dead center in the ring while Locke goes to top rope, with weapon in hand and....oh 
my God!! Off the top rope, he just drove the Prius into Clover's head. The ref is finally coming to--Locke goes 


for the cover... 


JT: What a sham! SmokeLocke wins the three-way Monster match with the help of the treacherous 
LaBen. That, Carl, is not how matches are supposed to end! Kraken's career is probably over, and Clover will 


probably be booked into custody for that Manhattan incident after this is all said and done. 


CIC: None-da-less, SmokeLocke is your winner. And it looks like LaBen has something to say. 


LaBen [while ringing of boos let out]: Shut up! Shut your faces!! This guy right here, SmokeLocke, is the 
future of Destigeddon, and you piss-ants can't do anything about it! He will take on any comers, and | will take 
on any comers! Ben P, Trehern, Panther Joe, The Mega-er Powers, you fellas don't have anything on ole L.B.! 


Nobody in this company is on my level...Hell! Not even my universe! Soon enough, Locke and | will be.... 


[strange music starts playing and a shadowy figure appears near the entrance] 


JT: Whadda we got here, Carl? Looks like things just got real. 


CIC: Toag, look-a-dat look on the face of LaBen! You know, he knows exactly who dat is! What is going 


on here? 


JT: And just like that, the mystery figure is gone! Folks, we gotta go! | hope you all enjoyed this 


installment of Destigeddon, and as always, we'll see YOU at the next showdown! 


DG News Ruljletin 


09/07/2010 - Good day from Destigeddon... I'm Mean Jeff Worthington here with Macho Man Randy Savage, 
who after being pranked in the locker room is here to boast about his next move. And what is your next move, 


Macho Man? 


Macho Man: Oooh total destruction, total destruction. I've got my fine eyes on the man who's been 
setting fires on my doorstep and eating my Slim Jims. It's none other than the Honky Tonk Man back to seek 
his revenge, YEAH! But I'll tell you RIGHT now that | will be the greatest Intercontinental Champion that ever 
lived here at Destigeddon, AND I'M LIVING NOW! So I only have one thing to say to you Honky Tonk Man, 
and that's... 

“immediately silenced by a fist to the face** 
JW: My goodness! Macho Man has just been slammed in the face with... 
Macho Man Imitator: Listen up, world! YEAH! I'm the Macho Man now, and I'm gunna be the Macho 


Man long after you're dead and gone, Savage. Oooh YEAH! I've crossed the plains of pain to this place of 


power, and I'm gonna claim that bright shining star in the sky and YEAH rub it in your sunglass-wearing mug... 
JW: That shining star, of course, is Macho Madness. 


Imitator: You're damn right it's Macho Madness, and if Black Machismo Jay Lethal isn't the Macho 


Madden-ness of them all, then | don't know who is. It certainly isn't this punk on the floor, YEAH! 
*“motions backhand** 
Macho Man: THAT'S IT!! Honky Tonk Man can wait, | want a piece of you! 


JW: Honky Tonk Man was never here, Savage. Ugh... As the two wrestle here in the back rooms of 
Destigeddon, | can only imagine what kind of tiff these two men will...wait...I'm getting something...Yes. It 


seems the Commissioner has sensed this rivalry and has set a match to determine who will rightfully own 


Macho Madness. He would also like to mention that Savage's mentioning of the Intercontinental 


Championship would drag us into a court case, so feel free to forget that sound bite folks. More importantly, 


who will go home with Macho Madness??? 
Lethal: It's gonna be me! Oooohh Yeeeaahhh! 
*“Macho elbow to Lethal's face** 
Macho Man: Not if | have anything to do about it, yeeeaahh!! 


*“finishes with mighty leg drop** 


RANDY SAVAGE VS. JAY LETHAL 
Welcome to beautiful Paducah, Kentucky for one of the most long-awaited matches at Destigeddon. I'm 


Rusty "Parts" Jenkins here with color man COBRA Commander; to say that we are excited for this match 


would be an under-statement. 


COBRA: That's right, RP. For the first time in the history of the world, too of the most glorified wrestlers 
battle it out for the most coveted of prizes: Macho Madness. "Black Machismo" Jay Lethal, TNA veteran, has 
finally been called out by his idol and father-figure, "Macho Man" Randy Savage. This rivalry blew up in only a 
few short days after Machismo pranked Macho Man while Savage threatened to kick the man's ass. Noth did 


us all a favor by setting up this match. 


RP: It's with bittersweet enthusiasm that | announce this match, considering one of these great 
wrestlers is going to fall. And here are our competitors now. With Macho Man comes the "Pomp and 
Circumstance" theme, while Lethal follows with his own rendition. Both men seem to want to bring the best in 
wrestling, and the best in "Macho Madness". The neon colored cowboy hats are burning out my retinas, 


COBRA. 


COBRA: Why aren't we smack-talking Lethal here? This guy is just a glorified copy-cat! Not only does 
this joker steal Macho Man's threads, he Bogarts his moves too. The man has been found defacing Savage's 
property, hiding his car keys, and even smack-talking the guy's dead wife. If there was ever a man who needs 


to lay down and get a total Sarasota beatdown by Randy Savage, it's the Black Machismo! 


RP: You're entitled to your opinion, COBRA, even if it is venomous and full of hate. And the bell has 
rung and the match has begun. Lethal starts with a hearty face slap, knocking the signature glasses from 


Savage's face. His anger is now truly revealed. Savage recuperates quickly and sends Lethal into the ropes. 


COBRA: OH! And a massive shoulder slam to Lethal's diaphragm. All the Black Machismo in the world 
won't bring him out of that fetal position. Macho Man quickly picks up the delirious Lethal and sends him into 


the ropes AGAIN! Savage is one of the best wrestlers I've ever seen. His multiple championships and his path 


to glory in WrestleMania IV has placed him in the Pantheon of wrestling legends. But with that invigorating joy 
came crashing sorrow when Miss Elizabeth, Savage's long-time manager and lover, died at the hands of illegal 


drugs. 


RP: As Lethal comes off the ropes, Savage delivers a mighty clothesline. Lethal falls to the mat and 
almost bends backwards from the force of it! Macho Man goes for the pin, but Lethal immediately kicks out 
from under it. Indeed, a mournful story about Miss Elizabeth that left many of us wondering if Macho Man could 
recover. And it seems he has as the Big Geno climbs that turnbuckle, acknowledges the energized crowd, and 


lets out a solid "OOOHH YEEEAAAHHH!!" as he lands an atomic Savage Elbow Drop on the neck of Lethal. 


COBRA: Now most wrestlers would use their finishing moves and go straight for the pin, but Savage 
has a couple more things in mind. He drags Lethal to his feet and tosses the man over the top ropes. Lethal 
stumbles onto the mat outside the ring and rolls around in agony. Savage looks pretty proud of himself. He's 


grabbing a microphone... 


Macho Man: Time distortion can't keep the Macho Man from Destigeddon. But while | take out these 


punks, | want to make sure I'm the only Macho Man here!! 


RP: Dropping the microphone, Savage sprints toward the turnbuckle, leaps from it in one fluid motion, 
and splashes onto the still dilapidated body of Jay Lethal outside the ring! My god, this guy is totally insane!! 
He has no regard for his body or those of his opponents’. If there is a wildcard force at Destigeddon, it's the 


Macho Man Randy Savage. 


COBRA: Now Lethal is intense pain here, folks, but the crowd is going wild. Savage is about to land the 


last destructive blow, but...wait...what's this? 


RP: The funeral gongs of the Undertaker are ringing through the halls of Destigeddon, and an eerie 
silence has overtaken the crowd. Savage seems to be standing in horror as he gazes toward the arena 
entrance and sees the zombie-like figure of the Embalmer himself, Paul Bearer, enter the Paducah Municipal 


Gymnasium. 


COBRA: He seems to be carrying a golden urn, but as to the significance, | know not. As Paul Bearer 
comes closer to both Savage and Lethal, he opens the urn and sniffs the contents, beckoning for Savage to do 
the same. But Savage is begging for mercy as he stands over Lethal. It seems there is alot here | don't 
understand: why is Paul Bearer motioning toward Savage and not Lethal? And what's in the urn? Undertaker's 


parents? The Rock's career?? Slim Jim fumes?? 


RP: Wait, more Slim Jim jokes? Who's writing this stuff? BUT WAIT! The distracted Savage is 
immediately hammered in the balls by Lethal's forearm, a trick he MUST have learned from the dirtiest player 
in the game, Nature Boy Ric Flair. Lethal stands to face the now confused and terrified Savage and lands a 
tremendous front facelock into a stunner!! Oh and Savage is down!!! But now Lethal approaches Bearer and 


grabs the urn! There's no way this acclaimed wrestler has turned to the side of the undead!! SAY IT ISN'T SO! 


Lethal: Is this what you want, Macho Man?? Yes, it is isn't it? You've got the gloss, but the tragic and 
mournful loss of Miss Elizabeth is too much for you to bear! What a bitch! Well, the contents of this urn is all 


that's left of poor Miss Elizabeth. And if you know what's good for her and you...you'll do as | say! 


RP: Macho Man is now weeping as he uselessly tries to grasp at the cremated remains of his long lost 
lover. Now, COBRA, | know you specialize in unique methods of torture, but this psychological torment may be 


too much for the wrestling veteran to handle. 


COBRA: You're totally right, Rusty. As Macho Man begs on his knees, Lethal has now begun releasing 
hardened fists onto Savages chest. As the now confused and drained Randy Savage fights to stay alive, Lethal 
lands a drop-kick to the Slim Jim King's chin! | don't know about you, Rusty, but I'm going to go ahead and call 


this match. 


RP: Wait! Is that Jimmy Buffet playing in the background?! No way! It can't be! "Radical Red" Zach 
Bartram has hurriedly entered the halls of Destigeddon and is now trucking towards the ring with folding chair 


in hand! 


COBRA: "Radical Red" Bartram??? He's not on the card!! But if my notes are correct, Radical Red has 
joined Destigeddon after an 8-month boat trip in the Florida Keys. We can only assume his trip was nothing but 


margaritas and intense training. 


RP: Paul Bearer, with a mighty elbow to the face delivered by Radical Red, is down. And just as Lethal 
is about to speak, Radical Red lands an unspeakably hard folding chair to the Black Machismo's nards, 
followed by the famous Clay High Upper Cut, where Radical Red grabs his opponent's ankles in mid-air and 
tosses him down like a dirty rug!!! MY GOD, THIS IS GLORIOUS!! As Miss Elizabeth's urn flies into the air, 
Macho Man's biggest fan, Radical Red, snags the heirloom!! He assists Savage back into the ring, tosses 
Lethal's lifeless body back under there as well and motions the ref to come back in! Savage drowsily pins 


Lethal and the ref hammers the count... 
ONE... 
TWO... 
THREE!! 


RP: And it's over!! HE'S DONE IT!! Macho Man has regained the Madness and the remains of his 
loving ex-wife, who has been his inspiration for years!!!! | can't help but imagine how happy Savage is and how 


grateful he is for the assistance of the new member of his posse: "Radical Red" Zach Bartram!!! 


COBRA: The crowd is on their feet and are going wild! Lethal has tasted the sour fruit of the undead, 
and | don't even want to think about the deal he made with Paul Bearer to get the remains of Miss Elizabeth 
into the ring tonight. As Bearer and Lethal struggle to their feet, we see Macho Man and Radical Red don their 
cowboy hats and deliver one last mighty clothesline to the two delinquents. We won't be seeing much of 


Bearer and Lethal for a while, because that looked like it hurt. It seems Macho Man wants the mike... 


Macho Man: **vomits profusely** Ooohhhhh... **bends over in pain, then recovers** YEEEaaahhhh!!! 


My main man...Radical Red...has shown he wants to join the Macho Madness, that great shining star that fuels 


the universe. So finally, when Destigeddon needed us most, the Madness and the Redness will finally be a 


formidable team...we're gonna be called... THE MEGA-ER POWERS!!! OH YEEEAAAAHHHHHH!!! 


RP: Oh what a night! Lethal, relatively popular with the crowd, has turned total heel. While Macho Man, 
who was considered an incompetent asshole, has skyrocketed back into popularity with the help of the Macho 
Redness, Radical Red Bartram. Now they've just announced a new tag team, THE MEGA-ER POWERS, 
hearkening back to the days of Savage and Hulk Hogan in the Mega Powers. Well, let's send it back over to 
So Cal Val where she's interviewing the contestants in our next match. As for me, Rusty Parts Jenkins and 


COBRA Commander, we'll see you next time at DESTIGEDDON!! 


DG News Ruljletin 


09/02/2010 - **whispering** Hello folks, Mean Jeff Worthington here with the scoop of the day. Ahead of our 
cameras lies the offices of newly inducted Commissioner of Destigeddon, Mr. Greg Noth. The door is cracked 
open, and inside sits the Nature Boy himself, Ric Flair. He is Horsemen-less, and seems to be pawning an 


idea on Noth. Let's listen in... 


Flair: Listen Noth, we don't have to be friends, but if you scratch my back, I'll scratch yours. That's the 
wrestling business, something | know ALOT about. And a back scratch from the Nature Boy can make your 


wildest dreams come true...WOO! 


Noth: Keep your voice down, Flair! If anyone from the nWo saw me talking to you, we'd have civil war 
in these arena walls. We all know how they hate you, and how you hate Hogan. And | know exactly what you 


want: my help in taking them down. Well, the answer is NO! 


Flair: Forget Hogan and his rag tag group of morons. | want Trehern. The guy killed my cousin Tully 
Blanchard, and as the wrestling gods as my witness, | will take my revenge on him. Give me a match...any 
rules can be applied, as long as | can see the face of defeat and embarrassment on his face as | lock him 


down with the Figure Four. 


Noth: A legal match sounds like something | can pull out without too much controversy. But what do | 


get in return? 


Flair: | have a few "things" that | might consider passing down to this new organization to make it the 


greatest company this world has ever seen... 


JW: Oh my god. The new commissioner is actually shaking hands with super-villain Ric Flair. | can 


only imagine the path Destigeddon has taken with the alignment of these two governing powers... 


A SPECIAL MESSAGE FROM NATURE BOY RIC FLAIR 
AND COMMISSIONER GREG NOTH 


Jeff Togo: Welcome wrestling fans! Today we have a special treat for you as we finally hear for the first 
time our Commissioner Elect here at Destigeddon, Mr. Greg Noth! As always, | am joined by my lively 


announce partner, Coney Island Carl. 


Coney Island Carl: Hells yeah! | don't know ‘bout youse guys, but | am excited to learn about the future 


of this bright company! 


JT: Before we get to that, what do you make of these new rivalries? Alan Trehern is making zero, count 
‘em zero (!) friends here at Destigeddon. He's got DX headhunting for him and the Four Horsemen are 


absolutely irate over his actions on that boat. 


CIC: You nailed it, cuz no one knows where Tully Blanchard is. 'Gardless how you cut da cheese, 
dough, Trehern and da NWo is outnumbered nasty and could use some extra muscle. Who knows, | hear da 


nWo offers up six figure contracts like nuttin. 
JT: With those numbers, | wouldn't be surprised if you help out those miscreants, Carl... 


CIC: Dat would be nice, but my wrestlin' days are shot. But you can't throw out the new team of Da 


Megaer Powers. Dose guys are loonier than a barmaid after a couple ah Irish Car Bombs. 


JT: We could sit here and speculate all day, Carl, but it is time to get down to business. Sounds like the 
Commish is ready to come out and address the fans. And here comes Greg Noth, looking dapper as ever! 


What will he have to say about the roster? Who has he been recruiting? Let's find out! 
Greg Noth: Thank you! Thank you! Hold the applause at the end of my announcement, please! 


CIC: He seems to love the people and the people love him! How could you not? 'Da dude could sell an 


'85 LeSabre to one of dem Amish buggy fellas! Y'know, Toag, da ones with da funny beards? 


Greg Noth: Now, before | get into the meat of things, | just want to say that *I* am now in the pro 


wrestling business. And as it seems, you fans take this business very, very seriously. 


[crowd starts raucous cheering, Noth air high fives crowd] 


Greg Noth: Seriously, thank you. You guys are great! With that said, | know it is my sworn duty to bring 
you the best product on the planet! | am talking the best athletes competing in the most compelling wrestling 
matches. It is my responsibility to appease the masses with fast paced action and sound, technical mat skills. 


And, maybe...a little bit of eye candy here and there. 


JT: | am not exactly sure where we found Noth, but he is world renowned for his epic dodgeball 


matches and other sporting events. | can tell you, though, the guy is very business savvy. 


Greg Noth: But | know that it is extremely hard to build a successful brand from the ground up without a 
little help from a living legend! Without further ado, please welcome...16-time World Heavyweight 


Champion...Ric Flair!! 


CIC: And the crowd is going absolutely zonkas! And rightly so...dis guy right here *is* pro wrestling! 


[Flair takes his sweet time strutting down to the ring to meet Noth] 


Ric Flair: WOOOOOOO! WOOO! WOO! In due time, Destigeddon, you will be stylin' and profilin’ with 
the best of 'em! WOO! I know this, everyone in this arena knows this, and soon those fat cats up in 
Connecticut will know this! Come five years from now, THIS will be the racket all the stars will wanna be 


with...Cena, Styles, all those guys! WOOO! 


[Flair begins to open up a storage container in the ring] 


Ric Flair: And now, | would like to present something special to your Commissioner. Every wrestling 
organization has its status symbols, its faces of the company. So | got to talking to my old pals in South 


Carolina who used to run Antebellum Wrestling Federation...something you guys have probably never heard 


of...because they went belly up forty years ago! WOO! But that got me to wondering, you guys still have your 


straps? Your championship gold? 
[Flair takes out three gold championship belts out of the container] 
Ric Flair: These former AWF belts are yours, Greg! 


Greg Noth: First, | will present to you the granddaddy of 'em all-- The Destigeddon Championship! In 
order to win this gold, handpicked superstars will have to compete in a single-elimination tournament to be 


crowned the first ever Destigeddon Champion! 
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Figure 3.1: Re-smelted with Carpathian gold, vampiric steel, and the blood of the impoverished. 


[Noth hoists the belt over his head, showing it to all, puts it down and picks up the two similar looking belts] 


Greg Noth: And with the success of any great wrestling circuit comes a solid tag team division! These 
two belts right here are your new Destigeddon Tag Team Championships! These will also be broken in with a 


tournament. 
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Figure 3.2: One was found in Marc Antony's dressing room in the sunken city of Antirhodos, the other belt was 


found at a flea market in Hackensack, New Jersey. 


But that is not all, no, no, no! Along with the donations from the AWF, we needed to incorporate something all 
our own here at Destigeddon. Take a look at your brand new, fresh from the mint, North American 


Championship! 
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Figure 3.3: Re-forged with the finest Aztec gold, the essence of the Canadian maple, and American greed. 
[Noth pulls out the beautiful NA title for all to behold] 


Ric Flair: And since this title is so special to Destigeddon and Greg, there will be a ten-man, TEN-MAN 


battle royal to crown to first ever North American champion! WOOO! 


CIC: Ja'hear dat, Toag? Ten man battle royal? Here at Destigeddon? Wow, these guys are pullin’ out 


all da stops! 


JT: That is excellent news, Carl! This should be an excellent way to showcase much of the talent 
Destigeddon management has been acquiring the past few months. And how about the news of the mega- 
championship tournament to award the sport's biggest accolade, the Destigeddon Championship? | don't know 


about you, Carl, but | would say LaBen has to be the odds on... 


[strange music starts to play and a shadowy figure appears] 


CIC: If | wasn't mistaken, that's the same guy that came out at the end of da three-way Monster match 


a little bit ago. 


JT: But he seems to be dragging the lifeless body of someone behind him! Oh my god, that's 


SmokeLocke, the winner of the Monster match! 


Shadowy Figure: Hello everybody, please let me inform you of the corruptions of a one, LaBen! Oh 


wait, how rude. My name is Chinbeard and | am here for one thing--REVENGE! 


[Chinbeard looks down at the mangled remains of SmokeLocke] 


Chinbeard: Oh yeah, this guy? LaBen's personal bodyguard? Well, let's just say he clocked 
out...permanently. So now there is nothing standing between me and that poor excuse for a man, LaBen. You 
see, back a few years, me and LaBen were one of the most feared tag teams in Gainesville Championship 
Wrestling. | was known as Hoppin' Chris McCarty and LaBen was known as Ben Chairfolds and together we 


were three-time tag champions...the Madison Pointe Marauders. 


CIC: What is he saying? What does this guy want? 


Chinbeard: The key word there was *were.* We were the best. We used to be unstoppable. And then 
LaBen's head got too big and he wanted to go solo, leaving me wallowing in the dark matches and wrestling 


the jobbers! So, listen up, Greg Noth! 


Greg Noth: Hey, bro, you want to talk business? Make an appointment with my secretary! 


Chinbeard: No, it's simple, Commish. All | am asking is one match between myself and that 


backstabbing LaBen. No DQ. But with a very lethal stipulation. Loser leaves town! 


Greg Noth: Are you smoking the wacky stuff? LaBen is slated to be one of our brightest stars! However, 
the match could draw astronomical numbers. Maybe we should let the fans decide--do you want to see 


Chinbeard and LaBen hook up in a Loser Leaves Town match? 


[the crowd erupts in cheers, confirming their lust for the action] 


Greg Noth: Then...it's settled. You got your match with LaBen! However, if you lose, | don't wanna see 


your ugly mug ever around these parts again! 


[the music plays and Greg and Flair exit] 


Jeff Togo: What breaking news! This "Chinbeard” guy kills LaBen's bodyguard and gets a match with 


him, and if he beats LaBen, we lose him? Absolutely insane! 


Coney Island Carl: Only at Destigeddon, | guess. Not only that, we are now equipped with three 


different titles! 


JT: And on top of that, Carl, the rumor mill is buzzing! | have it on good authority that two former giants 
of the industry are making their way to Destigeddon and could be butting heads real soon! | can't say who 
because nothing is concrete yet, but this clash of the titans could forever shake the Destigeddon foundation! 
Until then, loyal fans, keep tuning into Destigeddon Wrestling, where the action is relentless and the wrestling 


is unmatched! 


DG News Ruljletin 


09/14/2010 - Greg Noth here, your awesome commissioner. It turns out | recruited and signed far too many 
wrestlers for Destigeddon and they must be moved off the lot THIS HOLIDAY WEEKEND!! Zero percent APR!! 
Hah, just kidding. No, seriously though, we have oodles of talent and those guys are restless. So, | was 
thinking, how would the Commish solve this problem? Well, | got the television bigwigs on the horn and after a 
little pull and tug we worked out an exclusive deal for our new semi-regular show, Detonation! Matches, 
interviews, and all the exciting action you've come to expect from the worldwide leader in blog-orific wrestling 
based entertainment will all be seen on Detonation. The show should kick off sometime this month, so keep a 


look out! 


Also, let it be known that | will in no way align myself with that snake in the grass you all call Ric Flair. Is 
he a good worker? Yes. Do | trust him? Ehhh, not so much. Everybody turns to me for leadership, and | can't 
have these rumors floating around that | have my hand in the Four Horsemen cookie jar. Flair...let it be 


known...you will be treated with just as much respect and dignity | will give to all my wrestlers. Thank you. 


DG News Ruljletin 


JW: Mean Jeff here with some “out of the ring” news you won't regret reading! If you haven't been 
keeping up with Destigeddon, then you've been missing INSANE matches with Macho Man, Black Machismo, 


Ric Flair's Championship Belts, and SmockLake facing his final death into irrelevancy! 


But as always, we continually have new wrestlers and characters arriving at Destigeddon and today is 
no different. I'm here at the bus stop in lower downtown Meridian, Idaho awaiting the arrival of one of the 


1980s’ greatest monsters... 


And here it looks like the bus is arriving, the bumper scraping against the road ever so slightly. Quite 


dangerous, if you ask me. As the doors open, let us greet this new titan! 


JW: Mr. Bundy, let me be the first to welcome you to the current town hosting Destigeddon. How was 
your trip? 


King Kong Bundy: Errrrrgh.... 


JW: I see, well, it must have been lonely. No other passengers, and a slightly roughed up driver isn't 


ingredients for an exciting road trip. What are your thoughts on arriving at Destigeddon? 
Bundy: Larrgghhhh... 


JW: | heard "log". Anybody else? Ugh, well, if you don't want to talk about that, then how about your 
continuing rivalry with King Kong Brody. Although you share the same handle, you differ quite greatly in size, 
demeanor, and overall likability. Last time at SuperC/ash, Brody had foiled your attempts at the AWA belt by 


pushing you into a vat of churning butter...an insult to your weight, | presume...heh heh. 
Bundy: BRRROOOOODDDDDYYYYY!!!! 


JW: AAAHHHH! PUT ME DOWN YOU OVER-SIZED CAVEMAN! Get your mitts offa me, geez! Well, 


there you have it folks, an almost irrelevant rivalry carries over to Destigeddon, and the arrival of King Kong 


Bundy has us excited...and a little sore. Wait, who are you? What's with the trench-coat?? Take your hands 


off... 


**#ive feed terminated** 


DG News Ruljletin 


09/22/2010 


JW: Worthington here up in the rafters of Destigeddon. It's a dark and spooky place without the 
murmur of an excited crowd and the hot lights... No, it's much colder up here than I'd imagined, and the 


dripping noises are almost deafening. 


And for those of you familiar with TNA Wrestling, or any wrestling for that matter, then you won't be 
surprised by my special guest, Sting. He makes a living causing trouble from the rafters because, duh, he's 
too old and decrepit to wrestle. So, Sting, after the AARP checks come in, what do you do with the rest of your 


day? 
Sting: Mean Jeff, I'll tell you what | do!? | beat the kneecaps of guys like you with my baseball bat!! 


JW: Oooooh, real threatening. I'm sure the neighbor kids are really shaking in their tennies. But 


seriously, what are you doing up here? 


Sting: I'm the Icon, one of the greatest wrestlers that ever lived! And | want to pass on that title...l want 


to pass on that legacy to someone just as dangerous, mysterious and unpredictable as me!! 


JW: Of course, but who has the mental capacity to take on such a feat? Brixx, perhaps? Chinbeard, 


even? 


Sting: Oh, wow, those are both really good ideas... NO! | picked a much deadlier apprentice, one who 


doesn't mind using Death as a weapon. And he just happened to stop by to say "hello". 
*“crazed man cutting the wires holding up the walkway** 
JW: Dear Horace, what are you doing! If this thing falls, we're all dead!!! 


Sting: Worthington, meet King Kong Brody! He's the wildest man this side of the Mississippi and one 


hell of a rapscallion!! 


JW: Sting, tell him to stooooooppppp!!!! 


**feed cuts short** 


**“moments /ater...in the Commish's office** 


Noth: Alright, Mean Jeff, that leg splint should be sufficient until we get you some real medical 


attention. Now who was this guy? 


JW: King Kong Brody...He had crazy hair, a demented smile, and he works for Sting. 


Noth: Sting? What is he doing here? Ah, of course, just a cheap attempt to get the storylines moving, | 
assume. Well, here, I'll tell you what: If this guy wants trouble, I'll just use our newest acquisition, King Kong 


Bundy. We'll call it the Claim for the Name Match!! 


“Jeff struggles to his feet and grabs the mic** 


JW: And so there you have it, folks. Next time on Destigeddon, a match to end the name game and 
rivalry between Bundy and Brody. And let's pray that this also ends the possible terror-reign of Sting and his 


completely un-original campaign... 


KING KONG BUNDY VS. KING KONG BRODY 


COBRA: This feud has been boiling over since the late 80s folks, and tonight we finally see the epic 
match-up between two great wrestlers...both with a great name. When Bundy came on board this week at 
Destigeddon, | bet he didn't even think ONCE on his bus ride over that he'd be facing long-time rival and 
nickname copycat, Brody, at his very first Destigeddon match. And that it would have this positive of a 


reaction...listen to that crowd, Parts, they are absolutely biblical! 


RP: You're right on the money there, COBRA Commander. And I'm Rusty "Parts" Jenkins here from the 
stylin' and profilin’ city of Cahokia, Illinois. If most of you have been keeping up with the events of Destigeddon, 
you should recall that Brody has recently joined Sting in his attempt at terrorizing Destigeddon and its 
employees. Brody has even injured our own Mean Jeff Worthington by cutting down one of the rafter 


walkways. 


COBRA: That's right, Rusty. Sting has gained immense, but predictably short-lived, crowd support for 
his "chaos reigns" attitude. But as everyone knows, we have the nWo for that. And as we speak, "King Kong" 
Bundy is entering the arena with an uproar of boos and hisses. He is NOT a fan favorite at all, and never has 
been since he wrestled Hulk Hogan in 1986 at WrestleMania 2. But Destigeddon has given him an honest to 
goodness contract, and they need him to snuff out this Sting/Brody threat BEFORE it begins. Let's listen in to 


his mic session... 


RP: And there we have it. Near incomprehensible trash-talking from Deep South raised Bundy. He 
takes on Sting's new protégé, and it's very possible he'll succeed. Weighing in at 512 pounds, it seems that 


nobody living on this Earth could take him down OR pick him up! Am | right, COBRA? 


COBRA: And from the rafters, dropping an incredible 57 feet into the ring is St. Louis Wrestling Hall of 


Famer "King Kong" Brody! The crowd is going mad as the ref signals the bell and the match begins. You know, 


COBRA, both players have claimed the name "King Kong", but who actually had it first? We all know the 


alleged AWA incident, but how did the Kong tag go to both competitors? 


COBRA: Good god, a painful right then left hook by Bundy sends Brody out of the ring and into the 
crowd. To answer your question, though, | have no idea. Bundy roars at Brody while leaning on the ropes. As 


spittle showers the audience, the wrestling ropes seem a lot less taut than they previously were. 


RP: The crowd has assisted Brody in getting focused, and he's hauling ass back into the ring with 
Boom Boom Bundy waiting ominously for him. This guy doesn't look like he's gonna give in. His energy is 


incomparable to any wrestler I've seen here at Destigeddon... 


COBRA: Oh and a BOOM BOOM body slam as Brody climbs through the ropes. Brody's limp figure is 
now tangled in the sweaty barricades, but Bundy manages to grab Brody's lengthy hair and yank him free. Just 
a despicable thing to do to someone you've trained and worked with... Bundy carries the lifeless body and 
hangs him upside down on the turnbuckle. This is getting just plain ugly, Rusty. | haven't seen this much 


carnage since my attack on the Prime Minister of France in 1978. 


RP: An international war crime, if | remember correctly. As Brody lays helplessly on the turnbuckle, 
Bundy races from across the ring and DELIVERS A HUGE ATLANTIC CITY AVALANCHE!! That body splash 
surely killed the famed veteran. And just as the audience's cries of terror subside, ANOTHER AC avalanche 


from Bundy!! | have three words to describe this, COBRA: Massive. Internal. Bleeding. 


COBRA: BY THE GODS!! ANOTHER bodyslam from the 512 pound behemoth!! Geez, my ribs are 
cracking from the sight of it! You know, Parts, Brody just hasn't been the same since he was brutally stabbed 
to death in Puerto Rico by Jose Gonzalez, and | really thought this match would bring him back into the public 
eye. But it seems the poor man is truly dead, laying motionless in the ring while Bundy seems to be preparing 


for an apocalyptic elbow drop. 


RP: But wait, a flash of movement and a steady leg sweep has Bundy struggling to stay on his feet. 
Brody has bounced back, miraculously, from the previous beat-down, and seems to be dancing crazily around 


his opponent. Bundy swings his massive arm to lock his fist on Brody's jaw, but to no avail. 


COBRA: But Brody is way too fast. Another leg sweep has caused Bundy to stumble into the ropes. As 
Brody races into the opposite side of the ring, he uses his momentum to deliver a mega kick to the face. Bundy 
is momentarily stunned, giving Brody time to deliver his signature move, the suplex powerslam. BRODY HAS 


JUST VERTICALLY LIFTED A 512 POUND MAN INTO THE AIR!!! 


RP: They say the dead can come back, and if this isn't a comeback, | don't know what is COBRA. A 


King Kong Kneedrop ends Bundy's reign of terror as Brody goes in for the pin... 


Th... 


RP: AND the kick-out. It seems that wasn't enough to take down this southern giant. Brody stands 
ominously over Bundy for a few seconds, considering his next move, then bolts under the bottom rope and 
crawls under the ring. Bundy manages to heave himself back onto his feet, and follows Brody to the outside of 


the ring, but Brody is nowhere to be found. 


COBRA: If you ask me, | wouldn't get Bundy too riled up. If this were Sea World, the audience would 


need to know where the "smash-zone" is... 


RP: Bundy begins to tear apart the barricades holding out the crowd, when Brody comes from behind 
and lands a huge 2X4 on Bundy's lower back. A regular human would die instantly, if not suffer MAJOR spinal 


damage, but Bundy eerily turns and grabs Brody by the neck and shakes him like a rag doll. 


COBRA: | wish the people at home could just SEE what is going on here! A human being's body DOES 
NOT WORK LIKE THIS!!! Bundy viciously tosses his opponent back into the ring, climbs back in, and 


approaches Brody for what may be Bundy's signature 5-count... 


**crackle rumble dum dum dum** 


RP: Wait, what was that? Did you hear that? Oh no!! Did you see what | saw?? Folks, I'm scared for my 
life right now. The roof of the humble Cahokia Creek Municipal Stadium has shuttered, and debris from the 
ceiling is falling into the ring. Both Bundy and Brody are nervously looking as to why the complex seems to be 
collapsing onto itself. All wrestling has been put on hold, and the Destigeddon security has poured in for crowd 


control! 


COBRA: | cannot believe what I'm seeing right now, Parts. The roof is actually being lifted from the 
arena. Our audience is screaming at the top of their lungs, but no one dares to leave... The suspense is 


figuratively killing me. 


RP: As the roof moves to the side, we finally see what has caused this atrocity...CAN IT BE!?! 


COBRA: IT IS!! THE ORIGINAL KING KONG!!! Wearing a signature red tie with the initials "KK" 


stitched on, we see the legendary monster grab both Bundy and Brody, one in each hand! 


RP: I've only seen King Kong once in my life, and that was on-screen in the 1933 Cooper classic; in 
real life he is over 100-stories tall and has breath as hot as burning gasoline. With both wrestlers in its mighty 
possession, begging for mercy, the mighty Kong tosses the legendary combatants in the air and delivers the 


Mighty Kong Klap, crushing them like nagging flies!!! 


COBRA: I've never seen anything... ANYTHING!...like this in my life! Bundy and Brody, like tiny action 
figures, have been smashed together by the giant hands of the great ape and have plummeted back onto the 
canvas. With both wrestlers unconscious in the ring, and Kong's two strong fingers pinning their shoulders 


down, the ref warily begins the count... 


1! 


3! 


RP: He's done it! HE'S DONE IT!! King Kong has re-claimed his name and is now the only contestant to 
carry that name at Destigeddon! WHEW! | am shaking in my leisure suit, COBRA, but at the same time, I've 
never felt more alive! Kong at last re-gaining his name after so many years of misuse. Things and people 
ripping off the Kong name can finally go home. But how does this affect the growing entertainment company 


we know as Destigeddon. 


COBRA: Interesting you should ask, Parts. While we may see the repercussions of this match in the coming 
weeks, we have bigger matters to attend to. The nWo and Degeneration X still have yet to meet in the ring... 
The Macho Man and Radical Red Bartram have their Madness focused on the Destigeddon Tag Team titles... 


And more importantly, next time on Destigeddon, we'll see the premiere of DETONATION!! 


RP: A whole new feature that introduces unknown Desti-players and starts rivalries that can only be settled 
in battle. On behalf of legendary dictator COBRA Commander, Commissioner Greg Noth, and everyone here 


in Cahokia, I'm Rusty "Parts" Jenkins and we'll see you ringside next match at DESTIGEDDON! 


DG News Ruljletin 


09/28/2010 


JEFF TOGO HERE! Interesting update from the road, wrestling fans. While | was passing through the 
sunny state of Florida this weekend, | decided to visit some relatives up in Gainesville, who ended up tailgating 
and going to the football game against Kentucky. While | was pounding a Michelob Ultra one of the BON frat 
guys waived me over and said a guy he had met at a party got wind that | was going to be in town and 


delivered a voicemail for yours truly. This is what the gentleman had to say to me: 


"You know, much like the dinosaur stalked the land and ruled it mightily, | too proclaim my land in the 
name of my holy spirit, the ghost of my ancestors, and the father of our children. My ecosystem of life 
was thriving until one day this insignificant peon named Ben P brought shame upon my good doing, 
and I've yet to live it down. Then, could you have a quandary that Ben P has surfaced in this combatant 
league called Destigeddon, and | caught wind of one its pawns marching through my backyard? So 


now | must deliver this message to him: prepare for war, and expect to falter." 


This has to be one of the most strange and confusing things I've heard in a long time. But, whatever 
this means, it does sound like an old adversary is now gunning for Ben P. As always, | will keep you fans 


informed! 


Wiss suits oe 


NATION 


A VICTORIOUS PANTHER? 


Jeff Togo: Hiya, wrestling fans, we welcome you to the first ever edition of Detonation, coming to you 


from lovely Howie-in-the-Hills, Florida. Here at Detonation you will see something like nobody has even seen 
before, where the action implodes in the ring and explodes throughout the arena. This is where scores are 


settled and rivalries are conceived. We make superstars, and they make memories. 


Coney Island Carl: Y-yeah! And let me tell ya somethin’, we got LaBen in the building... TONIGHT! How 
will he react to Chinbeard basically eviscerating his bodyguard, SmokeLocke? And in our main event, we got 


the mysterious Panther Joe in singles action against The Titan of Technicality, Mr. Victory. 


JT: That should be a match for the ages, Carl. But now, let's head ringside for the opening match of the 
evening. Already in the ring is the newly signed Chet Thornberg, a former collegiate wrestler from Chicago. But 
listen up because here comes one of Greg Noth's most interesting finds...from the heart of The Outback, he 


is...Dingo Danielson. 


CIC: Dingo perplexes me. From what | have been watchin’ during trainin’, Dingo loves to brawl, but can 
also get off some high-impact aerial moves. He is a little rough around da edges being from Australia and 


whatnot, but don't sleep on da guy. 


JT: And there is the bell and Dingo immediately bullrushes Chet, who is sporting college-style orange 


wrestling tights. 


CIC: Dingo went kinda the opposite direction for da wardrobe, going with the khaki cargo pants and 


boots with the cutoff green shirt. But man, he is pummeling Chet with some deadly hammerfists now! 


JT: Chet gets a blow into the gut of the Aussie, counters and throws Dingo to the turnbuckle. He grabs 


Dingo and brings him down to the mat, trying to get him in a full nelson. 


CIC: Dis is where Chet wants to be...on the mat and in control. He is a little smaller than the foreigner 
but his mat skills will provide an advantage here. But da reversal sends Chet flying over Dingo's shoulder and 


the Aussie lets outta fierce "OYYY!" 


JT: Dingo sets him up in the middle of the ring, off the ropes and hits a beautiful cross body slam. Now 
woozy, Chet gets picked up by his left arm and BAM! Standing clothesline from Dingo! Wow, what authority. 
Look, Carl, Dingo is going up to the top rope and is waiting for Chet to get back onto his feet... Thornberg is 


struggling to get up and... 


CIC: Count it! Dingo nails the flying shoulder block from the top rope, a move he calls the Brisbane 
Bazooka. Chet looks like a well-done T-bone, y'know? Here's the pin... 
Vike Zotani kick out! 
JT: Wow, Chet barely escaped. Double D looks frustrated. But now he stands up Chet once again, 
comes off the ropes and hits a nasty shoulder block right to the gut of his opponent. That's gotta be it...the 
pin... 


Tan 2e nane 3!! 


CIC: Look at dat, Toag, Dingo Danielson is your winner! 


JT: You are right about that. The Aussie looked impressive tonight, while Chet will have to go back to 


square one. Let's hit a commercial break and be back with more Detonation! 


[Hurricane, the official malt liquor of Destigeddon] 


JT: Welcome back, you guys are just in time for some tag team action! Our first is the unusual tag duo 
of the team we are being told is called "Rhythm and Rhino" featuring The General, the angry gas station 


attendant, and The Russian Rhino, who, other than hailing from the USSR, we don't know too much about... 


CIC: These guys couldn't be more random. You think they can be in sync in da ring, Toag? And what 
da hell does The General have in his hand? He is seemingly armed with a steaming hot tray of artery-clogging 


food. What are his plans with dat? 


JT: Carl, come on, man, don't you read the liners? That's his Mountain Melt, something The General 
never leaves home without. It's like Popeye and his spinach! And here comes their opponents...! am not too 


sure about these guys...The Mac:Ratio. | mean, two forensic investigators? 


CIC: | agree with ya. | think these punks are going to get their lunch money handed to 'em. We got 
Horatio Cane, hailing from South Beach. He'd be da redheaded feller with da swim trunks, and you got his 


partner, Mac Taylor, from NYC, who looks as serious as cancer in his shirt and tie. 


JT: Yeah and now we have a good look at RnR...The Russian Rhino is wearing basic red pants with 
white boots and red wristbands. And The General is wearing black casual pants with his blue short-sleeve gas 
attendant shirt, complete with red clip-on tie. And now he is asking for the mic, as he goes outside the ring, 


getting something from underneath. What, what the hell is that? It looks like a portable gas pump!! 


The General: Hey, Mac:Ratio or whatever your name is. | heard that supposably you guys didn't fuel up 


properly before the match, so who needs a FILL-UP?! 


CIC: And, man, The General tries to bring the pump into the ring to douse Mac:Ratio in, but he is cut off 


by Horatio and da pump is thrown out of da ring. Now we got an all-out donnybrook, Toag! 


JT: The General and Horatio spill outside the ring with Rhino and Mac square off inside the ring. Rhino 
gains the upperhand, throws Mac into the ropes and hits a drop toe hold. He mounts Mac, springs off his back, 


and delivers his knee right to the small of the back! Ouch! 


CIC: The Rhino looks good! He now's gott'em in the STF, the stepover toe facelock, continuing the 
work on the back of Mac Taylor. Den ya got these two fools who have just been exchangin' blows outside, but 


Horatio gets the upper hand and overhead presses The General right into the ring steps! Dat had to hurt! 


JT: Horatio rushes into the ring and comes to the aid of Mac, delivering a massive double axe-handle to 
the head of The Rhino. Looks like things have settled down as Rhino and Mac are still the legal men, but Mac 
gets up and delivers right hand after right hand to The Rhino, dazing him. Horatio charges, distracting the ref 


while Mac hits an eyepoke, followed by a gut punch, and a low blow right to the Russian. Wow, what a combo! 


CIC: Too bad the ref didn't see it! Mac tags in Horatio, who charges the keeled over Rhino. He goes for 
the head shot but Rhino comes to and delivers swinging forearms to the side of Horatio. Dat is classic Russian 


brute wrestling, Toag. | spent some time in Ural myself, | should know. 


JT: Hmm. | think you may need a Geography lesson, there. Horatio is down, but Rhino picks him back 
up, drags him to his corner and tags in The General. He immediately starts thrashing Horatio with boxing-like 
jabs and Irish whips him into the corner. He goes for another, but Horatio reserves, whips The General back 


into the corner, and knocks the referee out in the process! 


CIC: Now we got the Rhino back in the ring, and he pummels Mac off da apron and turns his attention 


immediately to Horatio. The General sneaks away and...grabs the Mountain Melt! Look out! 


JT: With the ref still down The General brings the tray into the ring, squares up the distracted Horatio, 
swings, and....OH NO! Horatio ducked and The General obliterated Rhino with the scolding hot dish! The 


Russian Rhino grabs his face and rolls out of the ring in immense pain! 


CIC: Mac is back in the ring and catches The General right in the head with a spinning heel kick, then 
nails him with the leg drop! Mac is ordering Horatio to da top, and oh man, I've seen this before...dey call this 


move The Autopsy! Looks like the ref is finally coming to... 


JT: Mac hoists The General up on his shoulders and back body drops him into the center of the ring, 
just as Horatio hits a 450 front-flip slam off the top rope on the prone body of The General. HOLY HELL, what 


a move! The timing and everything! Horatio goes for the pin... 


Witte Zas 3!! 


JT: There you have it, folks. The undersized scientists win their first ever match at Destigeddon! Jeez, 


that Autopsy was devastating! Looks like Mac Taylor is calling for the microphone... 


Mac Taylor: Lookie, here, Commissioner Noth! Look what we just did to these fools and remember that! 
Remember The Mac:Ratio, because we want to remember becoming the first ever Destigeddon Tag Team 


Champions! C'mon Horatio, we gotta take care of some business! 


CIC: I will have to agree with Da Mac:Ratio somewhat. They looked impressive and they definitely look 


poised to earn a shot at 'dose Tag Team belts. But hey, we will be right back with LaBen! 


[The General auto insurance, use it or die in a flaming car crash] 


JT: We are back fans, and Coney Island Carl is in the ring with LaBen, who should have plenty to say. 


LaBen: Cut the music, you idiot! | don't know what kind of New York City greaseball you are, but gimme 


that mic! 


[LaBen violently rips the mic out of Carl's hands] 


LaBen: | came to Destigeddon for one thing...and that was to show everyone that | am the top wrestler 
in not just the state, no. Not just the country, but the whole, DAMN world!! Now, | don't know where Chinbeard 
comes off embarrassing me by murdering my friend SmokeLocke, but the dude just signed his own death 


warrant! 


CIC: Now is it true what Chinbeard said about youse guys being a tag team in another company? 


LaBen: Unfortunately, Carl, it is. It is also true that | carried his sorry ass for years until | could no longer 
take it! Could you fans even IMAGINE what myself, the most extravagant entertainer on Earth, would look like 
with a sputtering loser like Chinbeard? Yeah, | know...embarrassing. But when we meet in our Loser Leaves 
Town match, and | beat the hissing tar out of the chump, you fans will never, EVER, have to lay eyes on that 


failure ever again! You all heard it first, LaBen-style, baby! 


[the crowd rains in boos] 


CIC: You plan on getting a new bodyguard seeing as how Chinbeard murdered your first one? 


LaBen: Actually, no, because | realized my own ferocity and now, | am my own bodyguard! Oh, and just 
for the record, | am issuing an open challenge to anyone in the company to a match next time at Detonation. 


Beware, though, this will be a warm-up for what | have in store for that Chin-dick. 


JT: Can you believe it, Carl? Next Detonation, LaBen promises to make an example of some poor sap 


who challenges him! Regardless, his confidence is right where it needs to be... 


[Carl rushes back to the booth, a little out of breath] 


CIC: Yeah, being up close to da guy, you could actually shave da intensity right off his face. Crazy stuff! 


But now is our main event, and first out is Mr. Victory! 


JT: Mr. Victory is one of those guys that management lured over from one of the bigger companies and 
paid him top dollar. He has held handfuls of titles in his past and almost every aspect of his in-ring arsenal is in 
tune--he truly is a jack of all trades. Mr. Victory is sporting his trademark gold trunks with the light trim, and gold 


boots. 


CIC: Yeah, | mean, if Panther Joe isn't ready, dis match could be over in a hurry! Speaking of da 


Panther, the lights are a dimmin' and here comes the mystery man himself! 


JT: We do not know much about Panther Joe but that continues to add to his personality--hell, 
management fell in love with this guy and offered both him and his opponent tonight very lucrative contracts. 
Panther comes out sporting black pants with the black and purple striped top and black and purple face-paint 


to match. 


CIC: He kinda looks like The Crow in his early college days at Northwestern, Toag. Very bizarre look. 


And there's da bell and we're off! 


JT: Panther and Victory immediately tie-up in the middle, but Panther powers over Victory and slams 
him down, but immediately rolls out of the ring. Panther looks almost indifferent to wrestling tonight. Victory 


summons him back in the ring and instantly lands a boot to the head as Panther was getting back in the ring! 


CIC: Victory positions his opponent away from da ropes and puts him in an arm bar but Panther flips 
out of it, runs off the ropes and clotheslines Victory! He comes off the ropes again with a drop down 


uppercut...locks Victory's head under and gives him a devastating DDT! 


JT: But look, Panther rolls out of the ring, this time to grab a chair. He gets back in as the ref tries to 
stop him, but he charges the prone Mr. Victory and slams the chair across his back! The ref calls for the bell 


and Panther Joe is DQed! 


CIC: What is dis kook doing? Da match just started and he cost himself a golden opportunity at a win 


over da seasoned veteran! Panther rolls back out of the ring and grabs the mic from the ring announcer... 


Panther Joe: | think | will wrestle...when | wanna wrestle. Someone go and tell the bigwigs 


backstage...that WE are the working parts. Thank you! 


JT: What the hell does that mean? And what's the meaning of his actions? Its stunts like these that can 


really ground you in this sport. 


CIC: Yeah, Toag, deez fans are irate! They came here and paid good bread to see a classic main 


event, and dis punk trashes the match! 


JT: Yeah, well, we'll see what Commissioner Noth has to say about this nonsense. But fans, be sure to 
tune in next week for another episode of Detonation! The nWo should have all hands on deck, and we shall 


see if they have any words for their enemies, including DX and the Horsemen. 


CIC: Not only dat, though, maybe we will learn more about dat fella you met who is gunnin' for Ben P. 


The rookie needs to focus his attention on the battle against the nWo, not on confusing voicemails. 


JT: Right you are, Carl. Knowing how the nWo works, though, this is all probably a setup for Ben P 
Geesh, we are still in our infancy here at Destigeddon and | am already tired of the nWo's evil and 
manipulative ways. Still, it should be a marvelous show, but right now we are out of time! For Coney Island 


Carl, I'm Jeff Togo...goodnight everybody! 


DG News Ruljletin 


10/5/2010: Good afternoon, wrestling fans, Jeff Togo here from the DG news desk. In case you missed the 


premiere of Detonation on Friday, here are the cliff notes: 
Dingo Danielson def. Chet Thornberg 
The Mac:Ratio def. Rhythm and Rhino 
LaBen issues open challenge at next Detonation 
Mr. Victory def. Panther Joe via DQ 


Along with the constant action of Detonation we will continue to bring you the earth-shattering Feature 
Matches, like the ones you've already seen, such as the Claim for the Name and the Monster Match. 


Tentatively scheduled Feature Matches will include: 
--LaBen vs. ChinBeard, Loser Leaves Town match 
--10-man North American Champion Battle Royal 
--DX vs nWo, the 5-on-5 Showdown 


But now, joining me is the always colorful DX associate, Ben P, who has been the subject of threatening 


messages as of late... 


Ben P: That's right, Jeff, and you heard first hand that some bozo out there has marked me for 
beatdown. Well, alls | can say is that THIS, all this wrestling and fighting, all of the stuff you see here is what | 
do. And I plan on doing it damn well. So whoever has a beef with me, come on down. Because me and my 


boys are always ready for a fight. And if the nWo is beh... 


JT: Hold on, hold on guys in the back, we are being interrupted by a raucous of commotion over here. 


Two gentleman are coming toward the desk... 


Ben P: Hey, beat it clowns! Tryin’ to do an interview over here... 


Man #1: Gimme that mic! We just want to put the tag team division here at Destination, wait, what is it? 
Desta....Destigeddon?! Okay. We just wanna put all the tag teams here at, say it with me, Desss-tuhh-gedd-on 


on notice. 


Man #2: That's right Walter. Me and my partner here were found by the boss man back East, and get 
ready, because skulls are gonna get dug and souls are gonna get munched! That's Walter Chen, and I'm 


Laotian Jeff...we are...... SAKE BOMB! 


[Sake Bomb leaves, hand the microphone back to Togo] 


JT: Well, dammit, that's all the time we have here from the desk. I've gotta catch my Pilates class. Any 


last words, Ben P? 


Ben P: Yeah. | think I do, yeah. If anyone is gunning for the stellar Ben P, remember--don't bring a 


spear to a gunfight!! 


JT: There you have it, tough talk from the Media Consumer! Now let’s throw it over to my congenital 


counterpart, “MEAN” Jeff Worthington! 


Mean Jeff Worthington: Howdy, folks; we're coming live from the backstage of Destigeddon. l'm 
currently outside Commissioner Noth's office, and he's meeting with a dark, ominous character. Let's look in to 


see who he's dealing with now... 


Greg Noth: Listen, Mordack, let me personally apologize again for the trouble we've put you through. 
What started out as a simple Flair/Trehern singles match has turned into a front page phenomenon. Ric had 


no right throwing your name around... 


The Wizard Mordack: **/n his smugly debutante but smoky voice** When | heard my good name was 
on the line, | proceeded to arrive here, but found no welcoming committee. No one had even heard of the 


great, dark wizard MORDACK!! These petulant ants seem to think they can trick me! I've never even heard of 


this "solar sentinel" or this organization, for that matter! And then | make that week-long trip from my island 


for...for...this? 


Noth: Again, | apologize for that. But while you're dissing my company, remind me again how you were 


defeated and killed by a...rainstorm, was it? 


Mordack: That's acommon misconception. | had turned into a burning ring of fire to dispose of the 


illustrious King Graham of Daventry, but he managed to outwit me by transfiguring himself into a rainclou... 


Noth: Aaaand, I'm bored. Let's just settle on the fact that you are currently alive and well. With that 
established, let me be the first to officially offer a contract to you here at DG. And to sweeten the pot, full bus 


service to and from your island. 


Mordack: Bus service? You do know it's an island, right? 


Noth: Fine. Hover-bus service then. 


Mordack: ** scratches goatee** That’s more like it. But what is the catch, if | may ask? 


Noth: **/ooks around suspiciousl/** A lot of people around here think I'm corrupt. And | mean a lot. 
They think I'm in cahoots with the Horsemen, they think | fix matches...they even think | have a website feed in 


the women's locker room. 


None of that is true, mind you, but that still doesn't protect me from angry audience members and even angrier 


employees. So! want you to create my security detail, to protect me... THE COMMISH! 


We got a deal? ** attempts handshake** 


Mordack: **s/owly touches Noth's hand with his magic wand* As long as | am happy, you will be 


protected...my liege. **swoops cape and disappears** 


Noth: **s/gh** F*ckin' hell... 


Wiss suits eet 


NATION 


TREHERN STANDS ALONE 


Rusty "Parts" Jenkins: Welcome, ladies and gentlemen to Culver City, California and another fiery 


installment of Destigeddon's new flagship presentation, DETONATION. Last week, we saw new faces, new 


rivalries, and explosive action. And this week is no different, am I right, COBRA? 


COBRA: You absolutely are, Parts. | can barely hear you over the crowd's intense cheering, which 
means they are raring to go for another episode of DETONATION. Our first match pits the big men from the 
nWo and Degeneration X against each other. As we saw on The Solar Sentinel, Nash has been bumpin’ 
around with Triple H's girl, Chyna. | am intrigued on who is going to win in this "brawn versus brawn" opening 


match-up. 


RP: And we see Triple H entered the ring, accompanied by none other than DX: HBK, Billy Gunn, Road 
Dogg and Ben P Boy, these guys have been making impressions here at Destigeddon. The people love 'em, 
they just ooze personality, and they're the only things keeping the nWo in check. As Triple H enters the ring at 


6'4", he is clearly the dominant competitor in this match-up. 


COBRA: And here comes Nash with his nWo brethren. Regardless of how they feel about Nash's affair 
with...egh...Chyna, it still seems they will support him no matter what. Hogan, Hall, Trehern, and the Giant all 


mockingly patronize the members of DX before taking their places on the outer ring. 


RP: And the bell! Nash quickly goes for the clothesline, but Triple H counters and has Nash's arm 


behind his back. With a push, he sends Nash into the ropes and powers up for a mighty right hook. 


COBRA: Nash ducks and barely misses the deadly punch, gains momentum on the ropes once more 


and lands a detrimental drop kick to Triple H's midsection. Golly, it seems Helmsley is way too tall for Nash to 


reach his head. Triple H struggles to his feet, and Nash converses back and forth with Hollywood Hogan. 


Seems Hogan is pulling the strings here... 


RP: A slam to the back of the neck brings the distracted Nash to his knees, and Triple H moves in for 
the sleeper hold. It seems the members of the nWo are attempting to hold back an angry and violent Trehern. 
Obviously, the former Solar Sentinel editor is itching to beat DX any way he can. Meanwhile, DX laughs at 


Nash's misfortune. Seems even the good guys can be sore winners at times... 


COBRA: And Trehern is lose! He runs directly at Ben P! By the gods, a huge riot has broken out 
outside the ring between the members of DX and the nWo, but let's get back to the action in the ring. Nash is 


drifting off, and the ref is testing his resolve. One raise of the arm... A second raise of the arm... A third? 


RP: NO! Nash elbows Triple H in the diaphragm, and with the loosened grip slides away from the 
sleeper hold. Helmsley attempts to bear-hug Nash, but Nash quickly gets him in the position for a powerbomb 
and YES! Nash delivers a massive Jackknife Powerbomb!!! Nash is definitely getting fined for that one; the 
Jack-Knife Powerbomb has been against regulations since the days of the WCW. Triple H lays there like a 


salted slug, and Nash moves in for the pin... 


BUT THERE'S NO REF!!! 


COBRA: Security has run in to break up the riot outside the ring, and the ref must have got caught up in 
the mix. He's now laying unconscious on the outside mats. So what happens in the ring?? Who wins the 


Nash/Triple H showdown? 


RP: Wait, listen up, the Commish has entered the arena! He's grabbing the mic... 


Greg Noth: DX!! nWo!! Until you get your acts together, | cannot allow this match to continue. I'm 
disqualifying both parties! Triple H? Kevin Nash? Great match, but your teams are the ones that blew it for you. 


Looks like your...egh..."Chyna feud" is STILL ON. 


As for you, Trehern, | don't want to see any interference from the nWo during your main event tonight 


against the wizard, Mordack. Better yet, the rest of the nWo is BANNED FROM RINGSIDE!! 


RP: Oh, and Trehern is not happy about that at all. Disallowing his teammates to support him could 
easily affect whether he will win or lose against this Mordack guy tonight on DETONATION. Oh, wait, that 


action will have to wait, we need to go to commercial... 


[-- Visit our friends at Cougarlife.com...Date a cougar... TODAY! --] 


RP: And we're back, ladies and gentlemen, to an already riveting episode of Destigeddon's 
DETONATION. Now if you remember from last week, the mysterious and over-hyped LABen came out and 
challenged the entire Destigeddon world to a match on TONIGHT'S episode. Who will step up to the 


challenge? Will it be you, COBRA? 


COBRA: | don't have my spandex on tonight, so no. But LABen is entering the arena now to flex his 
muscles and really show the folks at home what the greatest wrestler in the world looks like. LABen is grabbing 


the mike, shoving around security, and damning his own entrance music... 


LABen: Shut up! Shut that crap off! Listen up, peons, you may remember that | challenged this decrepit 
company's employees to an open-ended challenge. I'm here NOW to cash in on that challenge. So, 


Destigeddon, who do you have for me? Huh?? HUH!!?? 


COBRA: LABen is my kinda guy, Parts. He knows what he wants, he wants to be the greatest of all 
time. But the difference between him and any other wrestler is that he's a complete tool. He doesn't care who 
he steps over to get to the top, and he doesn't form friendships or alliances. And, coming from a political 


terrorist background, like myself, | have to respect him for that. 


RP: Despite his douche-ery, LABen is a renowned champion, and he...WAIT!! What's that being 


released from the rafters?? They look like...coupons?? 


COBRA: Coupons?! And they're everywhere! 25% off here, 75% off there...even a "Buy One, Get One 


For The Same Price" coupons. I've never seen anything like this... 


RP: As LABen tries to comprehend the falling coupon-storm, he's grabbed by someone from the 
audience! He's in a headlock from a strange-looking young man with spectacles. He seems to be wearing 
multiple collared-shirts, each one with the collar popped! Our attacker has an MP3 player wrapped around his 


neck and multiple coupons packing his pockets... 


COBRA: LABen, stunned from the attack, recovers and drags the attacker from the audience and 
attempts to lay a powerful fist to the gut. But it's immediately blocked and OH! the coupon-attacker delivers a 
mighty elbow to LABen's forehead. And then another! And another! | hate to contradict myself, Parts, but 


LABen has been completely taken by surprise here! He can't even see straight. 


RP: Right you are there! The attacker drags LABen's body to the ring and throws him under the ropes 
and onto the mat. The attacker removes his spectacles and climbs to the top turnbuckle. He grabs the rope to 
steady his balance and then focuses on the unconscious LABen. He stands tall, pops his collars and looks to 
the audience... THEN DELIVERS A BACKWARD BODY SPLASHI!!!! Unbelievable! As he goes in for the pin, 


the ref anxiously delivers the count. 


THREE! 


COBRA: LABen is defeated in his own challenge match!! By a newcomer no less! This is a real blow to 
the ego of the Los Angeles native and his proposed "champ" status. Coupon-boy grabs the mic, and we finally 


get some answers. 


Mysterious Attacker: **catches his breath** If you want the best deals in the country, you come on 
down to the Apple Store on 4th and Madison here in Culver City. If you mention my name, you get an extra 


20% off any new iPad. My name? Caleb Trane, proud Apple Store employee and the champion over LABen... 


“bends down to LABen’'s ear** 


Trane: ChinBeard says, "Hello"... 


RP: Geez and rice, CHINBEARD! Trane is a flunky for ChinBeard?? 


COBRA: | don't know, Parts, | think Trane is a formidable wrestler that just happens to play into the 
never-ending feud between LABen and ChinBeard. The Disembodied One recently murdered SmokeLocke, 
LABen's protector... Since SmokeLocke was not seen as a human being, animal, or property in the eyes of the 
law, ChinBeard has not been charged for the heinous act. For now, we can only wait and see what happens 
between ChinBeard and LABen...and when LABen comes to, we'll see how he responds to being beaten by a 


Desti-rookie at his own challenge. We'll be right back!! 


[-- Death Wish 4! This Saturday on the WB Movie Showcase, hosted by Amadeus --] 


Jeff Worthington: And we're here in the locker room, interviewing a totally new tag team here at DG: 


Sake Bomb. Now fellas, tell us about how you'll go about beating Below Me? 


Laotian Jeff: Below Me has one thing going for them: they're our practice match. We do NOT intend on 
losing this showdown, because this is simply a stepping stone to bigger and better things, my man. Of course, 


I'm talking about those golden Tag Team Belts! 


JW: And what's your prediction for the fight, Walter Chen? 


*“Chen glares at Worthington** 


Chen: PAIN. 


Rusty "Parts" Jenkins: An amazing match has been made between two budding teams here tonight. 
Below Me, coming straight from the independent circuits in Orlando, Florida, and Sake Bomb, from the Muay 


Tai training dojos of Thailand. Deadly East meets Arrogant West in this clash of rookies at DETONATION! 


COBRA: And the bell has been struck! Laotian Jeff and Trey Webber stand in the outer ring; Chen 
stands silently as Noah Brixx circles him. You can see the nervousness in Brixx's unshaved mug, Parts, but 


Chen is as calm as a stone statue. Straight as an arrow, Chen lifts his hand and beckons Noah towards him... 


RP: A high kick by Brixx is blocked instantly by Chen's forearm. Another attempted left hook is blocked 
swiftly again by Chen! The Man from Middle Asia has barely moved this entire match! And Brixx is awe-struck 


by the calm and deadly stare of Chen as his best moves so far have been negated by Chen's strong arm. 


COBRA: Conserving energy is a huge technique for these Eastern Assassins. Brixx tries to grab Chen 
for a Star Gazer, but Chen instantly hammers two fingers into Brixx's neck. I've heard that's Chen's debilitating 
Death Fangs technique! The man is now paralyzed!! Chen tags in Laotian Jeff, and Jeff quickly makes his way 
into the ring! Webber calls for Brixx to tag him in, but his partner, staring blankly, is currently stunned in place! 


Amazing move, Parts. 


RP: Jeff takes Brixx's neck under his shoulder and delivers a brutal neckbreaker! And as Brixx lays 
helpless, Laotian Jeff stands over his opponent and delivers a mighty body splash, the Pummeling Panda, 


pinning Brixx to the mat. The ref comes in... 


THREE!! 


COBRA: And they've done exactly what they said they'd do! Sake Bomb has defeated Below Me! Parts, 


your thoughts? 


RP: A strong variable in the ever growing tag team division, Sake Bomb has the tag team belts on their 
minds, and | wouldn't be surprised if they get 'em. Definitely one of the more challenging teams to ever hit 


wrestling... 


COBRA: But as Sake Bomb exits the ring, and Brixx is spatula'd off the mat, we see Trehern enter the 
ring, sans the other members of the nWo; Noth denied them from ringside earlier this evening. Looks like our 
main event between Trehern and the wizard Mordack is about to begin. As Trehern grabs the mic, let's listen 


in... 


Trehern: Get out here, Mordack!! | want to embarrass you quickly so | can make my way to the after 
party with some Destigeddon Gal applicants. | didn't mention you over at the Sentinel for the same reason I'm 


going to beat your ass tonight: You're an untalented dung heap! SHOW YOUR FACE, MORDACK!! 


COBRA: Apparently the wizard Mordack called out Trehern for not mentioning him in his King's Quest 
Omnibus, appearing on The Solar Sentinel a couple weeks back. Since then, Trehern has sold his editor rights 
to the nWo, so any beef with how the Sentinel blog is operated goes through them. An unfortunate end to such 


a great inter-dimensional newspaper... 


RP: But with the nWo banned from ringside by Noth earlier tonight, we may see Mordack with an unfair 


advantage over Trehern... 


**"Also sprach Zarathustra" hits the speakers** 


RP: What in the world?! | know for a fact that is NOT the music of the great wizard Mordack. That is the 


dreaded tones of..."Nature Boy" Ric Flair!!! 


COBRA: We see Flair enter the ring with his two Horsemen, Arn and Ole Anderson, and one of their 


latest female victims. Tied to a chair is...wait, who is that? Oh. Dear. Fate. 


RP: Ric Flair has kidnapped actress Emma Watson?? | don't get it... 


COBRA: This just in...Last year, Trehern had an Adventure of Romantic Intrigue with Watson, and after 
disappearing under undisclosed circumstances, Trehern never managed to find her. Flair and his Horsemen 
were behind it? Are you serious?? Are we implementing something THIS obscure? Good gravy!! Wait, the 


Nature Boy speaks! 


Flair: Cut the music! I'll beat the sh*t out of you if you shove that camera in my face one more time! 
Listen up, Trehern!! WOOOOO!!! | knew I'd mess you up by faking a Mordack/Trehern card, and now | have 


you RIGHT where I want you! WOO! WOO! WOOOOO!! 


Trehern: Flair, you've been stalking me for weeks; and every meeting we have | pound your face into 


the ground. If you want a match with me, you got it!! But I... 
RP: It looks like Trehern is just now realizing who the Horsemen have kidnapped! 
Trehern: EMMA!!?? How did they...? Where did you...?? DAMN IT!!! Flair, get down here and fight me! 
Flair: You're gonna wish you'd never been born!! Lower the cage! 


COBRA: "Lower the cage"? This is a no-rules, no DQ, cage match? | can't believe it...oh, hello, we'll be 


right back after these messages... 
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RP: We're back folks, and the cage match between Flair and Trehern has just started up. Locked 


together for a few seconds, then shoving each other away, Trehern and Flair are eye-to-eye with nothing but 
contempt for the other. Now as exciting as this is, I'm still fairly confused... COBRA, since you're so well- 


equipped, can you explain Trehern and Flair's erratic behavior? 


COBRA: OH! A knife-edged chop to Trehern's chest, followed by another, and then a slew of punches 


to the face; Trehern is on his knees. Well, Parts, since joining the nWo, Trehern has become an unstable 


pressure center of anger and arrogance. Anybody who challenges him won't go home without a fight...hence 
the trick Flair played on Trehern. Trehern got wind that Mordack wanted to show him what for, and Trehern 


immediately accepted. Had he been wary, he might not be in the position he's in now... 


RP: But that doesn't stop him from pulling out all the shots. Trehern now has subdued Flair into the 
corner and delivered a mighty drop kick to the Nature Boy's face! With Flair writhing on the ground, Trehern 
takes the opportunity to climb the corner of the cage! He's not going to do it, is he, folks? He's going to try it?? 


The TREHERNICIDE!! (*A double-flip senton bomb, usually attempted at high altitudes.) 


COBRA: But Trehern is instantly hit with a folding chair from the audience!! Trehern recovers quickly, 
but his balance is shot! Falling awkwardly to the outside of the ring, Trehern lands with a bone-crunching 
THUD! The crowd is screaming in terror, especially the female members. Trehern has yet to move, while Flair 


has recovered and looks out proudly over the destruction, his "Wooo"s echoing in the Culver City auditorium. 


RP: Wait, someone is stepping out from under the ring and has grabbed Trehern. It's Tearin' Jarod 
Blanding! What a relief! Someone who will help Trehern when the nWo cannot. Blanding helps his friend to his 
feet..AND THEN POWERBOMBS HIM INTO THE METAL RING STEPS!!! WHAT THE HELL IS GOING 


ON!!!!???? 


COBRA: Blanding has been a longtime friend and colleague of the former Sentinel editor! What could 
have possessed him to perform such a heinous act?? Blanding grabs the mic as we still recover from this 


revelation of Tearin' Jarod... 


Blanding: SCREW YOU, TREHERN! I'm replacing my great-second-uncle's place on the Four 
Horsemen, Tully Blanchard! He's the adoptive step-father of my Uncle Festwick, and he was the one who 
taught me to wrestle so many years ago. Now, Trehern has killed him...and declared war on the Four 


Horsemen AND the Blanding clan... Tully Blanchard will not have died in vain!! 


RP: While Blanding was talking, the Anderson brothers have carried off Emma into the locker rooms... 


Flair has set up a folding table against the ring, and has violently carried Trehern's crippled body through it. 


Just so much destruction here at DETONATION tonight, folks. What will the fallout be? Has Flair finally gotten 
his revenge? Will Emma Watson be safe with the Horsemen? And what are Tearin' Jarod's plans for his stint at 


Destigeddon? 


COBRA: And don't forget the question, "is Trehern even still alive?" All this and more in the coming 
weeks at Destigeddon. As the Culver City Convention Center fills with "boos" and "trash throwing," we bid you 


goodnight! 


DG News BulijJetin 


10.14.2010: COBRA: Greetings, Desti-faithfuls! Before | turn it over to our man in the pits, Jeff Worthington, 


let's see how Detonation II turned out for those of you who don't remember... 
Kevin Nash and Triple H, Double DQ 
Caleb Trane def. LABen 
Sake Bomb def. BELOW Me 
Ric Flair def. Trehern in Surprise Steel Cage Match 
COBRA: And now, to you, Jeff! 


Mean Jeff Worthington: Thanks, COBRA! Currently, we see Ben P taping up his wrists for a workout 
session with his comrades in the controversial group Degeneration X...little does he know that a long-forgotten 
villain is laying in wait to pounce. Ben P has been getting strange messages from this long-lost enemy; let's 


check in with him... 
Mysterious Voice: Hey yo, bro? Can you help me with something? 


Ben P: Is that you, Trehern? | told you, no contact until the big match. If you thinkin’ of knocking me out, 


you've got a huge fight ahead of you! 
BOOM!! 


Worthington: Oh my god, it seems the dark figure has stepped into the light and knocked the brawler 
Ben P to the ground with a baseball bat!! He seems to be leaving a note... A college SCANTRON exam with a 


message in deep red ink... 


IF YOU REMEMBER MFE...TRACEY AND I WILL SEF YOU AT DESTIGENDNON... 


BEN P VS HOFFSTER W/ TRACEY 


*“Ben P's Entrance Music hits, Hollywood Nights by the Silver Bullet Band** 


RP: Ladies and gentlemen, boys and girls, bloggers and readers: welcome to another nail-biting singles 
match taking place at the one and only DESTIGEDDOW! I'm Rusty "Parts" Jenkins and for color commentary 


we have the American-Dream Killer himself, COBRA Commander. 


COBRA: Thanks Rusty. Are you as shocked as | am about the locker room events we saw earlier this 
week? It seems there is some bad blood between these two contestants, and we're going to see some real 
sparks fly tonight. And can you believe it, Ben P knocked unconscious by the mysterious figure who has just 


entered the ring. He seems to be accompanied with a stunning blond beauty. 


RP: More and more questions with little answers. Let's go to the ring to see what this new wrestler has 


in store for us... 


Mysterious Wrestler: BEN P! You better get out here before | get so pissed | FAIL YOU!!! That's right, 


you guessed it, I'm the TA from Hell: HOFFSTER!! 


COBRA: Unbelievable! Long presumed irrelevant, the return of one of Ben P's most hated rivals has 
shaken the walls of Destigeddon. And as if a bat to the face wasn't enough, escort Tracey holds the long- 


awaited plate of cookies, ever taunting the Main Media Consumer. 
Hoffster: Your move, bro. Come and face me or fail Age of Dinosaurs... 
*“over microphone** Ben P: | PASSED THAT CLASS, ASSHOLE!! 


COBRA: Out of nowhere, Ben P stands out above the crowd he was just using for cover. With a 


bandage covering his bloody wound, Ben P doesn't look like he's at all ready for a singles match. 


RP: But he's heading toward the ring nonetheless...climbing quickly in, he begins to pelt Hoffster with 
bone-crunching fists. Tracey seems too scared to stay present and stumbles to the outer ring. We have a bell 


and the match has begun! 


COBRA: Ben P has Hoffster on the defensive now in the corner ring, smashing his porcelain face into 


the turnbuckle. Is it just me, or are flecks of blood exiting the TA's nose? 


RP: Blood is no stranger to Destigeddon, and tonight is no exception. Oh no, Hoffster has blocked one 
of the seven massive chest slaps and reverses with an arm twist. He's such a bully, COBRA, and I'm pretty 


sure he was a total douche in high school. 


COBRA: | can guarantee you that, Parts, and as our hero is taking this abuse, Tracey shoves a fistful of 
cookies into poor Ben P's face! This is getting uglier by the second!! Now Hoffster is whispering something to 
Tracey, she nods, and restrains Ben P's arms to the ropes. Now Ben P is helpless to any attack Hoffster may 


bring... 


RP: Could this get any worse? | haven't seen destruction this bad since the city of Cleveland attempted 
to burn down a Billy Joel concert. Those people really do hate crappy music. And as | speak, Hoffster heads 


under the ring and pulls out a metal folding chair. | can only imagine what he's planning to use it for... 


COBRA: If you're thinking he's going to sit down, you're probably mistaken. Tracey is still restraining the 
legendary Ben P, and as Ben P regains consciousness and eyes Hoffster, he is immediately met with a hard 
chair to the face! Parts, these cookies are delicious! l'm actually jealous of Hoffster for what | assume is a 
delicious relationship with his escort, Tracey. Another slam to the face of Ben P.I can't fathom the reasoning 
behind Hoffster's sudden outrage toward his previous students...he's also been cited kicking in the windshield 


of Panther Joe's car and tagging the brothel "Tearin' Jarod" Blanding often frequents. It's been sure bedlam! 


RP: Well, this ends tonight with the defeat of Ben P Hoffster has claimed dominance over the heads of 
Destigeddon. It's only a matter of time before he infiltrates DX and the nWo...BUT WAIT!! Ben P dodges the 
latest chair slam and Hoffster inadvertently nails Tracey in her award-winning mug. Oh, this is a great night to 


be a wrestling announcer! 


COBRA: Ben P struggles to his feet and wallops Hoffster with a double-fisted swing, followed by an 


unbelievable reverse choke-hold slam!! All of a sudden, the familiar theme song of Degeneration-X rings out 


through the arena here in Islip, Long Island. The Heartbreak Kid Shawn Michaels and Triple H, toting 
sledgehammers, stomp their way to the ring, grinning widely; they’re obviously proud of their young protégé, 


and you don't have to ring twice to ask for this dynamic duo's assistance. 


RP: Entering the ring, a complete gang bang of fists and sledgehammer swings rain on Hoffster, and 


only after DX has had a good workout do they decide to let up. Ben P on the microphone... 


Ben P: ** slams hammer to Hoffster’s brair** \'d like to thank my main compadres, Triple H and Shawn 
Michaels, for coming to my rescue. This is the kind of Jurassic force that will take on and take down those 
phony-ass nancies in the nWo. Even with a bandaged brain, | still bring my A-game and just annihilate the 


competition. As for you Hoffster, all | have to say to you is...c/ass dismissed. 


RP: With a drop of the mic, Ben P exits the ring. To embarrass Hoffster even further, he has thrown the 
still blacked-out Tracey over his shoulders and is heading in the direction of the locker room. HBK is grabbing 


the mike, with something to say... 


Michaels: You know what, Ben P? You're the MAN! You're the best thing to happen to DX. Road Dogg, 


Billy Gunn, H and | are totally psyched with your showmanship, your athleticism and your... 


Mysterious Interruption: Hold the f*ckin flip phone there, HBK. Your mouth’s about as loose as 


Helmsley’s butthole when he walks into a GNC!! 


Triple H: DAMN IT, TREHERN, I'll twist your neck into a pretzel! 


COBRA: Oh unbelievable! Trehern, matching Ben P's number of bandaged wounds tenfold, has 
appeared with members of the nWo. If you remember from last week's DETONATION, Trehern was beaten 


within an inch of his life by Ric Flair and the new Horseman, Tearin' Jarod Blanding... 


Trehern: Keep the roid rage to a minimum, King of Kings. I'm only here to get a word in edge-wise. DX 
came to save your ass today, Ben P; even with that last ditch effort you had going towards the end, me and the 


nWo won't be as pussy-whipped as your bro Hoffster is. 


Hollywood Hogan: Trehern is eating, sleeping, and bleeding your destruction, Degeneration X; when 


the nWo boys come to town, there won't be much left to recognize! 


Hall: Hey yo, and you babies will go crying home to your mommas...but our beatin’ will make you 


unrecognizable. 
Trehern: UN. REK. COG. NIZE. ABLE! 
Hollywood Hogan: YOU! Dude. 


Ben P: | cannot WAIT until our match-up at Destigeddon, so | can finally wipe those ugly smug looks 
from ALL your faces...especially you Trehern. Two Pun Wars, son! TWO! And now the Sentinel is lying in the 
gutter with the nWo tripe you run with. DX is about hard work and honor, but the nWo is nothing but chaos and 


destruction. The good guys versus the bad. And good always prevails! 


Trehern: You're boring me to tears, Benny! At the nWo/DX match, | guarantee a swift defeat of you and 


your scrawny crew... 
Ben P: Oh yeah?? 
Trehern: Yeah! 
Ben P: Yeah? 
Trehern: ** shakes wildly with angeř* YEAH! 


RP: It looks like the two faces of Destigeddon have faced off in a battle of verbal wits. We've seen the 
talent in Ben P tonight, but will it be enough against the long-winded but strong-heart of Trehern? Find out 


soon at Destigeddon! For COBRA Commander and everyone here in Islip, GOOD NIGHT! 
PROMO: THIS WEEK ON THE SOLAR SENCAST: 


Hollywood Hulk Hogan: Listen up, putrid dweebs! It's Hogan, and we're here with the recovering 


Trehern. If you lame-brains even have the mental capabilities to remember what happened to our boy, 


Trehern, at Detonation II, then you'll recall that his TREHERNICIDE went terribly wrong... And not only that, but 
then he was beaten and thrown threw a folding table by that hellion Flair and his Horsemen. Tearin' Jared 


betrayed his former Sentinel-editor, and now all bets are off, brother! 


Trehern: **raises hospital bed to an upright position** Thanks, Hulk. Uggghhh... Man, Flair really got me 
with that "Mordack switch-a-roo". But a broken leg, shattered ribcage, major contusions and a hair-line fracture 


in my pinky bone isn't going to put ME out of Destigeddon! So here's what's going down, brother! 


Hall: Hey, yo, you tell 'em, pipsqueak! 


Trehern: Noth, if you've got one decent bone in that corruption-ridden body of yours, | suggest you give 
Flair and | ONE FINAL MATCH...And | mean this settles E-V-E-R-Y-thing. | want the Tully matter to be settled, 
| want Emma set free, and | want to see you and the Horsemen suspended if | win. If you win...well, | guess | 


leave Destigeddon forever... 


Hogan: Wait, brother! You can't do that! You're the one who helped bring us here; you can't just quit! 


Nash: Plus, we haven't got a chance to upper-deck Ben P's toilet. | was gonna attempt an AC Slater 


while Hall set raccoons loose on the guy's Shark Bites stash. 


Trehern: Don't worry, fellas, | don't plan on losing this match to Flair. He caught me off-guard once, but 
never again. And if he touches another one of my Romantic Intrigues...Ric’s hemorrhoids will be flairing up 


when my size 10.5 boot is romantically intrigued with his ass! 


nWo: HAHAHAAAAA!!! 


Trehern: And, Nash, concerning Ben P's toilet: why do you think | raised the hospital bed? Roll me over 


there, champ! We're gonna make his place a plumber's nightmare!! 


Hogan: That's the heart of the lion | knew you had, brother! I'll get the crowbars!! 


DG News Ruljletin 


10/17/2010 CONEY ISLAND CARL, reporting: 
Ay, DG fans, jus' a little housekeeping notes straight from the bossman himself! 


Now, even dough he had a decent showing up in Islip, Commissioner Noth has decided not to grant the 
TA Hoffman a Destigeddon contract. We all (minus Bentley Powers) wish him all the luck is his future 


endeavors... 


Also, due to outside reasons, da Commish says he is not planning on bringing back the Kraken or the 
Cloverfield, both of which competed in dat Monster Match last month. Howeva, tru the locker room grapevine, 


both nWo and DX claim this to be a ‘falsity.’ 


Cloverfield, as many of youse may know, is wanted for murder one and property destruction back up in 
New York, and Kraken is outrageously old to be a legit force in wrestling 'deez days. Noth says, "keeping any 
of the two would reflect upon a negative image that the fine people at [Destigeddon] have worked tirelessly to 


avoid." 


Oh, and yeah, keep 'dos peepers peeled, cuz the next episode of Detonation will air dis week! Keepin it 


street tough, your man, Coney Island Carl. 


Hiss ube ped 


NATION 


NORTH AMERICAN PRIDE! 


[heard backstage, right before the show] 


Caleb Trane: Bro, bro, don't worry, man. | got your back. That's why they call me Mr. MacBook Air. 


Because | am reliable. 


Chinbeard: Yeah, yeah, Caleb, just make sure that swine, LaBen, comes nowhere near my match. The 


guys innovative--he hits all the blogs and is in the know...y'know? 
Caleb Trane: We're in this together, dude. Me and you...on board the Great Apple Trane! 
Chinbeard: Your... [sigh] your one liners are remarkably terrible. 


Jeff Togo: WELCOME, one and all, to another edition of a jam packed Detonation! We are coming to 
you from the Seaford Sports Complex in the tranquilly scenic Seaford, Delaware! I'm Jeff Togo, and joining me 


today is my trusty color guy, Coney Island Carl. How's it, Carl? 


Coney Island Carl: You know, Toag, | got mixed feelings about being back in the bustling first state! | 
mean, we are a stones throw away from Dover! Take my word for it, pal, pick your broad early tonight, cuz if 
you don't you're gonna end up wit a nasty, overweight, German lookin' Chyna or somethin’ of da like. You 
wanna get da prime tail while it’s still waggin', got me? Prime tail like my former girlfriends in the area, 


Charlene and Colleen Hardcount. 
JT: Remarkable stuff, Carl. You found two girls in the same area with the same oddball surname? 


CIC: Youse serious? Dey were sisters! But enough about ME... 


JT: You're a classy guy. But let's look ahead to the action we've got on tap tonight. As of now, we have 
scheduled a triple threat match, featuring the debuts of Colonel Turnbucker, Coronary, and fan favorite, MC 
Slam. Also, Chet Thornberg looks to rebound from his tough loss a couple of weeks ago and goes up against 


the scornful Chinbeard. 


CIC: Dude, | am excited for dat three-way. | mean, Col. Turnbucker is supposed to be a real bruiser in 
da ring, but Coronary flares about and does his high fly thing, but den you got MC Slam, whose rap and fan 


videos have made him a promotions monster! 


JT: Not only that, but the winner of the match is guaranteed a spot in the 10-man battle royal for the 
North American belt. But the fans are on their feet as the Russian Rhino, one half of the tag team Rhythm & 


Rhino, comes out and heads to the ring. What this could be about | have no idea... 


CIC: | don't know either, but he looks pissed as hell, Toag! Like he just lost his last bottle of Stoli over a 


game of nine ball or somethin! 


**Russian Rhino storms the ring and demands the microphone** 


Rhino: Cut za music! | am warrior, from rugged mountains! My family instilled pride, work, and honor 
into my blood! This body! Now, why am | teamed with clumsy oil clerk who hit me over head in match? So | 


demand General come out and fight me or forever called sissy berry gatherer! 


JT: As you may recall, things were going smoothly for RNR last time out at Detonation against The 
Mac:Ratio until The General accidentally hit the Rhino with his Mountain Melt weapon and cost them the 
match. But looks like we will get an answer as The General makes his way out to a smattering of drunken 


boos. 


The General: Rhino, | believe we discussed this backstage...| am extremely sorry and fully believe we 


can avenge the loss and get on the same page. 


Rhino: You moron! Why bring these silly toys to the ring? Can you not fight like real man? We fight 


bears, and crippling climate back in USSR motherland! | demand official to call match, someone get out here! 
General: Hey, hey, hey, we can work this out. And these things | carry? The pump...the Moun.... 
**shitty Creed music plays** 
JT: Hold the phone! That doesn't sound like a referee...it sounds like the Commissioner! 
CIC: You damn right! Noth is in da building and things just picked up something fierce! 
**Noth enters the ring and asks The General for the mic** 


Noth: You fans are the best! Keep cheering these guys because Destigeddon truly has the best there is 
to offer! But | have a grocery list of things to address tonight so, on with it! First, and most importantly, Panther 
Joe...you made a mockery of Detonation when you walked out a couple of weeks ago. These great fans 
deserve a little more than that, wouldn't you say? So consider what | am about to tell you as both a punishment 


AND surprisingly, a reward. 
CIC: What, he gets to make sweet, passionate love to a Dover broad? 


Noth: Yeah, Panther. You're gonna be back in the main event tonight. In front of these wonderful fans. 


But it won't be easy. Tonight, you will be one on one against my newest mercenary, B.O.Z.E!!! 


JT: Oh my Snickers! The Bionic Operating Zone Enforcer has been talked about for months as a plan, 


but could it be...could he really be wrestling a human? 
CIC: Yeah, isn't he some sorta I-Robot Terminator Gremlin sorta thing? 


Noth: Also, Panther, this time you won't be able to say no and just up and leave! This will be a steel 


cage match!! 


**uproarious crowd approval** 


Noth: Alright, alright, now that we got that under wraps, it's time to talk about this increasing tension 
between the nWo, DX and the Four Horsemen! Hey, fellas, this isn't Gangs of New York, this is pro wrestling 
and you guys need to start settling your differences like men! So | got to thinking...we have this upcoming 
battle royal for the North American title, right? So what better way to get you guys all situated than handing out 


invitations to the battle royal to one member of each group? 


JT: There's a curveball. But who do you chose? Hollywood Hogan? Triple H? 


Noth: So....The Giant, Shawn Michaels, and Tearin' Jarod Blanding, all three of you wannabe 


gangsters will be competing in the battle royal! Good luck with that! Now, as for you guys... 


**Noth looks at the disjointed team of Rhythm & Rhino, still in the ring** 


Noth: You guys are going to fight tonight, but it won't be against each other! See, we need to 
strengthen the tag team division, so | could care less if one of you is careless and the other has a loose grasp 
of the English dialect....get ready, boys, because you are fighting The New Age Outlaws after the commercial 


break! 


Outsourced on Thursdays, singlehandedly setting back NBC five years 


“entrance music hits** JT: And there is the familiar tune to one of the more famous tag teams in recent 


wrestling history. But it looks like Road Dogg already has a mic, so | will leave it up to him. 


Road Dogg: Seaford, what's crack-a-lackin my good town? You all know us, but let’s do this anyway--- 
he's the Bad Ass Billy Gunn, and I'm Road Dogg Jesse James, and we are soon to be Destigeddon Tag Team 


champions of the WORLD...we are The New Age Outlaws! 


Billy Gunn: And if you ain't down with that...hey, wait a second! Look, Road Dogg, that guy with the clip 
on tie! The General! Isn't that the smart ass at the gas station that hassled our boys HBK, HHH, and Ben P this 


summer? | think it sure is! Let's tell these jokers to... SUCK IT!! 


JT: And the NAO rush the ring and all hell breaks loose! Blow after blow, Road Dogg manages to toss 
the Rhino out the ring...and the duo is now tag-teaming The General! Billy whips him into the ropes, drops 


down and Road Dogg nails him with a clothesline! What teamwork! 


CIC: Well, da ref is trying to restore order and it looks like Road Dogg and The General will start it out. 
Road Dogg hits him wit a couple of jabs to the midsection, scoops him up and body slams the Gas Guzzler 


himself! Wow, dat was loud! 


JT: | mean, what more can you say? The Outlaws are multiple-time world champions, and RNR are just 
two random guys who are clearly not on the same page. Road Dogg now has The General in the corner and 


has his size 12 boot well entrenched in the jowls of the Jiffy Jockster! Dogg looks confident and tags in Billy! 


CIC: Billy comes out like a bat outta hell and nails Rhino off the apron, picks up The General, and 


delivers a nasty dropdown uppercut! The crowd is cheering the DX duo hard! 


JT: Billy stays on the offensive and whips The General into the corner, climbs up, and just unleashes 
right hands across the forehead of his opponent! BUT LOOK, The General blocks the last punch, wraps his 
arms around Billy, and slams him down! Both guys are dazed but it looks like The General is crawling over to 


his corner and tags in Rhino! 


CIC: The Rhino looks like a mad man! Road Dogg rushes da ring but Rhino delivers a meaty heart 
punch and Road Dogg is down! He picks up Billy and gives him a tilt-a-whirl backbreaker! Billy is in trouble 


now...Rhino has put him in a Sharpshooter and da Bad Ass is writhing in pain but he won't tap for the ref! 


JT: Oh my, look at this! The General has his trusty portable gas pump with him yet again! Road Dogg 
finally comes to and gets in the ring, but the Rhino lets up and...THE SOVIET HORN! Rhino just pulled off The 
Soviet Horn, the sickest running drop kick you'll see this side of the Dead Sea. And now The General is trying 
to bring the gas pump in the ring, but the ref is cutting him off...Rhino is yelling at him, but turns his attention to 
Billy, who he stands up in the middle of the ring...Rhino comes off the ropes...but oh no! He is tripped by Road 


Dogg, who is now completely “gassed.” 


CIC: Rhino gets up and tries to grab at Road Dogg, but Billy comes up from behind and delivers a 
deadly German suplex! Rhino staggers and Billy delivers the Famouser, his leg drop bulldog finisher! Dat's 


gotta be it... 


JT: Billy staggers around, and kicks The General’s legs out from under him as he crashes to the floor, 
hitting his head on his gas pump. Billy picks up The Rhino, and delivers yet another Famouser. The ref 


counts... 


3!! 


CIC: And dair you have it, ladies and gents, experience wins once again! 


JT: Yeah, the Outlaws gain some momentum for DX as RNR gather themselves outside and continue 


to bicker. We'll be right back! 


---[Check out Saturday Night Live on NBC, it sucks a little bit less this season!]--- 


JT: Well, Carl, our next match is about to take place as the scrappy Chet Thornberg comes to the ring. 


CIC: Yeah, dis kid is tough man. He didn't look too bad against that Aussie maniac, Dingo Danielson, 


but he can rebound against Chinbeard, who probably has other things on his soul patch. 


JT: Oh, | get it. His soul patch is his mind! | guess that makes sense anatomically. Here comes Beard 
now, who just stares down his opponent and points menacingly....there's the bell and we are off! They wrap up, 


but Chet opens up with a shoulder block into a hip toss. 


CIC: How, exactly, do you attack a guy like Chinbeard? | mean, does he even have a torso? 


JT: | think you are thinking about it too much, Carl. Chet gets on the back of Beard and puts him in a 
rear naked choke. This is a pretty devastating move, as it cuts off your air in a hurry! And it looks like 


Chinbeard is dozing off....the ref checks his arm.... 


CIC: Whew, Chinbeard is going to night night land real quick! 


JT: Once again, Chinbeard cannot raise his hand and respond to the ref... 


Thr... 


JT: And there it is! Chinbeard lifts the arm and stays in this match. But Chet switches up his attack, 


wrenches his arm and puts him in an abdominal stretch! 


CIC: Hey, wasn't that computer geek guy Caleb supposed to be out watching Chinbeard's back? 


JT: | believe that was the arrangement, but let's focus on the action. Chet still has him in the stretch, but 
Chinbeard does the only thing he can do and delivers a mighty kick to the nards of his opponent! Down goes 


Chet! 


CIC: But what a move! As Chet was keeled over, he delivered an eye gouge to Beard in a classic tit for 


tat. The ref goes to check on Chinbeard as Chet stumbles back into da ropes....LOOK! 


JT: LaBen has been hiding under the ring this whole time! He gets his briefcase, turns around, and 
reaches up and NAILS Chet right in the back! What the hell was that?! And here comes Caleb Trane running 
down to the ring. He tries to punch LaBen, but he counters with a briefcase shot to the fist and another one to 


the head! I'd say...concussed! 


CIC: Chinbeard stumbles over to Chet's body and covers him for da pin... 


2.... TWO COUNT! 


JT: Chinbeard looks frustrated, but again, why is LaBen helping him? This is outrageous! Now it looks 
like Chinbeard will switch up his offense and put Chet in The Full Facial, a technique of smothering his 


opponents face with his beard region! Quite the move! 


CIC: And it looks like Chet can't take it anymore and he taps! This is over...Chinbeard is your winner by 


submission! 


JT: What a match, Carl. But as LaBen walks away from the carnage, it looks like he has something to 


say... 


LaBen: Don't take that the wrong way, you tool. These fans may love you more than they love me, but | 
know you, and | know how to get into your head. | just wanted to make sure you stayed undefeated before our 
showdown. Something about "the harder they fall" or whatever. I'll see you for our Loser Leaves Town match, 


chump! 


JT: Chinbeard is left beside himself with his arms at his hips. We should remind you that that epic clash 
between LaBen and Chinbeard will go down in the next few weeks. But this assistance of his nemesis, well, 


we'll just have to soak it in over this commercial. 


---[Taco Bell's new XXL Gordita: ORDER 3 YOU NANCY!]---- 


JT: Hello, fans, we are back. | am still thinking the whole LaBen/Chinbeard situation over. Wouldn't 


LaBen want to crush the confidence of his opponent? 


CIC: Well, taking dose mind classes at KCC taught me somethin. LaBen's actions kept open da 


possibility dat Chinbeard can't win a match without his help. 


JT: But, we are also unsure if he would have lost without the interference. 


CIC: Well, damn. | didn't think of that one, Toag. | guess I'm half right and you're half right. Let's agree 


to agree. 


JT: And you say you went to college, huh? Well, up next we've got our Triple Threat Match with the 
winner getting a spot in the 10-man battle royal for the North American belt. Now, these are elimination rules, 


so you have to be pinned, submitted, or lose another way to actually be eliminated. 


CIC: Yeah, Colonel Turnbucker is already in the ring. | think he was going on about pull-ups to the 


crowd over the break or some nonsense. He seems like a real hardass! But there goes that Mexican hip hop 


over the loud speakers and here comes Coronary, da luchalibre himself! He's getting a decent pop from the 


audience. 


JT: But now the crowd is really dropping it like it is hot! Here comes MC Slam, our resident expert in all 


things 1980s hip-hop and sneakers. 


CIC: Is dat a haircut or a chimney on his head? | don't get these young punks these days. He looks like 


a Philly thug! 


JT: There is the bell! Turnbucker vs. Coronary vs. MC Slam! No tag-ins, and no rest breaks! Pedal to 
the metal as Slam and Coronary look to double team the much bigger Colonel to start things off. Slam lands a 
couple of stiff rights and gives Turnbucker a spinebuster...and Coronary does a springboard back flip off the 


second rope, landing right across the torso of Turnbucker. 


CIC: Look at dis guy fly! But as he gets up, Slam tries to catch him with a clothesline but Coronary 


counters and hits him with a spinning aerial kick! 


JT: Quick as lightning, the Mex high flyer springs to the top rope and sets up for some kind of 
maneuver. He sets his sights on Slam, goes for a Swanton Bomb, but Slam moves at the last second and 


Coronary is eating mat! 


CIC: Yeah, that one hurt. Colonel Turnbucker comes to, picks up Coronary, and carelessly presses him 
over his head like he's some sorta bench press bar! He presses him three times, and drops him across his 


knee! 


JT: MC Slam looks to go on the offensive, but Turnbucker gives him a nasty hip check and sends him 


sprawling. Turnbucker goes to pick up Slam, but Slam sweeps under his legs and goes for a roll up pin... 


2.. BARELY A TWO COUNT 


CIC: | think that's what you gotta do with a physical beast like Turnbucker. Catch him off guard and 


sneak a win. 


JT: Slam swings Turnbucker into the ropes and hits a beautiful drop down toe drag on the military man. 
Slam now comes off the ropes for a cross body slam, but Turnbucker deflects it and drops MC Slam. The 


Colonel picks up the rap superstar and gives him a high rise chokeslam. He goes down for a pin... 


Thr...Ooh, and Slam barely kicks out. 


CIC: But, look! Here comes Coronary, springing off da top rope to give Turnbucker a flying forearm. 
Slam stands up as Turnbucker is staggering, and Coronary, man! He just delivered a double Pele kick on both 


guys! There's da cover on Slam... 


JT: Coronary continues to apply the offense as he gets up and goes right after Turnbucker. He hits a 
running kick to the knee, followed by a reverse neckbreaker. Stunned, Turnbucker barely catches another side 


kick from Coronary, but the luchador delivers a nasty spinning heel kick... 


CIC: Dat had to hurt worse den when | found out my fiancée at da time didn't like The Beastie Boys. 


You believe that, Toag? 


JT: Pretty shocking stuff. Now Coronary has kicked Colonel Turnbucker out of the ring, gains 
momentum off the ropes, and tries a Superman jump into the waiting arms of the dazed Colonel, who body 


presses his opponent to the floor! Holy moley, Carl, Coronary might be out cold! 


CIC: Yeah, it's brawn over quickness at dis point. Turnbucker casually throws him back in da ring like a 


sack a yams. Turnbucker goes for the pin... 


2... Wait a second...Coronary counters and rolls into a small cradle for the reverse! 


Th....Wow, and Turnbucker kicks out at the last second 


JT: Coronary sizes up Turnbucker and delivers an on point barrel roll off the ropes right into the chest of 
the Colonel. The diminutive luchador is now pointing up top to the stars as the crowd roars...he climbs up, and 


THERE IT IS!! 810 Splash! 810 Splash!! He covers... 


CIC: What a finish, Toag! Did we just witness the birth of a superstar here at Destigeddon? 

JT: | don't know, but what | can confirm is that Coronary picked up a win in his first match over two 
game superstars, MC Slam and Colonel Turnbucker. But let's break because the crew has a steel cage to put 
up. 

----[new Mountain Dew Surgethrust, the flavor of ADD, in stores now]---- 

JT: Welcome back, fans, you are just in time because the blue steel cage has been erected and a very 

dejected Panther Joe is on his way to the ring. 


CIC: He looks about as thrilled as if he were going for a vasectomy, Toag. Panther did make it clear 


that he wanted to book his own matches. Now, all a sudden, he has to fight the B.O.Z.E.? 


JT: Speaking of the B.O.Z.E., this was the half-cyborg that was built to be a peacekeeper and overall 
assistance tool for the Commissioner. What | heard was that he wasn't going to be ready for human interaction 


for another few months, so this is extremely exciting. 


CIC: Here he comes in all his glory! And, ugh, we should note that the door on the cage will be locked, 
so da only way to win is to climb over da top and reach the floor. Looks like the B.O.Z.E. is in the ring and he's 


punchin' his wrist keyboard for somethin’... 


JT: Looks like he is putting in calculations for his opponent for optimal destruction, Carl. But there's the 
bell and Panther rushes a distracted B.O.Z.E. He lands a couple of rights and gives him a knee to the 
midsection. But it doesn't look like B.O.Z.E. registered the pain and he delivers a left jab straight to the mug of 


Panther. Panther Joe's makeup is smudged and he is seeing birds! 


CIC: Looks like B.O.Z.E. isn't wasting time as he instantly tries to climb the cage. He's gettin’ up there 
but it looks like his foot is stuck in one of da rungs. He is struggling, but it only does him worse as he falls with 


his foot still stuck! B.O.Z.E. is now hanging upside down! 


JT: Panther looks for an offensive move but a strategy looks dim. Now all he can do is just land fists to 
the skull of B.O.Z.E., who is definitely registering the pain now. Panther now has a look in his eye...he runs to 
the opposite side of the ring and launches himself cross body right at the hanging B.O.Z.E.. That hurt BOTH of 


the combatants. 


CIC: The collision looked to have loosen B.O.Z.E. from his trap, so he gets up and picks Panther up by 


his neck. In position, B.O.Z.E. nails an atomic powerbomb on the Purple Painted One. 


JT: And it looks like B.O.Z.E. is not done. He picks up the lifeless body of Panther and gives him a 
DDT. It almost seems like overkill at this point. He picks him up again, lifts him over his head, and drops him 


face first on the turnbuckle. Ouch times a thousand! 


CIC: The crowd definitely approves. At least they get to see some exciting moves for da main event 
tonight. B.O.Z.E. looks up to the crowd, who seem to be wanting him to finish the win over da now unpopular 


Panther Joe. 


JT: B.O.Z.E. turns to each side of the arena and lets off a mimed pistol shot from his fist...he looks 
ready to go. The cyborg now climbs the cage with confidence, getting that first leg over the top. And, look out! 
He ignores all human instinct and just jumps down, letting out a thunderous clap throughout the complex. 


B.O.Z.E. has reached the floor and has officially won this match! 


B.O.Z.E: C:> Input.exe: run VICTORY. 


CIC: Yeah, looks like Panther got his just desserts. You mess with Noth and this company, and that's 


what you got waiting for you...a lead pipe beatdown from da half-computer man himself, B.O.Z.E. 


JT: Wait, listen up fans, I'm getting the word now in my earpiece that because B.O.Z.E. performed so 
well tonight, he will also be invited to the upcoming North American battle royal. That now completes half the 


field--HBK, The Giant, Tearin Jarod, Coronary, and now B.O.Z.E. 


CIC: But dat's about all da time we have for you tonight. Thanks for tunin' in, and | am sure we will hear 
more about tonight's events, as well the injury to Trehern at the hands of the Four Horsemen. | am Coney 


Island Carl, and dis is Jeff Togo...goodnight Seaford! 


DG News BuliJetin 


"Mean" Jeff Worthington: Anem...Are we on? Oh! Hello, folks, and welcome to the long-anticipated 
press conference for the feature match planned for this year's Halloween ScReAm Match. The competitors? 


"Nature Boy" Ric Flair and the Solar Sentinel's own Trehern. 


At the mic is Flair accompanied with his Four Horsemen, Commissioner Greg Noth along with new bodyguard, 
the wizard Mordack, and a representative from the Trehern camp. It appears to be a blow-up doll with a note 
taped to its head. Ah, yes, the note clearly reads, "Ric Flair's mom". And as expected, Flair is furious. Oh, 
and the representative from the Trehern camp is being mangled by the Anderson brothers, and is now 


destroyed. Let's check in... 


Noth: Let me be the first to welcome the Horsemen, Ric Flair, and the now demised rep from the 
nWo/Trehern camp. Destigeddon has been gaining a life of its own, and people across the world are totally 


into what we're trying to do here. 


But that doesn't mean our company never has any problems either. For instance, the strife between Flair and 
the Horsemen and Trehern has been boiling over even before Destigeddon was founded! But we're not going 
to let that put a smear on our great image. So we've arranged a "settling match". Flair has agreed to suspend 


himself if he loses (to cool off), and Trehern has agreed to vacate Destigeddon for good if Flair defeats him. 
Ric Flair: Woooooo!! Not gonna suspend myself, I'll tell you that RIGHT now! 


Noth: What better way to end a prominent rivalry than to have it end at an even more prominent match. 
Ladies and gentlemen, the Halloween ScReAm match will have all the twists and turns of an epically themed 


ring with the freedom of a no-DQ, no time-limit, no "holds-barred" scenario. 


Flair: I'm gonna figure-four Trehern into oblivion. You hear me over there in Vegas, you retched 


murderer! Woo! Woo! WOOO! 


Noth: Jack-o-Lanterns hold the keys to success, and some dangers as well. A competitor can only win 
by completing the tasks of the match. And finally, FINALLY, the Trehern/Flair argument will be settled. Right, 


Nature Boy? 


Flair: I'm gonna torment Trehern until the day he dies. WOOO!! Buuut...after this match, my personal 


vendettas won't affect my time at Destigeddon. 


Noth: Good. G'night folks, and we'll see you on Halloween! 


HALLOWEEN SCREAM MATCH 
Ric FLAIR VS. TREHERN 


HALLOWEEN NIGHT, 2010 
*“YANKEE ROSE HITS OVER THE SPEAKERS** 


Rusty "Parts" Jenkins: Welcome, one and all, ghosts and ghouls, ladies and gentlemen to one of the 
biggest matches of the year! Now | don't wanna rain on the parade that is DETONATION, but this is by far the 


greatest rivalry-match we'll probably see this year (next to the nWo-DX battle, which has yet to occur). 


COBRA: You got it right there, Rusty. My time as a tyrannical dictator and a wrestling announcer has 
not even begun to prepare me for the fantastic and violent proceedings that are soon to come here at 
Destigeddon's first annual Halloween ScReAm Match up. With "Nature Boy" Ric Flair in the ring, we hear the 
extreme sounds of Trehern's entrance music as he enters the Tulsa County Community College Multi-Purpose 
Room arena. What a rager this is! Women are going crazy for this guy! Something I'm sure Flair is just 


completely furious about. 


RP: He's not only furious about that, but the fact that Trehern is the leading suspect in the murder of 
former-Horsemen Tully Blanchard. Even before DG began, and even before the nWo-DxX rivalry began, Flair 


and Trehern have been at each other’s throats. 


COBRA: It used to be Flair-Hogan, but now Nature Boy seems hell-bent on kicking Trehern out of 


Destigeddon FOR GOOD! 


RP: And the bell has rung and we're under way. What a ghoulish beginning as we see Trehern push 
himself against the ropes and fling himself towards Flair. Flair connects with him and reverse with a knee to the 


groin. OUCH! Trehern is bent over in pain, but not down. 


COBRA: Now what may seem weird to the audience is the presence of four Jack-O-Lanterns on each 
turnbuckle around the ring. Inside one of those pumpkins is a key to victory; the remaining gourds contain a 


violent/detrimental TRICK! Or TREAT... depending on your outlook. 


RP: That's right, COB. If you manage to obtain the key, you can then open the dreaded ScReAm coffin 
placed so dramatically at the end of the rampway. Inside the coffin is, well...the end of the match is unknown to 
us all, | guess. Trehern reverses a knife-chop with an elbow to the shoulder blade. Followed with a Hardy- 
inspired "Twist of Hate". This kid is crazy; he's gonna have all types of wrestlers hating on him for stealing their 
moves. He picks up Flair and sends him into the ropes...Flair lands in the ropes and meets an immediate 


shoulder-slam from the Solar Sentinel himself. Flair is down... And Trehern goes for the first Jack-O-Lantern!! 


COBRA: By my scimitar!! A rabid raccoon, placed there by DG management, is now clawing at 
Trehern's fragile face!! That thing is vicious!! Trehern is squirming on the ground, wrestling the vile varmint off 


his face. This gave enough time for Flair to land a mighty leg drop! 


RP: Oh no. With claw marks on his face, Trehern is quickly placed into a Figure Four!! Oh the pain he 
must be feeling!! Flair drags his opponent to the corner of the ring, and with Trehern still in the submission 


hold, Nature Boy opens another Jack-O-Lantern! Is it the KEY!!?? 


COBRA: No!! A nest of angry black-widow spiders pour out from the demented smile of the pumpkin! 
Flair is going crazy with fear! Trehern jumps free of the Figure-Four and starts pounding away at the spider- 


covered face of Flair, blood starting to burst from the 16-time champion's forehead... 


27 minute mark... 


RP: ...So THAT’S why you think Trehern is innocent of murder? That theory doesn't even hold up, 
COBRA! Oh! And a chair to the face. This downtown Tulsa Denny's is going to have a long bill of damages 
after Trehern and Flair leave. What started off as an in-ring match has turned into a tumultuous back-street 


brawl! It's a complete free-for-all here at DG on All Hallow's Eve. 


COBRA: Trehern mounts the diner counter, grabs the doughnut display case, and body slams the 
Nature Boy with it!!! Puddles of blood stain the carpet, glass is everywhere, waitresses tremble with fear, and 
customers shout support as the two huge DG icons pummel each other with right hooks and left jabs! A 


reverse neck-breaker by Trehern is reversed with a swift forearm to the nards by Flair! 


RP: These guys are just robots!! Wrestling is the only thing they have, and they are performing like 


Olympians!! Phones are ringing off the hook and the e-mail inboxes are exploding with positive LIVE 


47 minute mark... 


COBRA: We're back in the ring, finally, as the Tulsa County Police Department have herded the 
competitors back to the arena. Trehern's black jacket has been ripped to shreds, and his jeans are nearly jorts 
from the abuse delivered by Nature Boy. As Trehern stands dazed in the corner ring, Flair delivers a mighty 


chest slap! | could hear that from here! What gods of wrestling! 


RP: A few more slaps to the sternum, and Trehern finally wakes up! A mighty boot to the face of Nature 
Boy sends the veteran careening across the ring. Trehern has the chance to gain access to one of the 


turnbuckle pumpkins. Opening up and looking in he finds... 


COBRA: A MIGHTY STREAM OF FIRE EXTINGUISHER FLUID TO THE FACE!!! Trehern is surely 
legally blind after that deluge of CO2, folks! He's staggering and waving his arms wildly! It's sad to see these 


two in such vulnerable positions, but they have surely delivered enough action to last us into November! 


RP: The last pumpkin is up for grabs! And using trial and error, we know the key to victory must be in 
that one. But both competitors have been incapacitated. Trehern couldn't even find his way to the nearest strip- 


club! 


63 minute mark... 


COBRA: And Flair attempts the Figure-Four AGAIN!!! He is determined to just obliterate any confidence 
that Trehern brought into this match. Trehern writhes in pain, and Flair laughs evilly. But wait!! A 
REVERSAL!?!? Trehern has turned over Flair into a reverse-Figure-Four. Now Flair is the one in pain!! The ref 
comes in to see if the Nature Boy will submit, but Flair grabs the ropes!! Trehern must release the submission 


hold. 


RP: The former blog editor quickly leaps to the turnbuckle!! He eyes the still paining Flair and points at 


him!! 


COBRA: And Flair is out! Plain and simple. Unconscious. He ceases to be. 


RP: Trehern digs his hand into the last Jack-O-Lantern and pulls out a comically large gold key. Noth 
has really outdone himself with this match. I've never had more fun in Tulsa...actually, I've never had fun in 


Tulsa, but that's beside the point. 


COBRA: Trehern runs quickly, though his bum leg is giving him problems, and he quickly unlocks the 
comically large padlock keeping the coffin closed. He converses quickly with the tied-up Emma Watson, 


probably attempting to woo her even though he looks like he was on the wrong side of a firing squad. 


RP: Hush, COBRA!!! Trehern slowly opens the coffin lid!! 


COBRA: NO... 


RP: No... 


Flair: Wo...0000. 


Trehern: My god. 


COBRA/RP/Flair/Trehern: TULLY?!?!! 

Tully: Hey, guys! Nice job on winning the match! Here's your prize! 

Trehern: **opens manila folder** A contract? 

Tully Blanchard: Yeah. Guaranteed entry into the DestiCano match for the DG world championship! 


Trehern: | can read, Tully. **c/oses lid and kicks over coffin** Did you hear that, Flair!?! | won the 
match AND | get a chance at the world title! I'll bring it by the retirement home some time and throw it in your 


f*cking leathery worm face! 


Flair: I'm gonna come back and find you, Trehern!! You and the nWo are DONE FOR!! WOOOO!!! 


WOOO!!! 


Trehern: Your suspension starts now, NATURE BOY!!! **/ooks at watchless wrist, loses consciousness 


momentaril/** 


COBRA: What an exciting night! A successful ScReAm match comes to a surprisingly electric 
conclusion. Flair is suspended! Trehern is in the championship match at PunchGiving! Tully Blanchard is 
ALIVE!! And Emma Watson is looking as hot as ever. As Trehern manages to untie her, he slowly and carefully 


begins to leave the arena. What are your thoughts on the match, Parts? 
RP: COBRA, who's that strange man creeping up to Trehern and Emma? 


COBRA: And why is he holding a boom-a-rang!? 


Dingo Danielson, folks, has just stolen the DestiCano contract from Trehern!! He's quickly bolting as DG 
security swarms the area to protect Trehern. Flair is going nuts with anger, and the Horsemen are storming the 
place! Meanwhile, the nWo have crashed through a wall of this humble multi-purpose room in their van, and is 
meeting the Horsemen in the ring. Chaos reigns here at Destigeddon tonight, but we're out of time. On behalf 


of COBRA, the Commish, and everyone here at DG, good night and HAPPY HALLOWEEN!!! 


Wisi eed 


NATION 


THERES NO ‘T’ IN TAG TEAM 


Rusty "Parts" Jenkins: Goooooooood evening, folks, to another rampaging edition of DETONATION 


here at the penultimate place for pulverizing and pulsating phenomenon: DESTIGEDDON!! It's championship 
month here at DG, so we have a very special edition of DETONATION tonight: four tag-teams will battle it out 
for two of the semi-final spots in the World Tag-Team Championship Tournament. One of these teams tonight 


will go on to compete for the tag-team belts at Punchgiving! 


COBRA: That's right Parts! By the way, he's Rusty Jenkins and I'm COBRA, and we're here to 
announce those two great tag-team battles tonight. But let's not forget what happened just a few days ago at 
the Halloween ScReAm Match between players Ric Flair, the Nature Boy, and the Solar Sentinel editor, 


Trehern. 


RP: That's certainly correct, COBRA. Flair is officially suspended, while Trehern gained entry into the 
esteemed DestiCano match occurring during PunchGiving for the DG Heavyweight Championship! That is until 
the Sydney Kid, Dingo Danielson, came around and walloped Trehern over the side of the head, tearing the 


contract right outta the guy's hands. 


COBRA: Well, Trehern has entered the arena here in Winston-Salem, NC, and although the chicks are 
chanting his name while jealous boyfriends curse him, he seems determined to get something off his chest. 


He's got the mic from ring-girl Lady Von Erik, so let's listen in... 


Trehern: DINGO!! Dingo, Dingo, Dingo... Who the HELL do you think you are?! Coming here to 
Destigeddon from the waaaay Outback and causing nothing but mischief and controversy. The little prank you 


pulled at the ScReAm match was pretty clever...for a 3-year old inebriated orangutan!!! This is the house | 


helped built! People like me, Hollywood Hogan, Panther Joe...we're the people who make Destigeddon the 
bad-ass company it is. People like you, and Flair, and Ben P are a terminal illness that wrestlers like me are 


going to have to surgically removel! 


So I'm calling you out! Come on, DINGO!! Come fight me!! RIGHT HERE, RIGHT NOW!! 


RP: You heard it, ladies and gentlemen. Trehern is calling out the "Kangaroo Kowboy" for a match right 


now! | can't think of anything better to start DETONATION with, can you, COBRA? 


COBRA: Wait, Parts, I'm getting word that someone is entering the arena as we speak! Could it be 


Danielson!? 


** Dingo Danielson’s Theme? ** 


COBRA: Who is this guy?? What appears to be a medieval knight has entered the Winston-Salem 
Convention Center, complete with a red-metal suit of armor and a bloody broadsword. Who has he attacked? 


And why does he appear worn and out of breath??? 


Trehern: Who the hell are you??? 


Strange Knight: Good morrow, sire! |...have traveled to bringst upon you most urgent and grave news... 
A warning of dire proportions! ** struggles to the ring** Over the bloody plains | have traversed...the dark clouds 


my only company and only the thinnest of rations kept me sustained. All...all to warn you of "the coming"... 


Trehern: The coming of who? 


Strange Knight: ** collapses at Trehern’s feef™* | have...| have even managed to slay the dreaded 


monster that he surely sent... A Kraken most foul... 


Strange Knight: The Solar Sentinel has not seen his coming... His trail is covered with the tears of the 


innocent and he feels no remorse for those he crushes under his mighty hand... 


Strange Knight: Turduckken....... dorf. 


**cuts to commercial** 


NOL JUST NEW 


MOVIES 


PODCAST 


RP: Well, a strange happening to open up the show with, I'll tell you what. A suited individual, killing 
Trehern's Kraken and warning us of the coming of someone, or something, named "Turdukkendorf'. COBRA, 


I'm as befuddled as a randy fresh-water carp swimming upstream. 


COBRA: | have no answers. If this were my company, | wouldn't just let any wandering RenFair rejects 


into the arena holding bloody swords. I'd set up a screening process. 


RP: We'll gather more information as it comes available, but until then, the match-up of the quarter- 
finals with the New Age Outlaws and Middleburg Mayhem is about to begin! And there's the bell!! Road Dogg 
Jesse James starts out for the DX duo while newcomer Ludacris sheds his bling and attempts an early 


headlock. 


COBRA: Now last time on DETONATION, we saw the Outlaws beat Rhythm and Rhino based on 
experience alone. And | predict this match to go the same way. OH! And a spinebuster from Road Dogg as 
Ludacris writhes in pain on the mat. Luda's teammate, The Martian Brummhunter, attempts a tag-in, but the 


famed hip-hop star is far from noticing the gesture. 


RP: Road Dogg tags in "Bad-Ass" Billy Gunn, and Gunn immediately grabs the rapper by the braids 
and throws him into the ropes, where Dogg immediately delivers a neck-breaker to Luda from across the 
ropes. Ludacris is now immobile, and Gunn is delivering the signature "SUCK-IT" motion. Brummhunter, a 
relatively new face around here, stares down Gunn with calm resolve. Although a superhero in his previous 


profession, he has since given up the super-powered lifestyle for a more honorable wrestling career. 


COBRA: But what people AREN'T noticing is that while Billy Gunn and Road Dogg are showing off to 
the crowd, "Suck-lIt" motions abounding, Ludacris has slowly made his way to the Mayhem corner, and with the 


last bit of strength, tags in Brummhunter!! 


RP: The Martian climbs the turnbuckle, and removing his blue cape, eyes up the still distracted Gunn. 
Road Dogg, now noticing the dilemma, warns his partner!! BUT TOO LATE!! The Middleburg Bruiser delivers a 
mighty leg drop to Gunn's neck from the top rope!!! Brumm jumps up quickly and decks out Road Dogg; he's 


out folks! 


COBRA: Just Brummhunter and Gunn remain! Gunn attempts a reversal on Brumm's shoulder pin, but 
Brumm counters with a few rib jabs. Grabbing Gunn's legs, Brumm puts him in the Green Martian Submission, 


where both ankles are locked around each other, with Brumm's leg in the middle. A brutal move!! 


RP: Gunn is motioning to Dogg for the tag, BUT NO ONE IS THERE!!! Will experience prevail? Or will 
these young guns take down the quart-- AND THAT'S IT!! Gunn is tapping out! The ref has called it and 


MIDDLEBURG MAYHEM is heading to the semi-finals!!! 


COBRA: Unbelievable! Ludacris needs to work on his in-ring skills, but that Brummhunter is a madman 
in the ring. Gunn and Dogg are bringing the big "L" back to Ben P and Dx, but hopefully they've learned that 


experience can't always beat a young, determined spirit. We'll be right back folks! 


[ THE GOOD GUYS, starring Jenny Wade...The law never quits, just like her CANCELLED. ] 


COBRA: And we're back to the riveting second match-up in tonight's set of quarter-finals action. The 
World Tag-Team Belts are on the line, and one of the teams tonight (NOT the New Age Outlaws) may end up 


competing for the coveted titles at Punchgiving! Let's check out our match-up now. Parts? 


RP: Sake Bomb, consisting of Walter Chen and Laotian Jeff are an inexplicably strong duo. One a 
hulking barbarian, the other a trained killer. Together, they become a confusing and challenging team to go up 
against. On the other side, we see the chaotic and reckless team of Scott Hall and Keven Nash: The 
Outsiders. Their tenure as a tag-team is well-documented, and the black nWo blood that pumps through their 


veins is nothing short of deadly. 


COBRA: And the match bell is rung! Nash comes to the middle of the ring and faces the calm looking 
Chen. As we saw before, the Death Fangs of the calm warrior can mean defeat for even the largest and 
strongest of opponents. Ah, but Nash feels the need to test the waters by gently poking him, then laughing with 


partner Hall. These guys are just indignant. 


RP: Chen mutters something quietly to Nash, who seems to take offense to it. Turning from anger to 
nervous laughter, Nash quickly grabs Chen and delivers a JACK-KNIFE POWERBOMB!!! Good lord, so early 
in the match!! An easy $50,000 fine for that move, but Nash doesn't seem to care. He gets up quickly and 
starts harassing the mighty Laotian!! He slaps the Asian wrestler across the face like he's beating a punching 
bag, and Laotian Jeff stumbles a bit. He then falls immediately to the outer ring!! Hall has snuck up behind him 


and pulled his feet right out from under him! Jeff really shouldn't have come out barefoot. 


COBRA: While Nash circles Chen, Hall has Jeff in an armlock. Hall is attempting to bruise the mighty 
giant, because any other day, with focus, Laotian Jeff could probably sweep the Outsiders on his own. But the 


stun of the fall has allowed Hall the time to get a few right hooks into his chin. 


RP: Nash delivers a mighty elbow drop! Chen is barely moving, and it's a sad sign from the last time we 
saw Sake Bomb in action. Another Nash knee drop to Chen's face. Meanwhile, Hall has Jeff bent over the 


barricade, and is slapping his back red! That greasy-mulleted fiend has no class, | tell you, NONE! 


COBRA: The audience is screaming their heads off, but | can't tell who they're rooting for. | would hope 
they cheer for the good guys, but you can't argue with bully action like the Outsiders. And as | speak, Hall 
prepares for a Razor's Edge. The 300-pound sumo is hard to lift, but Hall barely completes it! It wasn't pretty, 


but neither is Hall. 


RP: In the ring, Nash has Chen across his shoulders. With a cocky grin to the audience, Nash delivers 
a fireman's carry onto his knee, almost breaking Chen in TWO!!! He covers the limp corpse of Chen and the ref 


delivers the count... 


THREE!!! 


RP: And there it is folks! An Outsiders win over the fan-favorite Sake Bomb! Nash and Hall will be 
facing Middleburg Mayhem in the coming weeks, but will they manage to reach the final round? You'll only 


know if you stick with us here at Destigeddon. We'll be right back!! 


[None of this ad space makes any of us any money.] 


RP: Well, here we are folks. The Main Event. Middleburg Mayhem delivers a crushing defeat to the 


experienced New Age Outlaws while the frickin' Outsiders just completely obliterated Sake Bomb. But now 


Trehern, still furious about the Danielson attack earlier this week, stands in the ring waiting for the "Aussie 


Awesome" to show up. 


COBRA: But let's get back to the strange matter of the knight showing up and killing the Kraken. He 


warned us of a character by the name of Turdukkendorf, who will bring about death and destruction... 


RP: ...Allegedly. 


COBRA: Right, allegedly. Meanwhile, our sources tell us that this strange suited individual, calling 
himself the Grand Nobleman, has traveled through multiple worlds to prevent the coming of Turdukkendorf. | 


don't know about you, Parts, but this sounds like a bad dude. 


RP: Will the Nobleman stick around here to battle Turdukkendorf when he arrives?? Stick around to 
find out. But now, Danielson has entered the arena, holding the famed contract to the DestiCano match. Let's 


listen in... 


Dingo: Oy, Tre-hernia! Oi'd give ye this bock, but it jus' looks so damn noice on my bedroom wall whoile 


I'm bangin's yur girlfriend! 


Trehern: ** shakes furious/V* You know what, Ringo? Come into this ring! Fight me for THAT contract, 
a contract that | rightfully earned by kicking the Nature Boy's ass to high heaven. And tonight? I'm gonna beat 


the living bangers and mash outta YOU!! 


Dingo: You know wha? Oi think it'z bettah if | jus' keep this 'ere wit me, and you can go cry all the way 


back ta the nWo, g'deal? 


RP: Oh and Trehern jumps out of the ring and sprints violently up the ramp towards Dingo. But wait, the 
action has been halted by the familiar tune of the one and only, Commissioner Greg Noth! COBRA, Noth only 


comes out to make a big decision or announce a match. What do you think he's got planned tonight? 


COBRA: | don't know, but that new security guard of his, Mordack? He looks like a character even | 


might be frightened of. But let's listen in. 


Noth: Listen, boys. You're both great fighters. Trehern, we've seen your work across the board, and 


although | don't agree with the crew you run with, | can't contradict the fact that you deserve this contract. 


Trehern: That's what I'm talk-talk-talk talking ‘bout. 


Noth: **/fts finger* Having said that, Danielson's resolve and his performances in DETONATION have 


brought him into the forefront, and to deny HIM a place at the championship match would be a sham. 


Dingo: Fondle a possum, there, Tre-burned. 


Trehern: Asshole!! 


Noth: Now hold up! Give me that contract! ** rips it up violentl/** You're both in the DestiCano match! 
And to make things more interesting, anyone can be in the DestiCano match! It's a complete free-for-all, with 
NO match-card. If you can get there to compete for the belt, than you're free to do so. | want to make sure that 
the BEST player in the game today wins this belt, regardless of company, nation, or dimension. Now hit the 


showers! And folks, have a great night, you guys are the greatest. 


RP: And the crowd goes wild! No one has seen this coming! A completely "open-to-the-public" 
DestiCano Championship Match? How big is this thing? Will it fit in an arena? How many players will make an 


appearance? 


COBRA: | don't know, Parts, but I'm stoked as hell to find out! Grand Nobleman: what's his game? How 
will the other set of quarter-finals between Mac:Ratio, The Mega-er Powers, Below Me and Rhythm and Rhino, 
turn out? And will Dingo and Trehern manage to kill each other at Punchgiving?! Find out soon! But for now, for 


COBRA and | in the booth, goodnight from Winston-Salem and Destigeddon! 


DG News Ruljletin 


Hey guys, Jeff Togo here, waiting for my meeting with the brass. Unfortunately, it seems like whomever 


is in there right now is taking their sweet time. Hurry it up, guy, yours truly has to cast his vote. 
[door to management slams open, out pops a very cheery Mr. Victory] 
JT: Uhh, Gaston, what's the word, man? You got something to tell us? 


Victory: l, Mr. Victory, was going over my lucrative contract the other night and decided to cash in on 


some incentives that were written in. 
JT: What are we talking about? Shoe deals? A commercial spot for Whataburger?! 


Victory: No, you twerp. Gold. Straight, shining gold! It was written that when | came aboard | could have 
a first crack at ANY title | wanted to, no questions asked. And since | am undefeated in both life and battle 
royals, | decided | am entering the fray for the North American strap at Punchgiving. Is that all you wanted to 


hear? 
JT: Intriguing stuff, Mr... 
[Jeff Togo is pushed aside] 


Victory: Out my way, square ass. I've gotta limited screening of DUE DATE to attend and let me tell 


you, that's the place to pick up a Miss Victory, wink, wink. 


JT: Before | deliver a strongly worded call to HR, let’s send it over to my announcing ingénue, Coney 


Island! 


Coney Island Carl: Huge news DG fans! | was able to catch up wit the Commish himself, Greg Noth, on 


my weekly radio show, ClCking it wit’ Carl, and he dropped a bomb regardin' da championships! 


"Obviously there has been lots of planning in the works trying to get the company off the ground. But because 
Destigeddon has such loyal fans, we will be crowning all three champions at our first mega-event, 
Punchgiving. Carl, we are talking three cities, three titles, in one night. The tag team belts will be 
decided in the finale of that tourney and we will also be staging the NA CHAMPIONSHIP battle royal at 


Punchgiving. 


But, what is of utmost importance is that our original structure...the thing the Destigeddon engineers have been 
working tirelessly on for months, is finally ready. The best of our best wrestlers will be competing in The 
Desticano for the Destigeddon Championship. But, more on those details later. Punchgiving will be 


coming to you fans the week of Thanksgiving, and it's something you are not going to want to miss." 


CIC: So, obviously, this is big news dat will no doubt change the face of the company. Within da month, 
we will have our first ever champions here at DG. Also, be sure to check back this week because da powers 


dat be have something planned for Halloween, and | hear it's going to be a bloody affair. 


DESTIGEDDIN 


NATION 


CHIN DECISION 2010 


[Chinbeard can be seen backstage, in a pair of referee shorts, talking to DG management] 


Mgmt: Now, Mr. Beard, are you positive you will be able to call this match straight and narrow? Right 


down the middle? No favorites?! 


Chinbeard: Why wouldn't I? | mean, it was LaBen who assisted me in my win over Chet. | just think 
because LaBen has been more or less a thorn in the side of this company that we would need some extra 


muscle... 


[flexes chin biceps] 


Chinbeard: ...in his match against the newbie. 


Mgmt: Well...okay. Just remember, though. This is NOT going to be a preview of yall's Loser Leaves 


Town match on Tuesday. Got it? 


Chinbeard: Yeah, | got it. But just be prepared to be without LaBen in the near future ... permanently ... 


forever!!! 


[cuts to the announce table] 


Coney Island Carl: Ughhh, we on?! 


Jeff Togo: Helllllo and welcome to another rousing edition of DETONATION! We are coming to you live 
from the McDerpentine Multiplex in frigid Cass City, Michigan. | am your man on the call, Jeff Togo, and this is 


my probably drunk colleague, Coney Island Carl. 


CIC: And dat is Jeff Tuba. Prolly drunk, Jeff?! It's freakin’ cold and my yambag is around a thousand 


degrees below celsior! Yeah! And just what the fuck was Chindude talking about? A forever LaBen? 


JT: Carl, good gosh, Carl, you can't swear! The fine people of Cass City will never have us back. And 


exactly how much Admiral Nelson have you drank tonight?! Absurd is the word for you, my friend. 


CIC: You ain't cold? Gotta keep da body warm. When da hell are da matches starting anyways? 


JT: Well, | think you about to get your wish, Carl. The first quarterfinal of the evening in the Tag Team 
title tourney is about to get under way, with Below Me squaring off against The Mac:Ratio. Let's catch you up 
to speed here, folks...last week at Detonation the upstart team of The Martian Brummhunter and Ludacris, 
Middleburg Mayhem, took out the New Age Outlaws. Later on, The Outsiders quickly dispatched the Eastern 
Enigmas known as Sake Bomb. Now, Middleburg Mayhem will square off against The Outsiders in the 


semifinals next week! 


CIC: Sounds, ugggh, [gulp] tubular! 


JT: We will place two more teams in the semis tonight, and here is The Mac:Ratio coming to the ring! 
That's Horatio in the board shorts and sandals, and Mac is sporting the Italian tailored suit. This duo already 


has one victory under their belt and they are hungry for more! 


CIC: Here comes da other team, Below You! 


JT: It's Below Me, Carl. Geesh Louise, get your life together! Below is the young Central Florida team of 
Noah Brixx and Trey Webber. These guys may be inexperienced, but their stamina should be an advantage 


against their opponents who are much, much older. 


[ref calls for bell and Noah Brixx says something juvenile about the refs mother] 


JT: The match starts and it's Trey and Mac to kick things off! They tie up, but Mac gets the upper hand 
and throws Trey into the corner. They tie up again, but not before Horatio blind tags his partner, comes into the 


ring and delivers a missile dropkick to Trey's knee, and the Below Me member crumbles to the ground! 


CIC: Is that even allowed? Somebody should fine him for dat! 


JT: Right you are, but nonetheless Horatio is focusing on that hurting knee of Trey. The fans are 
seemingly rallying behind the younger, free spirited duo, as they see the Mac:Ratio as uptight squares. 


Horatio, however, yells at the fans to shove it and puts Trey in a standing knee lock. 


CIC: Dat hurts worse than bringin' home a swamp donkey after clubbin. Y'know, she's a 10 at 2am, but 


at 10am she's....a TWO!!! 


JT: Never heard that one, Carl. Now, Horatio has turned the hold into a half Boston crab and is really 
wrenching back on that knee! But Trey won't tap! And...bam!! Trey mustered enough strength to reverse the 


hold and send Horatio face first in the mat! Both guys are down! 


CIC: Da ref is counting dem out as both guys crawl to the corners! 


JT: And it's a race to see who can tag in the fresh man! Annnnd, Horatio wins and gets Mac in there, 
who quickly grabs Trey and delivers a double axe handle to his small of his back! Noah looks deflated but 
continues to urge the crowd for cheers! Mac drops an elbow to the weak knee of Trey, gets down on the mat 


and puts Trey in an ankle lock! 


CIC: Is he tapping? Tapping?! | think he is! 


JT: No, but Noah comes in the ring and kicks Mac to break up the hold. But here comes Horatio across 
the ring to clothesline Noah out onto the outside. Horatio makes an upward motion, and it looks like, yes, they 
are going for an Autopsy! Horatio sets up Trey, while Mac goes to the top, but Noah Brixx shoves Mac down, 
who goes barrel-rolling back into the ring. The distracted Horatio receives a sudden neckbreaker from 


Trey....and he goes for the pin... 


[ref looks down and yells something at Trey] 


CIC: He's not da legal man, | dink he's sayin. 


JT: Oh, what a heartbreaker, Trey had him for the 3-count! But now Trey sets his sights on the legal 


Mac...Trey comes off the ropes and gives Mac a flying forearm across the face! The pin... 


2... TWO COUNT! 


JT: Below Me was close to scoring a victory there! Trey tags in Noah and the duo immediately rush 


over to Horatio and drop him outside the ring with a double overhead suplex. Great strategy! 


CIC: A great 'stratergy' would be to, like, get dat pin just now, Toag. Dey woulda won, ya think? 


JT: You can't beat that analysis with a leather strap, | tell ya. Noah begins to work on Mac, delivering 
punch after punch to the gut of the FBI detective, but now he gives the shocker salute to the crowd...you know 
what that means....Stargazer time! Noah goes for the finisher, which is an inverted overhead push-up body 


drop! He nails it and goes for the pin... 


Thre.... OHHH, that close, folks! 


CIC: Dat move had to hurt like shit, all your body weight being propelled into the air, lookin’ straight up 


and falling back down on yer back! Ouch city! 


JT: Noah now picks up Mac, flings him into the ropes as Trey delivers a mid-kick straight to the small of 
the back from the apron. Horatio is back into the ring, and he sneaks up on Trey and delivers a flying big foot 
right to Trey's jaw...he goes flying into the fan guardrail outside the ring! Mac distracts Noah long enough to 
give him a DDT, while Horatio goes to the top rope and delivers a Sunglasses Shatter on Noah, a flying knee 


drop to the face from the top rope! What...a... move, people! Mac goes for the cover on the prone Noah Brixx... 


CIC: Wahhhba-wooey! 'Gate' match, guys! But really dat ref should control da action betta! My head got 


so confused! 


JT: Just sit down, Carl. Well, there you have it... The Mac:Ratio advance to face the winner of the 


Rhythm & Rhino and The Megaer Powers match, later tonight. Up next is singles action, after this commercial! 


Troll 2 on Bluray, because the colors are freakin’ amazing! 


JT: Welcome back, fans; as you can probably see my co-host Carl has been removed from the set, so | 
am now joined by Tearin' Jarod Blanding, who a couple of weeks ago turned his back on Trehern and joined 


the now tumultuous Four Horsemen group. 


TJB: Yeah, yeah, that carpetbagger had it coming! And as for the group of Horsemen, JT, don't you 


worry about that, Cap'n. 


JT: Okay, well coming to the ring now is the crowd favorite, MC Slam, who we last saw in that thrilling 


3-way dance with Coronary and Colonel Turnbucker. Looks like he wants to say something.... 


Slam: Yo yo yo Cass City Caps what it do? Triple C's on this flag, da white wit da blue! Victory, get your 
smug, honkey ass out here right now! You may have those fly contract stipulations, but dat can't save you from 


da beatdown yo ass ‘bout to receive! 


TJB: | am partial to this MC Slam fellow, but his album NUMBERS was terrible. 


JT: Movie was good, though. The music sounds and here comes Mister Victory! Among a chorus of 
boos, the self-proclaimed undefeated wrestler steps in and there's the bell! They go to tie up, but MC Slam 
jukes to the side and gets Victory around the waist from the back, but Victory elbows him, relinquishing the 


hold! 


TJB: Y'know, | was kind of taken aback when I heard that Mr. Victory just up and entered himself into 
the North American battle royal, but | can't complain as | was chosen as well, more or less because of my gang 


affiliation. 


JT: As a representative of the Four Horsemen, sure. Victory now has Slam down on the ground in a 
crossface submission, similar to that of former Horsemen member, Chris Benoit. But, | mean Jarod, just how 


active will the group be now that Ric Flair is suspended from the company? 


TJB: Wow, Victory has now gone into the camel clutch submission, he's really working the neck! | think 
the plan of attack for us is to stay on the down low and not make any more enemies. | will have my hand in the 


cookie jar, and the other fellas will assist when needed... 


JT: Understood. It looks like MC Slam is able to roll over and get Victory off his back, but Victory is 
quick on the attack again, picking Slam up for the sidewalk slam! Seeing the well-hyped Victory up close and in 


person, how do you feel going up against him in the battle royal? 


TJB: Oooh, Victory tried to go air assault and splash Slam, but the rapper rolled out of the way. Well, 
Jeff, | think | should worry about HBK and The Giant before anyone else. Those guys have me 


targeted...someone else will deal with Victory. 


JT: Slam and Victory tie back up...Slam off the ropes and a clothesline to the blonde one! Slam picks 


up his opponent and immediately puts him in the abdominal stretch! This is going to wear Victory down for 


sure! 
TJB: That's a pretty old school move, one that was perfected by that dolt, Scott Hall. 


JT: The pain is intense for Victory, who is now getting counted by the ref for submission....the stretch 


works on your lungs, and all your core muscles...your breathing becomes difficult and Victory is feeling it hard. 
Ref: One! 
TJB: By all means, Gaston is in quite the pickle. | wish | could feel sorry for him! 
Ref: Two!! 
JT: This is it! MC Slam is one hand raise away from the win... 


Ref: Thr... 


JT: Oh, and Mr. Victory raises his hand before three! He looks for his next move, and there it is! He 


slips under the legs of Slam, delivers a bevy of kidney punches, and wraps Slam up in the Full Nelson!! 


TJB: Shazam! Victory has turned the tables and now has Slam's armed pinned up and the force of his 


arms square on the back of the neck! 


JT: Slam is trying desperately to get to the ropes....he's getting there...but oh no! Victory yanks him 


back and sits him square in the middle of the ring... 
Slam: Tap, TAP!! 
TJB: MC Slam has submitted, Jeff. This match is finito. 


JT: It sure is, as Mr. Victory scores the 'victory', heh, with a full nelson submission. Annnd, of course 


he's got something to say. 


Mr. Victory: Is anyone seeing what | am doing to the so-called Destigeddon talent in this ring? Where 


did management get their talent scouts? The Detroit Lions?! 


[boos reign out at decibels unheard of in quaint Cass City] 


Victory: Shut....shut up! Not only that, but production has me in the second match of the evening? 
SECOND?!?! Hey, brass, listen up. When | win.....when | win that North American title, you will never see me 


wrestle these B-Teamers again! Peace out, rednecks! 


[an unholy chorus of boos, booze, and popcorn shower the ring] 


JT: Sounds like it’s time for a break! Good to have you, Tearin Jarod! 


TJB: My pleasure. | mean, it's not every day you get to talk to the first ever North American champion, 


huh, Jeff? 


JT: That's a strong prediction. Up next is more tag team action! Hold tight! 


Be sure to catch Ink on DVD sometime in the next 5 years 


JT: Hello, fans, we are back for the last quarterfinal match of the Tag Team Tourney, pitting Rhythm & 
Rhino (RNR) against the newly formed The Megaer Powers, featuring Macho Man Randy Savage and Radical 
Red Zach Bartram. Joining me now on further guest commentary are tonight's earlier winners--The Mac:Ratio! 


Welcome, gentlemen! 


Horatio: My God, Cass City has no hot water! That shower was like getting intimate........ ..... with Mr. 


Freeze. 


Mac: Oooooh, solid joke my Miami brethren. | will agree, but | won't agree with having to sit through this 
next match. Come on, can't they just advance us on bye? The Commie and the grease monkey can't ever get 


along, and Macho Man is like....70 years old?! 


JT: Now, now, don't underestimate these teams. Here comes RNR now, the random team of The 
Russian Rhino and The General...and it looks like The General has brought out both his Mountain Melt and his 


portable gas pump to the ring. 


Horatio: The guy is the Gallagher of this company, and | don't mean that............0 cee in a good 


way. 


Mac: Now you have this other hodgepodge team.... The Megaer Powers?! Is Mega-er even a damn 


word? 


JT: There's the bell and it looks like The General and Radical Red will start us off! The General is 
wearing his standard issue gas station uniform, while Radical Red is equipped with neon green lifeguard 
shorts, black boots, and an Old Crow Medicine Show t-shirt with the sleeves dispatched. The two run at each 
other but Radical Red delivers a massive knee to the midsection and parlays that into an atomic facebuster on 


The General! 


Mac: Look at this guy, The General. He is already knocked out! I've seen Horatio garner more stamina 


with his wife! 


Horatio: | told you..........0 cee it's my desensitization. All those dead bodies..... ....... murdered my 


sex drive. 


JT: TMI, fellas, T...M...1. Radical Red stays on the offensive, throwing The General off the ropes into a 


fall-away slam! Radical Red tags in Macho Man, who is looking to end this pretty abruptly with his elbow drop 


from the top rope! There he goes...and The General moves in the nick of time as Macho lands elbow first into 


the mat! 


Mac: I'll get my wise-cracking forensics guy on that move right away. The lab results are in: "a shitty 


move!" Hah. Case closed! 


JT: Meanwhile, The General uses his in-ring prowess to slide on over and tag in the fresh Rhino. The 
Russian Rhino charges the injured Macho Man and puts him in the corner, mounts him, and starts delivering 


punch after punch right into the face of Macho! And the crowd is counting....1...2....3....4....5... 


Mac: You know, it really is hard to tell who the crowd is rooting for--while Macho has been known to be 
a complete jerk, the fans absolutely love the work ethic of both Radical Red and The Russian Rhino. Also, The 


General is as unpredictable as they come... 


JT: Great point, Mac. Rhino now dismounts, runs to the opposite corner and charges Macho, hitting him 
with the big corner splash! Macho just falls effortlessly to the mat, holding his possibly broken elbow. The 


Rhino delivers a couple of kicks to the back of Macho before tagging in The General. 


Horatio: Looks like Macho just snapped into a slim...... ...... chance of winning! 


JT: Good thing you didn't say the rest of the product just now. Now The General has renewed 
confidence and is pummeling Macho with both fists! The ornery gas attendant is propping Macho up on the 
second rope, and he follows him up to the top....this looks like The General's finisher, The Chevron Bomb, a 


belly-to-belly suplex off the top rope! 


Mac: Here comes the backup though, as Radical Red charges into the ring and wallops The Russian 
Rhino to the floor with a big right hand, and goes to push The General out to the floor as well, but ends up 


knocking both The General and his partner off the top rope, crashing to floor below. Nice move, dumbass. 


JT: Wow, people and their swearing these days. Here comes The Rhino back in to contend with a fired 


up Radical Red, while Macho and The General try to get up from their fall outside. The Rhino opens up the 


offense in the ring with a knife-edge chop that could be heard all the way over in Flint. He follows that with a 


hip toss into a knee to the back submission hold. 


Horatio: But, look to the outside. The General is the first up, looks to Macho, and winds up for a punt 


kick right to the teeth! I'm no football expert, but I'd call that....... ........ a touchback! 


JT: The Rhino releases the submission and looks for a new plan of attack. He picks up Radical Red 
and delivers a mighty backbreaker! And now he's calling for The Soviet Horn, his finisher, a charging drop kick 


straight to the gut.....but wait, The General, who looks pissed as ever, has picked up his portable gas pump.... 


Mac: Look at these Nancys! Having to resort to using illegal weapons.... 


JT: The ref is trying to get outside the ring to stop the use of the gas pump just as Rhino hits Radical 
Red with The Soviet Horn! Radical Red is out cold, but The General bends down and sprays gasoline right into 


the eyes of Macho Man! The ref calls for the bell as Macho is writhing around in unbearable pain. 


Ring announcer: Ladies and gentlemen, the referee has called a stop to this match and Rhythm & 


Rhino is disqualified from the contest. Your winners, via DQ, The Megaer Powers! 


JT: There you have it. The winning team is decimated, while the losers, Rhino and General, are 
bickering once again. We are going to need some medical assistance for Macho Man right away! And dear 
God, no one flick their Bic at this time, please. We need to go to a break...thanks for The Mac:Ratio for being 


here....it'll be them versus The Megaer Powers in the semis, next week! 


Bologna Baby, because it has to be nutritious, even if by accident 


JT: Fans, while you were gone, EMT's carted off Macho Man, who wasn't showing any signs of opening 
his gas-drenched eyes. However, it looks like the medical staff did determine the elbow issue was just a deep 
bone bruise, and no major damage was done. Still, it looks like him wrestling next week may be in serious 


jeopardy. 


[bell rings as ring announcer talks] 


JT: Well, it's main event time, and in singles action we will see LaBen go up against the newly signed 
Dr. Boogie. But, the stakes are even higher because LaBen's adversary, ChinBeard, will be the guest ref. 
Unfortunately, my colleague Coney Island Carl is still not sober, so please let me introduce you to one of 


Chinbeard's close friends, Caleb Trane! 


Caleb Trane: Oooh, man, great to be here! | actually do a little broadcasting myself--I| host a weekly 


podcast called Everything Apple and More. Say, Jeffrey, how's that iPad | lent you the other week? 


JT: It fell into a urinal, then | brought it home but my dog peed on it. So, yeah, it barely functions and 


smells worse than dying. 


CT: Ooooh, don't worry, friend. I've got thousands of 'em. Literally. And the cost is nothing....if casual 


Apple users saw the markup on those products...well, let's just say | might be working for Linux instead. 


JT: Alright, looks like your buddy Chinbeard is already in the ring and there goes the bad 60's 
music...Allman Bros maybe? Dr. Boogie is in the ring, complete with his tye-dye shirt and a stench that's 


making the fans in the first few rows question their life decisions. 
CT: Ahhh, rats, here comes LaBen...! don't know who hates this guy more....me or the fans. What a 
jerk! 


JT: There's the bell and we are off! LaBen charges the hippie but Dr. Boogie, who | doubt actually holds 
a doctorate, dips down for a toe-drop. He goes for the elbow to the back but LaBen rolls over and finger pokes 


Boogie in the eye! A classic Ric Flair move, | say. 


CT: There you go, buddy. Chinbeard is riding LaBen hard for the cheap move, but that bastard LaBen 


shushes him away! Can you do that to the ref? Is that DQ worthy? 


JT: Dairy Queen worthy? That makes no sense. Disqualification worthy? Probably not. Man up, nerd. 


LaBen hovers over his opponent and looks like he wants to finish off Boogie. He sets him up and catches him 


with a powerbomb! Pin attempt...Oh, and Chinbeard was out of position and has to walk around LaBen, and 


finally gets down there for the pin.... 


JT: A pretty slow count....and Boogie kicks out! 


CT: He was out of position. What do you want? 


JT: LaBen is frustrated and starts choking Boogie, which leads to Chinbeard demanding the hold be 


broken. LaBen looks up, shouts an expletive, and continues choking. 


CT: Bam, there's my dude. Chinbeard just totally threw LaBen off of Boogie, but now LaBen shoves 


Chinbeard! Assault! Assault! 


JT: Dr. Boogie is up, grabs LaBen, turns him around and delivers a chinbreaker. Boogie hooks his 


head, but drops down and goes for a small package pin! Chinbeard counts! 


Thr.....LaBen reverses and HE'S got the small package...Chinbeard counts.... 


Th......Dr. Boogie rocks back, and now both guys are on their necks! Chinbeard counts again... 


CT: But who won? Who won?! 


JT: | think LaBen pinned him, but... 


CT: No, Boogie had him down. 


[Chinbeard rushes over to Dr. Boogie, raises his hand and declares him the victor] 


JT: Wow, a surprise verdict and Chinbeard rushes out the ring and LaBen looks both confused and 
irate. Y'know, looking at the replay it does look like both wrestlers have their shoulders down....there is no way 
Chinbeard could have....well, wait a second. It looks like because Chinbeard was set up behind LaBen that he 


only saw LaBen's shoulders down. 


CT: Nonetheless, Chinbeard is still undefeated and now LaBen has two losses going on a giga-billion 


losses!! Get it? Get it?!? What a hack! 


JT: A computer joke, Caleb? Thanks for commentating and no disrespect here, but get your Warcraft 


ass away from the announcer table! 


CT: Sure thing, but we are partying hard tonight! Yoohoo on tap and Apple dollars for all!!! 


JT: This is going to set up one of the fiercest matchups between two men we've seen here at 
Destigeddon as Chinbeard challenges LaBen to a Loser Leaves Town match on Tuesday. Caleb Trane has 
ducked out to congratulate Chinbeard, Dr. Boogie has ventured his way into the crowd to celebrate the win 
with the fans, and a lonesome LaBen is left in bewilderment in the center of the ring, keeled over with his 
hands on his knees. That'll do it for us tonight here in the beautiful town of Cass City...if he isn't fired by 


tomorrow, Carl and | will see on Tuesday! Good night! 


DG News Ruljletin 


We find reporter Jeff Worthington swimming in the tumultuous and rocky ocean waves surrounding the dark 


and ominous island of the wizard, Mordack. 


Mean Jeff Worthington: ** out of breath** Huff, huff, huff...Greetings all! It's main DG reporter Jeff 
Worthington here trying to get the huge scoop that Mordack is here meeting with the new Commissioner 
Security Detail. As dreadful as this place looks, let's try to take a look inside and find out what's going on... 


** peaks in dining room window** 


Mordack: It is a pleasure to see you all finally here. As you've probably gathered from the letters | sent 


you, | have come under new employment with the organization known as...Destigeddon. 
Shadowy Figure 1: No more Black Cloak Society, Mordack? Hmmm...? 


Mordack: Those fools have failed in their quest to take over the magical world. Here, though, we have 


a chance to infiltrate and take over this group of warriors and then release it onto the world! 
Shadowy Figure 2: So what do you want us for? More importantly, Mordack, what do WE get out of it? 


Mordack: Power. Noth has placed me in charge of security, and I've chosen you as the second and 
third members. The leader of Destigeddon won't go anywhere without us present...and that means constant 


interaction and constant influence with the man in charge. 


Shadowy Figure 1: Intriguing. | may have to move some things around on my schedule, but | feel this 


endeavor could turn into a fine...experiment. 
Shadowy Figure 2: Hrrrumph! If you're that bored, Mordack, then | suppose l'Il humor you. 


Mordack: Good. There's an outlet called DETONATION; we'll make our appearance there in the 
coming weeks. Until then, lay low, and don't draw too much attention to yourselves...HEY! Who's that over by 


the window!?! 


JW: Whoops! Gotta go folks! | think | saw a rowboat around here somewhere; I'll see you next time at 


Destigeddon!! **scampers away* 


CHINBEARD VS. LA BEN 
LOSER LEAVES TOWN MATCH 


[a montage of LaBen and Chinbeard rolls as a prologue is read in earnest by The Event's Taylor Cole] 

"A time and place comes upon us when scores are settled and history is written on tablets so those fortunate 
souls that touch down after us may study the event and adjust themselves accordingly. These battles 
carve out the mountainsides and trench out the very rivers and lakes that enrich us with the virility of life 
and sustainability. Throughout history, many apex predators have roamed over these plains and 
plateaus, but not before encountering the nemesis that vowed complete domination and rule over them. 
What will be of us when the lion and the tiger butt heads to forever keep the flame of the hierarchy alive 
and paramount? 

What will be of us all--not just here at Destigeddon but all of the universes layered together--when LaBen 
stands toe-to-toe with Chinbeard for everlasting dominance? We are all witnesses to the chilling yet 


necessary surmise that there CAN... ........ only be one." 


Jeff Togo: Wellllllcome, one and all, to this highly anticipated feature match between two guys whose 
history predates even the beginning of this fine company. We are coming to you live from the F-Block 
Fieldhouse in Gainesville, Florida in the lovely Madison Pointe district. Joining me as always is my sober 


colleague, Coney Island Carl. 


Coney Island Carl: Dat's right, Toag. You got two of the hottest wrestlers in the business right now, as 


well as da best announce team in the game in one of da sunniest, most sizzlin' cities in the lower 48! 


JT: And we should also note that this is the very city where the rivalry was born. Both LaBen and 
Chinbeard combined to make the dominant team of the Madison Pointe Marauders, holding the belt three 
different times in Gainesville Championship Wrestling and earning themselves a spot on the list of World's 


Sexiest and Greatest Tag Teams in the magazine Rassi/e. 


CIC: But it ended up being a 'he said, he said' relationship. LaBen said Beard was holding the team 


back, and Beard said LaBen's ego was inflated like a Macy Day float. 


JT: As for the ramifications of the match, you would have to think the winning party would either be 


invited into the North American Battle Royal or undertake the task of battling on The Desticano. 


CIC: You say invited like it's a privilege or sumpin'. How about that whiny sack a crap Lebron James, 


accepting an offer to fight for the North American belt?! You believe dat? 


JT: Well, | heard that nothing is official, but management is very much open to the idea of cross- 
promoting with the Miami Heat and bringing in more fans to our product. While questionable, | think this move 


can do much more good than harm. Fans can read about the announcement over at Destinews Central. 


CIC: | dink it's a joke, Toag. | mean, you got handfuls of guys back there in da locker room waiting, 
sweating, bleeding, giving it one hundred and ten percent and more....and for what? Some millionaire softy to 


take their spot? | might just get in that ring at PUNCHGIVING and eliminate the bozo myself! 


JT: We shall see if that story progresses any more, but Carl, do you have anything to say to the fans? 


CIC: Well, ughh, yeah. My actions at the last episode of Detonation were deplorable. Was | drunk on 
the job? Yeah. Did | swear in front of children and dair muddas? Sure, | did. But | am here to tell my family, my 
friends at Destigeddon, who are also family to me, and the loving fans that nuttin’, | mean nuttin’, like dat will 


ever happen again. 


JT: Wow, Carl. | think | almost teared up... 


CIC [punches Jeff in the arm]: Watch it, Toag. We'll see how you like it when you eventually get wooed 


by one of deez Mr. Victory groupies and den all a sudden she wants to write a tell-all book. 


JT: Doubtful, although that darn Victory looks like he is just SWIMMING in it. I'm talkin' one on each 
arm, one on his shoulders, and another one out there picking up the dry cleaning. But on that note the ring 


announcer is addressing the fans and it looks like we are ready to get this baby on the road! 


CIC: | can't wait. Deez fans despise LaBen, and while Chinbeard is seen as the silver knight dat has to 


slay the dragon, he did align himself wit dat sleazy, Caleb Trane. 


JT: | think the question on the mind of everyone is...will Trane show his face tonight? Is he even here 


tonight? 


[music crashes down upon the fans, who erupt in joyous applause and untamed yelling] 


CIC: Here comes da man, Chinbeard. And he is lookin' dappa! Looks like he got his beard combed, his 


blue pants pressed and by da look on his face he brought his ass-kickin' shoes! 


JT: And, Carl, don't forget, the fans are still buzzing on the blogs and message boards about that 
controversial finish between LaBen and Dr. Boogie, where both combatants had their shoulders down, but 
referee Chinbeard was only able to see LaBen's position...he counted to three and declared Dr. Boogie the 


winner. Do you think that loss is still resonating in the head of LaBen? 


CIC: Hey, | used to wrestle, so | know. A loss like that, it just doesn't go away. LaBen, he lost to an 
unknown. Meanwhile, da guy he is supposed to wrestle tonight, Chinbeard, has yet to lose a match since 


appearing here. 


JT: Undefeated and killed a guy, Carl. Lest you forget about SmokeLocke, LaBen's former bodyguard. 


CIC: Clearly, da authorities didn't have enough of dat, oh, what's it called, the CSI stuff....oh! Tangible 
evidencel!!....to clearly say dat Chinbeard was responsible. For all we know, Beard may of found SmokeLocke 


behind the alley all bloated and OD'ed. And for intimidation, he took da credit. 


JT: Wow, Carl. You could probably write for CBS. Uh oh, there is the well-known music of the one and 
only LaBen, who is now making his way to the ring. He is pointing his finger right at Chinbeard and....in a dead 


sprint jumps in the ring and starts throwing haymakers right at Beard! 


CIC: Da ref is tryin' to separate 'em, but what's the point? Looks like two more refs are on da way... 


JT: They finally get the two separated and the head ref has something to say. 


Ref [calling for mic]: | have this e-mail from Commissioner Noth's office. And it says, "This grudge 
match should happen as it was intended to happen. The hate and vitriol runs deep, as should everything this 
Fieldhouse has to offer. Therefore, this match cannot end on a disqualification. However, the importance of the 
most resilient and talented wrestler to win cannot be stated enough, so there shall be NO OUTSIDE 
INTERFERENCE by any parties. Any interference will be met with a six month suspension and no pay. This 
goes especially for Caleb Trane, who would not only be suspended, but | would take it upon myself to have 


him FIRED from the Apple Store. Thanks, and enjoy the show!" 


Ref: You guys both heard it...this is NO DQ, and the loser gets fired from the company. Let's keep it 


classy, and let's...BRING IT ON! C'mon, now! 


CIC: There they go and immediately Chinbeard takes advantage of da match rules and delivers a 


blatant low blow to LaBen that knocks the coffee out of his hand and da bluetooth off his ear! 


JT: Chinbeard remains on the offensive with rapid succession kicks to the gut. He picks up LaBen and 


nails him with a Russian uppercut, but LaBen counters with an eye poke that neutralizes his opponent. 


CIC: LaBen's got 'em in a wrist lock, torqueing the arm 180 degrees...he can take him wherever he 


wants now...but he just drops an elbow right onto Beard's shoulder and they drop to da ground! 


JT: We are seeing great technical wrestling...LaBen has turned the move into a submission arm bar, 


and this is dangerous because he has Beard square in the middle of the ring! 


CIC: Da ref is circlin, looking for any sign that Chinbeard might tap...but that's unlikely, what wit his 


livelihood here at stake! 


JT: Chinbeard is reaching, slowing trying to grasp the ropes. But it looks like before he can even get to 
the rope, LaBen released the hold and scoots outside. He's grabbing around under the ring and he pulls 


out...wait, what is that? 


CIC: Ughh, it looks like...a stuffed deer head! And now he's bringin’ back into da ring! Swing and 


a....nailed him, Toag! 


JT: While Beard turned around, LaBen absolutely destroyed him by taking the deer head and nailing it 
over his head. LaBen takes the deer head, and presses it, antler first into the back of Chinbeard. LaBen steps 
on the deer head, wrenches the arms back and oh my lord...he is putting Beard into a crossbow with the 


stuffed deer head! 


CIC: Yeah, dat is out of this world painful! He's got his legs pushing up against the deer, which is 


pushing its antlers into Beard's back. But yeah, Beard is face down in some kind of modified crossbow hold. 


JT: Chinbeard's will to win looks to be just too strong. He is not tapping from this quite ridiculous move! 


Nonetheless, LaBen is yelling at the ref to call it. 


LaBen: He's done! FINISHED! Phone it in, baby! 


CIC: Chinbeard is staying in dis thing! He's looking for some way out of this...and yes! He upkicks 
LaBen right in the yambag and roles over, releasing the deer head! LaBen is keeled over while Chinbeard rolls 


out da ring to recuperate. 


JT: But LaBen knows what's at stake...he exits the ring to confront Beard but "The Hirsute One" 
clotheslines LaBen as he turns the corner. Now it's Chinbeard that's reaching under the ring....he pulled out a 
mop bucket! Beard picks him up, flips him over....oh wow!! Chinbeard is giving LaBen a swirly in the mop 


bucket!! 


CIC: I've lived in some rank places in my life, and dealt with some foul things, but that is disgustin’. Like 


Dover at 3AM disgustin’. 


JT: Chinbeard lets him up for air, but dips him back down for round two! The crowd is loving this, Carl! 


Beard drops him to the mat and the mop bucket falls over and spills mop water everywhere...LaBen tries to 


regain his balance on the guardrail, but Chinbeard slams the bucket on his head, followed by a roundhouse 


kick to the bucket! Kerrr-doooosh! That hurt... 


CIC: Hey, if we are callin' Chinbeard "The Hirsute One" can | call LaBen, wait for it..."The Suited One?" 


Y'know, on a account, cuz he wears a suit? 


JT: What?! 


CIC: Well, da Suited One just fell over, probably because of a mop concussion. Chinbeard is now 


walking across the ring, and it looks like he found LaBen's briefcase and takes it in the ring wit him. 


JT: | don't think anyone here in the F-Block Fieldhouse is sitting...you could bottle up the excitement, 
cut it with rainwater and sell it as bootleg whisky! Chinbeard is really working them now...they are cheering for 
him to do something with that briefcase...he looks around, points to where LaBen is passed out and gives the 


Gladiatorial "thumbs down." 


CIC: He's pullin out all da stops, Toag. Now he's climbin' to da top rope with dat suitcase, points to da 


crowd again, and belts out sumpin' inaudible... 


JT: BOOOOOM! Chinbeard leaped from the top rope to the outside, placed the briefcase under his 
knee and drove his knee straight into the chest of LaBen....his ribs have got to be broken! All of them, just 


shattered. He salutes the crowd again, rolls LaBen in the ring, and goes for the pin! 


Thr...! A two and a half count! 


CIC: We were DAT close to seeing LaBen go bye bye. Chinbeard stays on da attack, picks LaBen up 


belly-to-belly, and gives him a spinebuster! Solid move by Beard! 


JT: Chinbeard has shown us a great arsenal of moves and it continues...he's climbing to the top again 
and positions himself for his moonsault, The Combover. Ooooh, and LaBen moves out of the way and Beard 


lands flat on his stomach. 


CIC: Now, LaBen sees an opportunity, gets up and hits Chinbeard with HIS own move, The Goatee 


Guillotine, a swinging neckbreaker! He goes for the cover... 


2...kick out! 


JT: That's the epitome of disrespect in this business--using another man's finisher on him! It's gonna 
take a lot more than that to finish off Chinbeard! LaBen looks about spent and is now reaching for something in 


his jacket pocket...it's...it's....a bottle of mustard!?!? 


CIC: He's got da yellow stuff and he's squirtin’ it right into da face of Chinbeard! That's low, Toag. 


JT: Mustard in your beard? Embarrassing to the 'enth' degree! Chinbeard is now flailing around like 
Macho Man was the other night after he had gas sprayed in his eyes. He rolls outside to look for that mop 


water but it's all spilled out... 


CIC: Look out! LaBen suicide dives right into Chinbeard as he was turning around! Da back of Beard's 


head slammed into the guardrail. Hey, you smell hot dogs? 


JT: And just like that the tables have turned...LaBen drags his opponent back into the ring and delivers 


a DDT...he goes for the pin... 


Th.....kick out! Chinbeard kicks out! 


JT: He picks him up again, but Beard musters all his strength to tuck LaBen under for a small package 


roll-up... 


Thre....OHHHH, LaBen kicks out just in the nick of time. If he lost two matches within a week to the small 


package, no one would ever let him live that down... 


CIC: LaBen comes off da ropes and, shoulder block to knock Beard back down.... 


JT: Chinbeard is now limp, gets picked up and LaBen points to the sky, yells, and....it's a jackknife 


powerbomb! LaBen hooks the leg for the pin... 


Three!! It's over! It's over! Three count! 


CIC: Da fat lady has sung, and Chinbeard is outta here! 


JT: LaBen brushes his hands together, gets up with a wry smile, and falls to the ropes in victory! 


Chinbeard is still woozy but is being helped up by the referee. LaBen is calling for the mic... 


LaBen: How's that, mustard boy?! Uhh, buh-BYE! Scram! See ya later! This is my ring....my company! 
And trust me...I will deal with that miscreant, Caleb, later on down the line. His just desserts are comin’, boy! 


C'mon, ref, drag his carcass outta here! 


JT: Unbelievable finish! There were several times in this match when you thought Chinbeard would 


persevere and finish off this pompous jerk! 


CIC: It's simple, Toag. Size overcame heart tonight. Now it looks like Chinbeard has a mic... 


Chinbeard: La......L-ABEN! LABEN!!! You may have won, and | may be gone from the company...but 
just remember one thing. The bond....(cough)...the bond between us, the one we developed right here in 


Gainesville... 
[crowd erupts] 


Chinbeard: Yeah, yeah, right here....that bond....is forever, LaBen. You may not have to see me, deal 


with me, or wrestle me...but you will... NEVER FORGET ME!!! 
CIC: Da hell?! What, are dey gonna make out now or sumpin'? 


JT: Chinbeard is being helped to the locker room as LaBen mocks the fans that are booing him. So, 
what about the ramifications? Chinbeard is fired, and | think you can say LaBen has become a major player 


here at Destigeddon. 


CIC: Da sky's da limit. He could be in da North American Battle Royal, he can sit back and become a 


movie star, or even throw his name in the Desticano hat. Any'ding is possible at this point. 


JT: | have to agree with Carl. What will LaBen's next move be? Will he show up at Detonation this 
Friday? We shall find out...but | just want to thank the fine people of Gainesville for having us...what a match 


we had tonight! He's Coney Island Carl, and I'm your man on the call, Jeff Togo. G'night, everyone! 


For tickets to LIVE Destigeddon events, including Detonation episodes, touring feature matches, and 
mecha-events like PUNCHGIVING, visit www.ticketmaster.com and search 'Destigeddon.' If no current 
events show up, it just means the event is sold out. But keep trying. Service charges may apply. 
Actually, they will apply. Hard and fast! You'll never want to use Ticketmaster again. Ever! 80 dollars for 


Lady Gaga? Bitch, please! 
POST CREDITS SCENE 


** B-roll of swaying palm trees, somewhere in South Florida** 


Lebron James: What should | do next? Should | fire my PR guy? Should | run for mayor? Should | claim 
that Cleveland is the city where the zombie infestation began and have war declared upon it? Should | just be 


myself? 


Maybe I'll take up a new practice? Perhaps golf? That's pretty good for a squeaky clean image? What should | 


do, America? Should | just sit here and cry in this locker room? What sho... 


**a mysterious voice interrupts** 


Voice: Lebron, you should enter yourself into the North American battle royal with nine other lucky 
contestants! Then you shall prove to the world and the naysayers that you, Lebron James, can stand upon 


your own feet! 


LBJ: | don't know what that is, but yes, I'll do it. 


Voice: Excellent! Just meet me at this location oh, around 6pm-ish on November 28th. Also, bring a pair 
of tights and your favorite batch of PED's...and remember, if you hear boos, they are probably directed at 


Tearin' Jared or someone else! 


LBJ [looking at paper]: Hmmmph, this isn't too far from my house... 


Wiss suits eet 


NATION 


WITH POWER COMES GREAT MAYHEM 


A beam of light shoots into the middle of the ring. There, with mic in hand, is the winner of the Loser 


Leaves Town Match: LABen. 


LABen: Listen up, slobs! ** immediate boos** SHUT UP!! He got what was comin' to him. I've sweated 
and bled and given up MY life to become the most successful wrestler in the world. And based on my 


performance this past Tuesday, I'd say I've done a pretty good job, eh? ** more angry booing** 


LABen: Come down here and say that, fatboy! In any case, this win means that Chinbeard is out of my 


hair and I'm free to takeover this measly company. And | dare anyone who would try to stop me! 


Mysterious Challenger: I'd challenge you, LABen, if | didn't already know the outcome... That outcome, 


of course, would be MY VICTORY!!! 
LABen: Mister Victory... You sniveling can of excrement... | knew | smelled a cheater in the house. 


Mr. Victory: Hah hah HAH!! A puny insult from a puny man. LABen... I've beaten you before and I'm 
damn sure going to do it again. Instead, this time my boot will be on your face and the North American 
championship around my belt! And with no Chinbeard to help you out, I'd say your chances of slithering away 


from my grasp are zero to none. **aajusts $5000 suit, replaces sunglasses and exits the building** 


Rusty "Parts" Jenkins: Whoa. LABen, fresh from his victory over Chinbeard, is now being stalked by 
Victory! What is that history Gaston was referencing, | wonder? And as LABen walks away angrily yelling at 
Victory and his own dissenters in the audience, we start another riveting episode of DETONATION! With me 


tonight, as usual, is the dictator of Death, COBRA Commander!! 


COBRA: Hiya, Parts! With Chinbeard gone, LABen is on the loose, folks, and a new era in his life is 
slowly unfolding. Elsewhere, we have even more troubling predicaments. The Mega-er Powers, containing 
"Macho Man" Randy Savage and "Radical Red" Zach Bartram, are down a Macho Man. And management has 


yet to reveal who Radical Red's partner will be in the semi-finals tonight! Unbelievable! 


RP: Indeed, good sir. The Macho Redness is alone tonight, and Mac:Ratio will surely take advantage of 
that flaw. Further, we have the Outsiders facing off against rookie team Middleburg Mayhem! One of these 


teams tonight will gain the Tag Team Championship belts at PUNCHGIVING...I'm so excited! 


COBRA: But let's check in with our first match here at the drafty and barely standing Salvation Army 
Center here in delightful Sanford, Florida. Ben P's up against up-and-coming DG star, Sean Dovar. Dovar has 
been quite prominent star on DG's Maelstrom, a smaller wrestling venue that can only be seen on Estonia3 
TV. He recently tackled Chet Thornberg for a chance at Ben P, the hot star from DX, and tonight we'll see if the 


kid has got it. And we have our bell! 


RP: Ben P is attempting a strong push for his identity outside of DX, though. The guys have been 
training him, and he's learned a lot; but every wrestler wants his own image to shine. This goal tends to differ 
from Trehern's agenda, who seems content with running around with the nWo. In the ring, we see Dovar 


attempt an early headlock, but Ben P breaks out of it with an elbow to the thigh. That's gonna bruise. 


COBRA: Ben P swings Dovar into the ropes and clotheslines the ex-football player. Dovar, playing high 
school and college ball here in his home state of Florida, made that unbelievable leap from collegiate athlete to 
professional wrestler; a bond he shares with fellow collegiate veteran, Chet Thornberg. As Ben P runs himself 
into the ropes and hurtles back toward Dovar, he delivers a momentous knee drop. Ben P has become a fan of 
the lower body moves. Leg drops, knee drops, even an attempt at a "Sweet Chin Music"-esque move called 


the "Degeneration Flux". 


RP: Dovar manages to get to his feet and wraps his arms around Ben P's waist. Oh! Dovar delivers a 
mighty German suplex. Ben P is dazed, but Dovar doesn't want to cease. Another rolling German suplex! And 


another! Ben P is getting his lights hammered on, and the house is going dim! 


COBRA: | wouldn't count him out just yet! Ben P manages a choke hold on Dovar and pushes him into 
the turnbuckle. A great body slam up against the corner! And as Ben P walks away, he turns quickly and pulls 
Dovar onto his shoulders. Carrying him into the middle of the ring, Ben P delivers his patented Jammin’ 


Salmon (a Hercules neckbreaker) and goes in for the pin! 


THREE!! 


RP: And Ben P does it!! He's proven himself for the first time that he can win matches without the help 
of Degeneration X, which may strike fear into the heart of Trehern. Dovar, on the other hand, must now scratch 
a big "L" next to his scorecard. Poor kid. We hope to see him back here soon, ‘cause | think the guy has 


potential. 


COBRA: And we hope to see YOU back after these messages! 


Reading Rainbow...F*ckin' learn how to read, kids...for gods' sake. 


RP: The Sanford Salvation Army Center has never been so packed! We got everybody from Winter 


Park all the way up to Apopka here, all waiting for the semi-final match-up between The Outsiders and 


Middleburg Mayhem. Both teams have just entered the center, and the crowd's going crazy. Ludacris is 
wearing a weird monk robe, while the Brummhunter sternly stares down the wild antics of Nash and Hall. 


Those nWo guys are real beatniks! 


COBRA: My kinda guys, Parts. Hall and Trehern were actually staking this place out a couple weeks 
ago, getting a feel for the environment and possibly stealing hot dog buns. The crowd here is psyched, though, 
and FINALLY the match is underway. Brummhunter starts out against Nash, both looming giants in an ever- 


shrinking ring. 


RP: An immediate neck-lock, followed by eye-scratching from Nash. Brumm, however, seems unfazed. 
He motions Nash to attack, and the nWo vet is too happy to oblige. Nash attempts a submission hold, but the 
Martian Brummhunter moves too quickly. He's got Nash's arm in a lock and he's twisting hard! Nash hammers 
his boot onto Brumm's shin, but the alien wrestler is again unresponsive. The ref asks if Nash wants to submit, 


but Big Sexy grabs the ropes and is released. 


COBRA: Speaking of submission, how about that Macho Man taking gasoline to the face at last week's 
DETONATION? We STILL don't know who Red's tag-team partner is going to be, or if he's going to even have 


one at all! For all we know, it may be a one-sided match up between Mac, Horatio and Red. 


RP: My money is on Tearin' Jarod Blanding; he'd be a great fill-in for Savage. High flyer with no regard 
for his own humanity. As we speak though, Nash tags in Hall. Hall tries to tackle Brumm into the turnbuckle, 


but the alien grabs Hall by the jerry-curls and tosses him into the middle of the ring. Brumm tags in Ludah! 


COBRA: Pretty boring match so fa-- OOOH!!! Hall just delivered a mighty clothesline to Ludah and has 
motioned to Nash to help him out. Hall holds Ludah's arms and Nash cracks an elbow into the hip-hop star's 


chikety-chest! | heard a crack, Parts, a definite crack! 


RP: Brumm is yelling at the ref, who is now too busy arguing with the Mayhem partner to watch the 


nWo tag-team at work. Behind the ref's back, Nash is holding Ludah by the neck and arching him backwards. 


Hall climbs the ropes and delivers a KNEE DROP TO THE MIDSECTION from the top rope! ARRRGH, Ludah 
is in deep bling right here! 
COBRA: Ref is back in it, and with Hall the legal man, he prepares Ludah for a Razor's Edge! And 


BOOM!! Right into the mat! Hall tags out, and Nash enters to drop a knee to the face. Goes for the pin! 


Th...Kick out! 


RP: Nash gets up, pushes against the ropes to gain momentum! He hurtles himself to the other side of 
the ring and knocks Brumm to the outer ring! On his way back to Ludah, Hall holds the rapper for a perfectly 
delivered BIG BOOT!! Ludah has been unconscious for the last couple minutes, and this is just Outsiders’ 


gravy. Nash goes for the pin! 


THREE!!! 


COBRA: Holy Cow! The Outsiders dominate AGAIN! These guys are peeling through the bracket! 
Mayhem is out, and Ludacris is reconsidering his choice to join DG. But Hall and Nash are ecstatic!! They're 
going to the FINALS at Punchgiving!! And here comes Hogan, Trehern, and the Giant to congratulate them!! 
The nWo on top, and Middleburg on the bottom. What does the future hold for The Mega-er Powers and 


Mac:Ratio?? Stay tuned to find out! 


Grayson...the trailer that started everything. 


COBRA: Aaaand we're back, folks, for the conclusion of the semi-final rounds of the Tag Team 
Tournament. We've seen alot of action these last couple weeks, and it all comes to a close tonight before the 


big showdown at PUNCHGIVING! 


RP: And as "Radical Red" Zach Bartram enters the ring alone to the "Mega-er Powers" theme, we can 
only wonder what the managerial decision is on his tag-team partner. And here come Mac:Ratio! A fan favorite 
for the last couple years, both men are originally from New York, until Horatio (who spoke with us LAST 


WEEK) took a job as a Miami-Dade police lieutenant. 


COBRA: The ref is talking to the tag teams, and Radical Red still waits, looking around nervously for 
what may be his stand-alone moment at Destigeddon. Macho Man, last week, was blinded by the General's 


"Fill ‘er Up" maneuver. It wasn't until this week that we saw Mach-- 


COBRA: OH NO!! | can't believe it! B.O.Z.E, the Enforcer, has entered the gym and is making his way 
to the ring. Could this be the partner for the Mega-er Powers? He seems to be walking to Red's corner, and 


YES, a pat on the back confirms it!! Radical Red and B.O.Z.E. versus Mac:Ratio. And there's the bell!! 


RP: I'm speechless, COB! Radical Red starts us off as he delivers a few left hooks to Mac's skull, but 
the veteran detective blocks most of them. In his tailored suit, Mac quickly catches an oncoming punch and 
tosses Red into the ropes. Mac dances around the Clay High Killah, and mocks him by slapping the back of his 


head. 


COBRA: Looking pissed, Red stares down Mac and goes in for an arm lock. He twists the detective's 
arm but then delivers a leg sweep, bringing Mac to the ground! Red then delivers a few hard-hitting kicks to 
Mac's ribs. Ugh, what a beatdown! Horatio seems irate, asking the ref to DQ Red. B.O.Z.E. stands ominously, 


probably waiting to access his "BRUTAL SMACKDOWN" programming. 


RP: Red picks up Mac by the hair and sends him into the ropes. As Mac reaches Red, Bartram delivers 


a mighty reverse-neckbreaker!!! 


COBRA: And B.O.Z.E. is tagged in! Looming over Mac, he doesn't seem to register the threat. At 7"1', 
B.O.Z.E. weighs in at a monumental 787 pounds. All that circuitry adds up. According to DG management, 


B.O.Z.E. cannot use a full-body pin. Instead, B.O.Z.E. goes for the one-arm pin! 


KICK-OUT! 


RP: Obviously that 150 pound arm wasn't enough to keep Mac down. Standing up, Mac Taylor adjusts 
his tie and climbs onto the cyborgs back! He's scrapping the eyes of the giant computer, but B.O.Z.E. again 
simply stands and walks to the middle of the ring. B.O.Z.E. bends over abruptly and catapults Mac into the 
ropes!! While laying motionless on the mat, B.O.Z.E. prepares for a falling elbow drop; as he hurtles toward 


Mac, Horatio drags the unconscious corpse out of the ring. Horatio tags himself in! 


COBRA: B.O.Z.E. now reconfigures his program, addressing the issue of Horatio. B.O.Z.E. grabs the 
Miami-made wrestler and flings him into the turnbuckle. A body splash flattens Horatio! Good lord, that had to 
crush organs! Horatio dizzily stumbles to stay standing, but B.O.Z.E. delivers the "B1NARY BOOT" right to 


Horatio's chin!!! Horatio is gone!! B.O.Z.E. goes in for the pin... 


RP: Wait...what's wrong with him. He's stopped dead in his tracks! B.O.Z.E.'s optical sensors seem to 


be malfunctioning, but why? 


COBRA: Don't you see? The glare of this dimly lit gym is reflecting off of Horatio's sunglasses!! They 
just fried B.O.Z.E.'s optical circuitry!! Mac, bruised and battered, stumbles into the ring and helps Horatio to his 
feet and points to B.O.Z.E. What do they have planned?? Horatio rams his shoulder into the B.O.Z.E.'s back, 
and the mighty robot starts to fall like a mighty oak! Meanwhile, Mac has climbed the ropes and kicks Red in 
the chin! Is it? YES IT IS!! A make-shift AUTOPSY! Mac lands the 450 front-flip, and Horatio follows with the 


pin! 


THREE!! 


RP: Red attempts a last ditch effort to drag Horatio off of the 'borg, but the ref has counted it!!! 
Mac:Ratio are in the finals!! Too bad about Red though, but maybe when the Macho Madness and Redness 
are one again, their dreams of being tag team champions will come to fruition. Until then, the best of luck to 
Mac:Ratio and the Outsiders as they face each other at PUNCHGIVING!! Wait, what's this? I'm getting word 
that Management and Commissioner Greg Noth have approved the entry of "Radical Red" Bartram in the 
North American Championship Battle Royal!! What great news! Surely this is because of Red's noble 
performance tonight despite a strange new tag partner. The best of luck to him, as well! We'll be right back, 


folks! 


THE LEGEND OF ZELDA 2 


RP: During the commercial break, ladies and gentlemen, Trehern entered the Salvation Army Center 
for his match with Dingo Danielson. Last we saw them, they were both welcomed into the DestiCano match 
this week at PUNCHGIVING. Having canceled their DETONATION match last time, Trehern pulled some 


strings and locked down ANOTHER showdown with the Awesome Aussie. 


COBRA: And Dingo seems pretty angry as he stomps down the ramp. It doesn't help that he lost a tag- 
team battle during Maelstrom this week with partner Soldier Britain. Their team name? All the King's Forces. A 


right clever name if you ask me! Maybe someday we'll see them in competition for the DG Tag Team Belts. 


RP: No comments from either party this week. Looks like the time for rapping and jawing is over. It's 
just straight physicality now! Trehern and Dingo lock, and then push each other away, getting a feel for one 
another's strength. Looks like, muscle-wise, Danielson tops Trehern 2-fold. More time wrestling alligators and 


hippos will get you forearms like hams. 


COBRA: Trehern slides toward Dingo, tripping him and attempting a pin, but it's an instant kick-out. 
Trehern rushes to his feet and propels himself against the ropes! He lunges at Dingo, but is met with a 
shoulder to the midsection. Wind is out of him, so Dingo heaves the young wrestler over the ropes and into the 


outer ring. 


RP: Dingo follows and begins hammering the Sentinel editor with furious punches to the head. Trehern, 
dazed as all hell, barely blocks any. His face is swelling from the impact of the Australian's beatdown. But then 
a counter! Trehern drives his elbow into the face of Dingo, and then delivers a knee kick to the neck!! Dingo is 


suffering from that one, I'm sure! 


COBRA: Just as Trehern goes to pick up Dingo, someone from the crowd slams the nWo member with 


a trash can!!! Who the hell is that?? This is just too much!! 


RP: I'd recognize that green logo anywhere! That's Ben P! He's interfering with the match, and the ref 
was too concerned with Dingo's condition to notice. Now Trehern is blacking out, and Dingo gets his chance! 


Dragging Trehern back into the ring, Dingo slingshots himself off the top rope and serves a double atomic 


elbow to the spine of Trehern!! I'm reading the background on Danielson, and that debilitating maneuver is 


called "Kidman's Lover"! 


COBRA: Danielson goes in for the pin... 


THREE! 


RP: Booo! Now, I'm not saying I'm a fan of Trehern, the kid is nuts. But he gets shafted so often! First 
the Flair incident with Blanding, and now his mortal enemy Ben P has helped Dingo get the win tonight. Worse 


yet, Trehern faces both these men again at DESTICANO!! Ben P holds and the mic... 


Ben P: **raises Danielson's arm in victory* Listen up, Trehern! I'm gonna get that Destigeddon 
championship belt, and like all those times before, I'll mail you a picture of me wearing it, so you will know, 


once and for all, that | am the beginning and the end of DESTIGEDDON. 


*“Dingo elbows Ben P in the face** 


COBRA: Wow! Ben P really should have seen that coming! Trash talking about the DestiCano match 
while holding his opponent. Now a fist fight has broken out, and Trehern is coming to! He gets to his feet and 
spears both Ben P and Dingo!! The unsteady match ring shakes gently, then collapses!! Damn the funding of 
this place!! Now we're seeing it!! DX has entered the gym with sledgehammers in hand and are trucking it 
toward the ring!!! Hall and Nash, almost out the door, have returned to back up Trehern!! Dingo has 


unsheathed his Bowie knife, and the party has just begun!! 


RP: Sorry, ladies and gentlemen, but that's the end of DETONATION tonight! Tune in this week for 


PUNCHGIVING, Destigeddon's first huge PPV event! Best part? IT'S FREE!! Good night!! 


POST CREDITS SCENE 


Mean Jeff Worthington: Holy crap! | didn't see this coming! ME? Announcing the World Tag Team 
Championship!?! Unconceivable. As for my co-host, | have to go with someone who knows as much about 


wrestling as | do about his mom: Horace Smith. Welcome to the team, Horace. 
Horace Smith: Yeah, Jeff, thanks. As your manager, though, are you even getting paid for this gig? 


JW: Good question...no. But if | wasn't here, | wouldn't get sweet leaks like this! Ladies and 
gentlemen, for your information, we have the first sightings of the dreaded DESTICANO! Standing at over 
200m, this monstrous mountain not only has deadly sheer cliffs, but a jagged wall of glass, a fiery river of lava, 
and a Staircase of Madness. Not only that, but those unlucky enough to fall to the base of the great cliff may 


face the dangers of quick sand and roaming enemies. Surely a sight to behold here in Oceanside, California! 
Back to you, Horace! 
Horace: Um...Jeff? | got nothing... 


JW: Great point, buddy! And we'll be seeing you this Sunday night too at PUNCHGIVING!! 


NORTH AMERICAN BATTLE ROYAL 


**camera catches Radical Red on the phone with a woman** 


Radical Red: Yeah, yeah, baby, don't worry. | got this in the robot dude | teamed with last time 
out, y'know, B.O.Z.E.? He's gonna be there, watchin’ my back. I've already gotta game plan. It's foolproof. I'ma 
do this for me, and my boy Randy Savage. Much love, son. Oh, what's that? Oh, yeah, the mystery opponent. 
Don't worry, babe, it's probably one of Mr. Victory's cronies from the gym. But | gotta tail it...show's about to 


start. Keep that bed warm, Miss, I'll be back for SportsCenter. 


*“fireworks launch, camera pans to Jeff and Carl** 


Jeff Togo: Wellllllllcome, Destigites, to our biggest event to date... PUNCHGIVING! We are coming to 
you live from sunny Florida City, Florida at Homestead High Gymnasium and boy, do we have a show for you! 


Joining me as always is my trusty color guy, Coney Island Carl! 


Coney Island Carl: You said it, Toag. Hey, dey got the two best dudes in announcing calling the 


opening match of Punchgiving? You draw the short straw? 


JT: Certainly not. But what | can tell you is that ten wrestlers are about to compete for the brand new, 
fresh from the mint, North American Championship, and it's battle royal rules. Once you are in the ring, the 


only way to be knocked out is to be thrown OVER the top rope and both feet hit the ground. 


CIC: Me personally, I've been waitin for dis one for a while now. | mean, you had guys qualify for da 
match, earn dair way tru da Commish himself, or just turn up randomly wit invitations. Not to mention, we only 


know nine of da guys...it could be anyone. Is it you, Toag? 


JT: I'm much too old for that, now, but let's cut to the ring where the announcer is reading the rules and 
the wrestlers one by one are making their way to the ring. Out first to that signature music is Shawn Michaels, 


followed by the hated Mr. Victory and relative fan favorite Coronary. Any early predictions, Carl? 


CIC: Well, you have to look at several dings like size, speed, and experience. Obviously, The Giant and 
B.O.Z.E. are the two behemoths of da ring, but den you got quick, speedy guys like Coronary and Tearin Jarod 
running around. But you also cannot, | mean, cannot forget about HBK, who has two Royal Rumble victories 


under his belt. My bet? | love size, and I'd be surprised if anyone can knock out The Giant. 


JT: Speaking of The Giant, he's out next, representing the nWo. The blood should boil between him 
and HBK of DX, something we should keep an eye on. Now here comes Sean Dovar, who despite losing last 
week at Detonation has been pretty active over on our sister show, Maelstrom. And now it looks like B.O.Z.E. 


and Radical Red are coming out together, followed by Horsemen representative Tearin Jarod. 


CIC: Chyeah, what's left of da Horsemen. Flair's suspended, and | heard Ole threw out his back for the 


9th time dis year! 


JT: But business is about to pick up because the speakers are blaring Will Smith's "Welcome to Miami" 


and the Florida City fans are going beserkers! Here he is, people...the King...Lebron James!! 

CIC: | still don't know who signed off on dis, but the internet bandwidth thing is buzzin and people love 
it! 

JT: There are our nine, but that still leaves one more spot. Will it even be filled? And who makes that 


choice? It's questions like these that... 


[the lights dim and a cloud of smoke fills the gymnasium, followed by a crashing bolt of lightning. A tall, 


menacing man appears at the top of the entrance ramp] 


JT: [fumbling through show notes] Who the hell is that? Doesn't that guy look familiar?!? 


CIC: Yeah, I've seen him hang around back wit dat Mordack guy...dose are the guys that 


Commissioner Noth has hired for security, but | don't see Mordack anywhere. It's just... 


JT: Our employment records show his name as "Turdukkendorf." | repeat, the official announcement is 
that Turdukkendorf is the last entrant and this puppy can start! The ref shows off that beautiful North American 


belt one last time and there's the bell! 


CIC: Absolute chaos, Toag. Ten guys goin’ at it for the belt! Bad blood dies hard, cuz The Giant and 


HBK and duking it out and here comes Dorf to join them. 


JT: Victory is squaring off with B.O.Z.E. in another corner, and from the looks of things B.O.Z.E. is 
getting the upper hand with right after right straight to the blonde dome of Mr. Victory. Coronary is looking to 
get busy, knocking down Lebron James with a Lou Thesz press, and look at this...he's going up to the top 


rope...he tries a splash on The Giant, but the big man just catches him... 


CIC: Just like dat, he dumps Coronary out da ring like a piece of garbage. Da Mexican high flier is outta 


here! Did we even see him enter the ring? 


JT: Coronary must have been in the ring pre-broadcast. But this action doesn't stop as Sean Dovar 
sprints across the ring to hit Turdukkendorf with an Open Field Tackle, but Dorf ducks out of the way and 


Dovar nails Tearin Jarod with it! Jarod is obliterated!! 


CIC: Looks like B.O.Z.E. has da intruder Turdukkendorf in his sights and hits him with a standing 


clothesline. 


JT: It hasn't happened yet, but how long before B.O.Z.E. and The Giant lock horns? 


CIC: Dey prolly need some more ring space. Radical Red currently has HBK down in da corner and is 


delivering rapid kicks to the sternum and face. Ouch! 


JT: From the sounds of that phone call earlier, Radical Red sounds awfully confident for a guy who for 


most of his career has been a tag team wrestler. But the casual alliance between him and B.O.Z.E. should give 


both guys an advantage. Looks like Turdukkendorf is up and gives B.O.Z.E. a low blow before tossing the 


android over the rope, but B.O.Z.E.'s huge hand grabs the rope and propels him back into the ring. 


CIC: He's pissed off and delivers a huge running boot to Turdukkendorf, who falls back into Sean Dovar 
on da ropes. B.O.Z.E. winds up for an atomic clothesline on Turdukkendorf, but Dorf evades sure disaster yet 


again by ducking and B.O.Z.E. clotheslines Sean Dovar into da second row!! 


JT: Dovar is gone and the second one to be eliminated. B.O.Z.E. sees his destruction, looks around 
and yes! Finally, he lays eyes on The Giant, and both guys go into fits of rage, nailing every wrestler in sight, 


completely leveling the ring. Only B.O.Z.E. and The Giant remain on their feet... 


CIC: They're circlin' each other like a couple a rabid gamecocks. They lock up in the middle, but The 


Giant gets da upper hand, pushin' him back into da corner and smashing Mr. Victory like a bug. 


JT: Victory goes down in a heap as B.O.Z.E. pushes back, bull rushing The Giant back into the 


opposite corner, smashing Lebron! What destruction! 


CIC: Looks like Da King has just been "boxed out!" 


JT: Timely analysis, Carl. Tearin Jarod and HBK have found each other in a corner and trading blows, 
with the duo slowly climbing the ropes, hitting each other. This isn't advised at all...it's all about staying low in 


these events! 


CIC: Looks like Radical Red is lettin' B.O.Z.E. do his thing while he scrapes up Victory off da mat, and 


gives him da Clay High Uppercut. Victory is stumblin' over the rope, but lands on da apron! 


JT: B.O.Z.E. and The Giant are still locked up and they turn for another corner and are heading right for 
Jarod and HBK....BOOM!!! The force of B.O.Z.E. being pushed back upon the two has knocked them off the 


second rope and over....HBK and Tearin Jarod are both eliminated! Just six competitors left! 


CIC: Victory is back in da ring but Radical Red cuts him off with a DDT. Meanwhile, you got dis 
Turdukkendorf guy up and moving, grabbing Lebron and giving him a German suplex, followed by another 


German suplex! Amazing strength dis guy! 


JT: Could that be a double dribble? Muahaha. Seriously, though, B.O.Z.E. and The Giant are still 
locked up, but B.O.Z.E. seems to be getting the advantage, and very slowly he grasps the big man and 
delivers an overhead body slam! But here comes Turdukkendorf for the belly-to-belly suplex on B.O.Z.E.! Dorf 


is a slamming machine! 


CIC: Radical Red runs to help his ally but Victory gives him a swift low blow to disable da scarlet one. 
Look, Toag, The Giant is up and he's joining Victory and Turdukkendorf in trying to hoist B.O.Z.E. out da ring, 


one leg at a time. 


JT: Radical Red is stumbling over, but The Giant turns around to chop him over the skull and give him a 
chokeslam! The Giant looks around, turns and runs at B.O.Z.E., clotheslining him out of the ring just as Victory 


and Dorf duck! B.O.Z.E. is out of here! 


CIC: Now, it's a numbers game. Dose three just need to eliminate Radical Red and deal with that 


sniveling cry baby of an NBA star, Lebron James. 


JT: Turdukkendorf is clearly not thinking that way as he cuts The Giant's knee out from under him and 
begins pummeling the nWo member. Meanwhile, Victory picks up Lebron by the shoulders and spins him 
around, dropping him with a helicopter spin. Radical Red steps in and shows off his agile side by delivering a 
spinning heel kick to Victory. You can feel how much these last five guys want this belt...and could you believe 


Lebron has lasted this long? 


CIC: I'll admit, I'm surprised. Turdukkendorf keeps trying to lift The Giant up and over but can't get it 
done. Radical Red comes over to help, but Dorf gives him a punch to the liver and Radical Red is keeled over! 


Dorf grabs him by the hair and trousers and flings him over da top rope! 


JT: Somehow, Radical Red grabs the rope and prevents his feet from hitting, but Dorf hasn't seen it yet 
and thinks Radical Red is out. Wait, someone is coming out from under the ring...who the hell is that? Whoever 


he is, he just helped Radical Red back into the ring and is looking for a chair! 


CIC: I'ma a big NBA fan, dat's Cavaliers center Anderson Varejao! He sees Lebron, but Lebron doesn't 


see his big goofy afro just yet... 


JT: Yeah, Lebron is tied up with Victory, who throws the NBA star into the ropes and Anderson trips 
him! Lebron gets up and is promptly met with a chair to the face! Holy hell, you could hear that all the way up in 
Miami! 

Anderson: It ends now, Lebron. The press, the interviews, the smears...it ends now! Who the hell do 


you think sent you that invitation to this, anyway? You needed to be embarrassed, taken down a peg! 


CIC: Wow, so that solves dat mystery. Lebron is still out cold as Anderson quickly leaves the building 


before the Homestead faithful can tear 'em to shreds! 


JT: Victory eyes Lebron like a Christmas present, picks him up and tosses him to the outside to the 


floor. Lebron is finally gone from this match! 


CIC: Meanwhile, Radical Red is hell bent on gettin back at Turdukkendorf...he delivers a flyin elbow 
from the second rope, and the mysterious dark overlord topples to the mat. Mr. Victory is stomping on The 


Giant, a great strategic move to keep da big man off his feet. 


JT: Radical Red picks up Turdukkendorf for a neckbreaker, but Dorf blocks his attempt and puts him in 


a sleeper hold. Turdukkendorf can't eliminate Red with a choke but | don't think he cares... 


CIC: Red is stumblin' but The Giant has gotten back to his feet and headbutts Victory wit authority, 


sendin’ the blonde one sprawlin’ across da ring! 


JT: Radical Red is almost unconscious, but with one last feat of strength he launches himself at the 


ropes, his momentum flinging Turdukkendorf over the top rope, landing on the apron! 


CIC: Dorf gives Red a shoulder to the midsection, but Red counters with a dropkick to the ankles, 


sending Turdukkendorf to da floor! The mysterious last entrant is finito! 


JT: We are down to the final three, Destigeddon fans. Mr. Victory, The Giant, and Radical Red. One of 
these men will be the first ever North American Champion! Radical Red turns around right into the waiting 


arms of The Giant...bearhug! 


CIC: I've talked to guys who've experienced a bearhug from da big man...it's not if you break some ribs, 


it's how many you break. Smartly, Victory is regaining his muster over in da corner. 


JT: The Giant feels the energy of Radical Red leave his body, so he dumps him out of the ring, but 
somehow Red hangs on by a thread again. He stumbles toward Victory thinking it's just those two left, but 


Victory meets him with a kick to the groin and a rake to the eyes, sending The Giant falling across the top rope. 


CIC: Look what Victory is doing...he's trying to put both of da Giant's legs over his shoulders and 


muscle him over...no way...no way dis is gonna work! 


JT: Radical Red is back in the fold, and he grabs one of The Giant's legs. Victory has one leg while 
Radical Red has another...it's a regular family brawl over the Thanksgiving turkey! The Giant is trying 


desperately to hang onto the second rope, but it looks like the duo is gaining leverage... 


CIC: | don't believe it...The Giant is now straddled on da top rope...just a couple more pushes and he's 


outta here! 


JT: Victory quickly lets go, grabs Radical Red by the thigh and ankle, and flips him over the top rope, 
sending The Giant toppling to the floor! What a move by that sneaky, dastardly Mr. Victory. The Giant is irate 


and grabs Radical Red by the ankle, dragging him off the apron! He's eliminated!! 


CIC: The Giant went over, and technically Radical Red went over, and without coming back into da ring 


he's hit da floor... 


JT: | think you are right, and I think Mr. Victory gets it too...he’s won the battle royal! Mr. Victory is your 


new North American champion! 


CIC: Unbelievable stuff, Toag. | thought when it was dose final three Da Giant would clearly have the 


advantage, but Victory outsmarted him and Red to capture da gold! 


JT: What a finish. The guy claiming to have never tasted defeat has won once again. Looks like he is 


calling for a mic... 


Mr. Victory: Ya'll can boo all you want, but how sweet was that performance?! Consider this my reign of 


terror in Destigeddon, and consider this a night you will never, EVER, forget! I'm out! 


JT: | have to agree with him--whoever came out on top outlasted nine of the finest wrestlers and 
athletes Destigeddon has to offer. But that's our time here...we are sending the live feed of Punchgiving over to 
Mean Jeff Worthington and Horace, who are about to call the Tag Team title match between The Outsiders 
and The Mac:Ratio over in Troy, New York. Goodnight from Florida City...he's Coney Island Carl, and I'm Jeff 


Togo. Enjoy the rest of the event! 


TAG TEAM TOURNAMENT FINALE 


Mean Jeff Worthington: Ooooh, it's near the dead of winter, why in the Dickens did they send us up to 


Troy, New York? Burrrrrr, this is no climate for a wrestling exhibition! 


Horace: Jeff, it's time to start. The battle royal ended and we are up! Uhh, hello, Destigeddon fans, this 
is the second leg of Punchgiving--the Tag Team match for the belts between The Outsiders and The 


Mac:Ratio. 


JW: I'll take it from here, Horace. It's me, faithful fanatics of the squared circle, the jack of all trades, Jeff 
Worthington. We are coming to you from the Troy Baseball Complex in Troy, New York. Yeah, you heard 
me...outdoors! Luckily I'm fitted with a parka over a houndstooth evening coat and mittens a little child could 


envy. 


Horace: Jeff, I'm kind of new to this company, what were your thoughts on that battle royal that just took 


place, and how will Mr. Victory fair as North American champion? 


JW: Honestly, Horace, | was quite unaware of all that. Destigeddon simply faxes me a copy of where | 
need to be and what | need to be doing...usually interviewing the Buh-jesus out of whoever | see. Be that as it 


may, what were your thoughts? 


Horace: Uhhhh, okay, Jeff. It sounded like a cool match. The Giant really threw around his weight, oh, 
and that old teammate of Lebron James exacted revenge on good ol' 23. But, listen up because the Wolfpac 


theme is playing and that means The Outsiders are coming to the ring. 


JW: I've watched these guys on television and they are a crafty bunch. MacGyver's in the ring | tell ya. 


Horace: | watched tape of the previous matches in this tournament and it looks like both of these teams 
really lucked out by drawing two less experienced teams in the semis. The Outsiders defeated Middleburg 
Mayhem, who looked to have no cohesion, while The Mac:Ratio upended the makeshift team of Radical Red 


and B.O.Z.E. 


JW: This is true, but how sweet is that music, Horace? Oh wait, they switched up to The Who, 


signifying the arrival of the other team, Horatio and Mac. 


Horace: That's right, The Mac:Ratio is coming out and what a tandem they are--Mac is dressed to the 
nines in his finest Joseph A. Bank suit while Horatio is sporting a ratty pair of orange and light blue board 


shorts and a Spring Break '91 tank top. 


JW: Are they a team? Why would Mac wrestle in a suit? I'm almost positive I've asked him this before. 


Horace: Never mind the semantics, Jeff, because the match is about to start. The ref raises the belts 


above his head and calls for the bell. We are one match away from crowning inaugural Tag Team champions. 


JW: Oh, looks like a fight broke out in the ring. Scott Hall and Kevin Nash of The Outsiders attack the 
FBI duo...they work for the FBI?! I tell you, they better not find out about our shenanigans for The Coast Guard 


and NASA. 


Horace: | believe they are just portraying FBI agents. In character, if you will. The ref has regained 
order and Mac and Scott Hall will kick this match off. Scott Hall punches Mac in the abdomen and immediately 


goes for a leg-lock, but Mac boots him in the face to break the hold. 


JW: Hall is on the attack with a couple of kicks to the small of the back, followed by repeated slaps to 


the back of the head. For Goodness sake, that man's head is not a bongo! 


Horace: No, that's just a signature Hall taunt/move. Hall goes over to tag in Big Sexy, Kevin Nash. 
Nash picks up Mac and throws him into the corner, followed by a freight train running slam! Mac falls forward 


as Nash is gently kicking him...mocking the lifeless body. 


JW: I like these Outsider guys. You think they would be down for a game of Wii Sports back at the 


hotel, Horace? 


Horace: | believe they party a little harder than that, Jeff. Now, Nash has Mac tucked under the bottom 
rope with a big boot in his face...Horatio comes in to break the hold and chop blocks the big man! Nash is 


holding that oh so fragile knee as the ref huddles Horatio back to his corner. 


JW: Fifteen yards, illegal clipping! That's gonna hurt their offense. But, oh my! With reckless abandon, 


Mac launches himself off the ropes and slams his body across Nash, still gripping that knee. 


Horace: That's called a cross-body slam. How could | possibly know more about what's going on, Jeff? 


Don't you work for this company? Please, | beg you, do not give them any reason to fire you. 


JW: Don't you worry, Horace, I've got some dirt on one of the owners. Good old fashioned blackmail! 


Horace: You probably shouldn't be broadcasting that over the air, but dammit, Jeff, looks like we 
missed tons of action. Hall is laid out on the outside while Horatio is dropping an atomic elbow on Kevin Nash, 


and he going for a pin! 


Thr....... kick out! 


JW: Looks like Team CSI almost subpoenaed a victory! Ha, subpoenaed! See what | did there?! 


Horace: [sigh] Unbelievable. Horatio is staying on the offensive with a dropkick to the injured knee of 
Nash. He tries for a running forearm, but Nash blocks the punch, chops him in the throat, and.....Bam! 


Jackknife powerbomb! That's gotta be it... 


Th....... ! Just a two-count, Horatio kicked out! 


JW: Uh oh, those other two guys are getting awfully close! 


Horace: Right you are, Jeff. Scott Hall and Mac have started brawling outside the ring and are 


exchanging chair shots right around where second base is... 


JW: There's no way | would let another dude hit me over the head with a chair. For one, my mug is just 
too pristine to bash. Secondly, that looks like a hand delivered concussion. Lastly, there are several things | 


would never let a dude do to me... 


Horace: Jeff, please focus on the match. Mac has gotten the upper hand in the brawl and has set up 
Hall square on second base. He's now climbing the scaffolding above the fans...my God! That has to be as 


least three stories high! 


JW: Like they say in NASA, blastoff! Mac five-star frogsplashed Hall from three stories high and it looks 


like neither man is moving! 


Horace: Ridiculous stuff right there. Let's hope none of the great Troy fans were hurt. Meanwhile, 
Horatio is up from that powerbomb and is continuing to harass that bum knee of Nash, putting him in a figure 


four leglock! 


JW: | tried that on my old college buddy, and it didn't work out at all for either of us. Two broken fibula, 


a dislocated patella, a torn MCL, and a sprained ACL later and we both agreed we did the move wrong. 


Horace: Nash is struggling in that figure four, but somehow shimmies his way to the ropes to break the 


hold. Horatio lets up, but not before kicking Nash in the face for good measure. 


JW: I still don't see Hall or Mac moving other there, but what kind of name is Horatio anyway? Is it 


Spanish for Horace? 


Horace: Uggggh, | don't know. Probably. Nash is stumbling to his feet as he catches Horatio with a 


hearty left punch... 


JW: During my train of thought | lost track of Mac, but Hall is still trying to get up over there...what a 


match...where in the world is that hot dog vendor? 


Horace: Nash tries to deck Horatio once again but Horatio ducks and clips Nash's knee again, sending 
him to the mat....wait a second...Mac has climbed to the other side of the fan scaffolding, and three stories 


above the ring. What the heck is he thinking?! 


JW: I've seen this before...this is their finisher, The Audible. 


Horace: No, Jeff, it's...well, yes. It's sort of like their finisher... The Autopsy. Mac drops for the 450 


splash and nails Nash in the ring from three stories up! That overhang was never meant to see action like that! 


JW: High risk maneuver, Horace. Mac can't get up, so it looks like Horatio is pushing him aside. He's 


pinning him, he's pinning him! 


Three! The Mac:Ratio win! Horatio pins Nash! 


Horace: An unbelievable move, using this very baseball complex as a weapon! Hall has yet to make it 


to the ring while Mac is struggling to get up and Horatio grabs for the belts. 


JW: Looks like we got company! 


Horace: Jeff is right, DX is in the building and rushing the ring. Triple H, Road Dogg, and Billy Gunn 
storm the ring and attack The Mac:Ratio and Nash. And Chyna! Chyna is outside pummeling Hall. What's the 


meaning of this? 


[Road Dogg grabs a mic and one of the belts] 


Road Dogg: Listen up, Daddy! Next time you guys are itchin' to get in the ring, it's gonna be against DX. 


We didn't win this damn tourney, but eventually those belts will be ours! 


Horace: Looks like The New Age Outlaws are issuing a challenge to our new champs, The Mac:Ratio! 


And...look out!! Here comes Rhythm & Rhino to mix it up with DX and the others! 


JW: I think The General just nailed Triple H with a Mountain Melt! There is grease everywhere, Horace! 


Horace: That's our time, folks--The Mac:Ratio are the new Tag Team champions! Stay tuned for the 
Desticano match to decide the first ever Destigeddon Champion. COBRA Commander and Rusty Parts 
Jenkins will call that action over in Oceanside, California. I'm Horace Smith, and that's Jeff Worthington...good 


night from Troy! Let's send it over to COBRA and Parts on the left coast! 


DES TICANO! 


Rusty "Parts" Jenkins: Welcome, welcome, welcome to DESTICANO here from beautiful Oceanside, 


California!! Our thanks to Mean Jeff Worthington and Horace Smith for taking over the reins of the Tag Team 
Title Match-Up. What an exciting end to an even more exciting tournament, eh, COBRA? The arrival of DX and 


Rhythm and Rhino is still making my heart murmur. What say you? 


COBRA: Mac:Ratio is the best in the world right now, and now no one can dispute that. By the way, 
folks, l'm COBRA Commander and this here is Rusty Jenkins, and we're here at the first annual 
PUNCHGIVING! For those of you just tuning in, go check our replays of the North American Title 
Championship and the aforementioned Tag Team romp. Great stuff. But tonight, here in the Oceanside Super 


Arena, we see the glory that is the DestiCano. 


RP: You're right there! Quick sand, bubbling lava, jagged rocks and glass, and TWO WRESTLING 
RINGS!! The upper ring is at the apex of the 'Cano with the dreaded "losers' leap" right in the middle. Anyone 
who falls into the DestiCano is officially counted OUT for the championship belt. Now let's take a look at the 
contestants so far. At the bottom of the Staircase of Madness, waiting for the bell to ring, are the first 
contestants to arrive. Trehern, rubbing his knuckles, looks angrily at Ben P, who just recently interfered with 


the Sentinel editor's match with Dingo Danielson, who is also standing in wait. 


COBRA: Meanwhile, winner of the Loser Leaves Town Match, LABen, stands nervously to the side, 
perhaps waiting for a possible interference from ChinBeard, or worse, Mr. Victory. And, of course, coming from 
the locker room with entrance music blaring, is the one, the only, Panther Joe. His past couple matches have 


made this wrestler a definite wild-card. | don't know whether to bet on him or give up gambling completely! 


RP: The ref, eying his wrist watch, motions to the table to clang the bell and DESTICANO has begun!! 
As the Commish had pointed out, this is a "free-for-all" match! Meaning that if you can make it to the 'Cano 
before the final bell, you're entered. And we see the first entrants rush up the Stairs...except for Panther Joe. 
He has snuck onto the Lower Ring, right below the 200meter drop called "Death's Flight". All the other 
wrestlers gape in wonder as Panther...Oh my! He's attempting to climb the DestiCano...on the Shards of 
Despair!! An entire side of the 'Cano is made of jagged glass, and Panther Joe, ever the rebel, is moving 


slowly up the face! 


COBRA: Unfathomable!! Meanwhile, Trehern is racing at all speed up the Staircase of Madness, being 
pursued by none other than Dingo! The Awesome Aussie grabs ahold of Trehern's jacket and slams him to the 
ground. That's followed by a knee drop to the neck!! Trehern is gasping for air, but manages a swift kick to the 
diaphragm! Dingo is keeled over, but immediately booted in the face by Ben P!! Before Trehern could see his 


helper, Ben P continues to run up the 'Cano!! 


RP: Let's move from that action to Panther Joe, who is now half-way up the mountain! His hands are 
bloody, but his spirit is true! He continues to climb as we move our cameras to LABen. He has entered one of 
the mysterious caverns weaving in and out of the innards of DestiCano...he re-emerges, but this time fighting 


with Mr. Victory!! HOW THE HELL DID HE GET IN THERE!?! 


COBRA: Victory and LABen go at it, meanwhile, Trehern has awoken and is trucking towards Dingo. At 
the top of the stairs, Dingo quickly turns and arms twists Trehern into a submission hold. But no tap out will 
help Trehern! This is no DQ/no submit action we're seeing right now! Trehern reverses clumsily and palm 
slams Dingo in the mug!! Blood sputters from the Outback Bushwhacker’s nose, and Trehern takes the 


advantage to clothesline DINGO OFF DEATH'S FLIGHT!! 


RP: Dingo falls and falls, an incredible 650 feet!!! He hits the mat of the lower ring and he lands like an 
overused rag-doll. Trehern leans over the 'Cano edge and then backs up slightly...he's not going to do it, is 


he?? 


COBRA: | have a bad feeling about this!! 


RP: Trehern launches himself off Death's Flight and performs a graceful Trehernicide!!! Down he 
hurtles, toward the limp body of the Awesome Aussie and BOOOOMM!!! The crowd goes absolutely nuts!! 


Trehern is out, Dingo is out!! Both presumably dead, but the 'Cano's victims are many... 


COBRA: Meanwhile, Victory is pummeling LABen!! Picking up stray rocks, Gaston Victory is using them 
as weapons against the $1000 face of Hollywood's Head Honcho. | wonder what Hollywood Hulk Hogan would 


have to say about that!! 


RP: Victory suplexes the dazed LABen! And then again!!! Victory then lurches LABen onto his 
shoulders and makes his way toward the top of DESTICANO, and Losers' Leap. He steps through the ring 


ropes of the top plateau and looks into the glowing pit. Will LABen be thrust in?? 


COBRA: OOHHI!! And both Victory and LABen shoved out of the way by a warring Ben P and Randy 
Savage!!! Macho Man, another contestant in the 'Cano match, is back from his medical leave!! He's wailing on 


Ben P, and their tussle has interfered with Victory's plan for, well, victory. 


RP: And a piece of the floor crumbles and falls through!! LABen and Victory part ways, as Gaston falls 
into the glowing pit of Losers' Leap, dragging down the often used and abused MACHO MAN!!! We've lost our 


first two contenders, folks!! Victory and Savage are OUT!! 


COBRA: Trehern rolls in pain at the lower ring, and we see briefly the Honky Tonk Man and Hollywood 
Hulk Hogan enter the arena. Honky Tonk immediately shakes his hips for the audience and sprints as fast as 
he can up the Stairs of Madness!! Hogan, though, climbs into the Lower Ring and helps awaken the Sentinel 
editor and fellow nWo member. Hogan kicks Dingo in the ribs, and lurches the passed out fella onto his 
shoulders. He motions Trehern up the mountain, possibly pointing out that Ben P and LABen are in the Upper 


Ring, and Panther Joe is almost to the top of ‘Cano himself!! 


RP: A flash of light in the upper ring! LABen and Ben P, confused as all hell to finally face each other, 
now have a new contender in their midst: the Wizard Mordack!! He points his wand at LABen, but is 
immediately speared by Ben P!!! LABen hammers a double fist to the spine of Ben P as he lays on top of the 


great sorcerer! We saw earlier tonight another crony of Mordack in the North American Championship Match... 


COBRA: But no time to talk about it now!! Honky Tonk is at the mid-plateau and Panther Joe has 
completed his trek up the Shards of Despair. He bloody hands and chest drip onto the dirt of the 'Cano. He 
eyes the Honky Tonk Man, then motions him to come fight! What an ace!! Honky Tonk trucks toward him, but 
Panther simply slides to the side and Honky Tonk hurls himself off the plateau. He screams as he tumbles 
down the glass-ridden side of the DestiCano. He reaches the bottom, battered and bruised, and begins to sink 


into the quick sand!!!! Panther Joe has eliminated Honky Tonk Man without lifting a finger!! 


RP: This is simply riveting stuff! Our cameras cannot take it all in! COBRA, is it just me, or is Trehern 
and Hogan going to attempt to throw Dingo into the Losers' Leap? Wait a second, a loose boulder has shaken 
itself from the rock's face, and now tumbles toward Hogan and Trehern!! Hogan lays down the body of Dingo 
and allows the boulder to roll over the Awesome Aussie!!! If Dingo wasn't dead before, his contract just expired 
RIGHT THERE!! Hogan and Trehern high-five and pick up Dingo's lifeless body and continue their trek up the 


‘Cano!! 


COBRA: Meanwhile, in the upper ring, LABen knees Ben P in the ribs, and Mordack is released from 
the DX-member’s hold. Mordack quickly stands and dusts himself off; as he raises his head, a mighty boot 
from Panther Joe knocks him off the ground and into Losers' Leap!!!! MORDACK IS ELIMINATED!! A rumble 


from the innards of the DestiCano confirms it!! 


RP: Now Panther Joe is met with two adversaries: LABen and Ben P Powers is the fastest of the three, 
but Panther is by far the strongest. LABen is the most cunning, but it all depends on who strikes first!! Panther 
hurtles himself into the Upper Ring's ropes, and chooses to spear one of the two opponents! But our cameras 


cannot seem to get a view of the action!! Rocks have begun raining down on the mountain from above!!! They 


hit the surface like meteors and now we have no idea who Panther speared, and whether or not they've been 


eliminated!!! 


COBRA: Let's get back to the action on the Stairs of Madness! Hogan is at the mid-plateau and 
Trehern helps him climb to the Upper Ring. As the nWo members turn into the area, they see only one man: 


BEN P!!! 


RP: I'm checking out the replay from an audience member's camera phone. YES!! Panther Joe speared 
LABen and both went hurtling into the ominous glowing abyss that is Losers' Leap!!! Ben P, Hogan, Dingo and 


Trehern are now the only ones left on DestiCano, and from the looks of it, the only remaining contenders!!! 


COBRA: Trehern immediately dumps Dingo into the Leap, obviously. That guy was done after the 
Trehernicide earlier; a fitting end to the trouble he's been causing for Trehern. Now there are only three! Ben P 
runs toward Trehern and Trehern blocks the on-coming fists! One after another!! Trehern attempts a gut- 


punch, and then a leg sweep! Ben P hits the ground!! 


RP: Now Hogan is double-teaming with Trehern and lunges himself against the ropes and prepares for 
a Mighty Leg Drop!! He speeds toward the downed DxX-er, but now the 'Cano rumbles, throwing off Hogan's 
attack. The distraction allows Ben P to grab onto the nWo leader's ankles and swing him over!!! Hogan 


stumbles and trips, and then falls helplessly toward Losers' Leap!! 


COBRA: Trehern launches himself toward his comrade, but Ben P immediately stops him with a foot to 
the knees!!!! Hogan drifts over the edge and into the chasm!!! The DestiCano rumbles and Hollywood Hulk 


Hogan has been eliminated from the competition!!! 


RP: WOW!!! Just... No interjection can describe this moment! Hulk Hogan, easily the world's greatest 
champion, is out of the running for the DG Heavyweight Championship!! Ben P, still in the running, turns 
toward the downed Trehern. No words are spoken between the two rivals. Their past goes far beyond the 
beginnings of Destigeddon, the Road to... and even past the Pun War battlefield. We are seeing two titans of 


cyberspace face off!! 


COBRA: Ben P starts with an ankle lock, then a grape-vine ankle lock!! Trehern is wincing, but saying 
nothing. He takes the pain and fires a foot at Ben P; nothing doing. Grabbing some dust from the ground, 


Trehern tosses it into the eyes of the Main Media Consumer!!! The ankle-lock release!! 


RP: A dirty trick, but he had no other choice! The rocks begin to fall again, obviously a move by 
Management to speed this process along, but Trehern dodges them with skill, and Ben P manages to roll out 
of the way. Now Trehern has the upper hand!! He picks up Bentley Powers for a PowerBomb and delivers!!! 
He then starts laying fists into Ben P's face, but is thrown off!!! Now Ben P waits for Trehern to stand up and 


fires a huge DROP KICK THAT HURLS TREHERN EVEN CLOSER TO THE PIT!!! 


COBRA: Ben P shakes himself off and targets Trehern for a Degeneration Flux. Trehern is patient to 
get up, but he slowly does so and Ben P sets off! The SuperKick is coming, but Trehern grabs the DX-grad by 
the ankle and slams it down!! Then Trehern works Ben P into a vertical suplex!!! AND INTO THE LOSERS' 


LEAP!!! 


RP: The ‘Cano rumbles, which informs us that both contenders have fallen into the pit, and a double- 
elimination has occurred... The lights are going up and the people are livid. This match was stupendous, but it 


seems the belt stays vacant. What do you think COBRA? 


C OBRA: I'm getting word that Noth is going to enter the arena in a few seconds to address the audience, 


bu-- 


RP: NO!! 


COBRA: WHAT?!! NO!!! 


RP: IT CAN'T BE!! 


**Trehern emerges from the rubble at the top of DestiCano** 


RP: TREHERN DOES IT!!! HE'S DONE IT!!! He's beaten out a huge portion of the Destigeddon roster 
to beat none other than Ben P for the Destigeddon Heavyweight Championship Belt!!!! Folks are going 
insane!!! Everything from panties to Hardee's wrappers are being thrown into the arena floor, and the 


attendees tonight are just ecstatic with energy!! 


COBRA: Trehern waves weakly to the crowd, and then tumbles to the lower plateau, surely out of 
breath and life for the time being. But a referee and the Commish himself are hurrying up the Staircase to greet 


the young victor!!! 


RP: What a sight!! Trehern has been awarded the belt!! The Commish, accompanied with 
Turdukkendorf, a member of the security detail, holds Trehern's hand in victory!! But what will be the fallout 


from this match, COBRA? 


COBRA: It looks like the nWo finally has some bragging rights over DX, but more importantly, Trehern 
is now the main guy. Everyone will want a piece of him now that he holds the belt. Who will be the first to 


challenge him?? Find out in the coming weeks at DESTIGEDDON!! 


RP: As for me, Rusty "Parts" Jenkins and COBRA Commander, we'd like to thank you, the viewers, for 


coming to PUNCHGIVING with us tonight!! On behalf of Coney Island Carl and Jeff Togo, Jeff Worthington and 


DESTIGEDDEN 


NATION 


THE NEW REIGN 


Jeff Togo: Hello, and a warm welcome to a special Monday edition of Detonation! We are coming to 


you from Minot Regional Airport Hangar #8 in lovely Donnybrook, North Dakota! Joining me as always is my 


loud, yet tastefully poignant co-host, Coney Island Carl. 


Coney Island Carl: Yeah, yeah, but can we address this cold weather climate issue? Destigeddon ever 
hearda Miami? Houston?! Orange County? | got outta the boroughs for a reason--the icy conditions...and loud 


Italian women! Ohhh! 


JT: Be that as it may, we have a jam packed card for you tonight. In our main event, newly crowned 
Destigeddon champion, Alan Trehern, will go up against one of his Desticano adversaries, Panther Joe, in a 
non-title bout. We also have the in-ring debut of Mighty Oak Glunderson, squaring off against Colonel 


Turnbucker. 
CIC: I've heard good things about Glunderson, who's this stocky, gruffy lookin’ lumberjack. He told me 


personally dat dis is the beginning in his quest to challenge for dat North American belt. We'll see, but let's take 


it to da ring where da nWo, Trehern, Hogan, Hall, Nash, and da Giant, have crashed this party. 


Trehern: Well...well...well. Last week: the Desticano. Next week? Mount McKinley. Maybe even K2. 
Hell, it doesn't matter, because |, Alan Trehern, am your new champion, and there's not a damn thing any of 


you can do about it. 


CIC: A humble champ, that Trehern... 


Trehern: And speaking of you people, this has to be...one of the DIRTIEST...one of the SMELLIEST 


places I've ever been to in my life. Have Lewis and Clark even discovered this dump?! 


Hogan: Listen up, dudes! You are looking at the future of wrestling right here! With my mileage in the 
business, The Giant's brute force, The Outsiders' cunning, and Trehern's will to dominate anything and 


everything, brother, the nWo will be talked about and talked about for years to come! 


The Giant: First off, where the hell do you get a decent hero around here?! If | don't have a 12-inch hot 


Italian in my hand in five minutes... 


Nash: Giant, Giant, settle down, my brother. I'm sure there's a Subway...just around the corner at 


Nothing and Nada Street! Ha! Boo all you want, but me, and Hall, were robbed of those belts last week! 


The Giant: Oh yeah, that brings me to my next point!! VICTORY! Get your white collar ass out here, 


right NOW!! Give me my title shot!!! 


[shitty Creed music plays and Commissioner Noth arrives on the scene] 


Noth: Gentleman, please, be kind to our lovely fans up here in Donnybrook! And just between us, | 
owed Chief Wigwam a little favor a couple of months ago, so | told him we'd bring Detonation to his fine city for 


the revenue. So stop your bitchin’, and crank up those space heaters a little more! 


Trehern: Hey! In case you forgot, Gregor, | am the cash cow now! | am what pays the bills. So | would 


advise you to never speak to me like that again. 


Noth: Okay, okay, fair enough. But let me tell you something about business. Because you are the 
champ and all, that means these loyal fans pay to see the champ in action. Night after night, Trehern. You and 


another one of the glorious wrestlers Destigeddon has to offer, and it starts tonight against Panther Joe! 


Trehern: Ooooh, | am shaking in my black, pleather jacket, Noth. Has that guy even won a match yet? 


Hall: Hey yo, if this was a chess battle he just put you in check, Commish. Maybe even the checkmate! 


Noth: Admittedly, Panther has had a run of tough luck here at Detonation, but on our sister show, 


Maelstrom, he's scored wins over MC Slam, Chet Thornberg twice, and foreign competitor Erskine 1! 


Trehern: Thornberg? Pfffft! A Shake Weight could beat that dolt! 


Noth: Hey, champ, enough with the berating of the other guys, please. Now, onto the matter of that 
controversial finish in the North American Battle Royal. Giant, you my friend, in a fit of rage, dragged down 
Radical Red after you yourself had been eliminated. Understandable. So that leaves me with a little dilemma. 


See, Radical Red is arguing that he was never eliminated by a legal man. 


Hall: Take his bishop, Trehern! You got this! 


JT: Hall might still be a little dazed from that gruesome match against The Mac:Ratio for the Tag Team 


belts... 


Noth: Anyways, | talked to Radical Red and told him he can earn first crack at that belt if he was 
victorious tonight against.... The Giant. However, | told him, bring your friend Macho Man to the party and let's 


make this a tag team match. If The Megaer Powers win, Radical Red gets his title shot... 


The Giant: Grrrrrnble! You said tag team match, Noth. Just who in the hell is my partner? Hogan?! 


Noth: Oh yeah, that little nugget of info. Don't worry, you are in good hands, Giant. You'll be teaming 


with none other than.... 


[cut to suspenseful audience] 


Noth: THE NORTH AMERICAN CHAMPION, Mr. Victory!! 


The Giant: What?!!? | can't work with that jackass! He screwed me over, and he'll screw me over 


tonight! You are making a big mistake!!! 


Noth: Did | mention this will be a Giants Ball Match?! Oh yeah...oh yeah! Novelty sized folding chairs, 


absurdly huge tables, and Buick sized trash cans! Hey, l'm gonna deliver this memo to Gaston...see you at the 


Ball, Giant. Last thing before | go...Hall, Nash, Hogan...none of you are scheduled to wrestle tonight, so | am 


sure you guys won't have a problem if | have security escort you fellas back to your hotels. 


Hogan: What?! Do you know who | am, brother? I've seen it before, Noth, this is a classic power trip, 


and like most trips, dude, you eventually come crashing back down. You better stick the landing, brother. 


Noth: Please, security, escort these miscreants back to their rooms. They probably don't want to miss 


Skating with the Stars. 


JT: Wow, Carl, what do you make of all this? A Giants Ball Match? Ever heard of such a thing? 


CIC: | dink they are pretty popular over in dat Japan region, but no, | don't think I've ever witnessed one 
live. It's gonna be The Megaer Powers versus the unlikely team of Mr. Victory and The Giant, but first up is 


Gunderson and Turnbucker, after this message! 


Black Swan, the No. 1 gay ballerina movie of 2010 


JT: Okay, we are back just in time for this match. Colonel Turnbucker is in the ring already and here 
comes the lumberjack, Mighty Oak Glunderson! Looks like he is equipped with an axe...l sure hope that's a 
prop. 

CIC: We're off! Glundy and Turnbucker tie up and the Colonel hits him with a dropdown uppercut, 


sending the lumberjack staggering back. 


JT: Glundy?! I'm sure the man would take great offense to you butchering his family's good name like 


that. 


CIC: No disrespect, Toag, we are just trying to keep it fresh around here, y'know? Hey, | call you Toag 


all da time and you don't complain... 


JT: My name is TOGO! Two syllables, Carl. Not three... TWO! Would you like it if | called you Car? Or 


how about C.I. Carl, hmm? 


CIC: Man, let me tell you, somebody didn't have their afternoon tea. Someone who did, though, is 


Glunderson, who is laying the wood to Turnbucker. 


JT: Yeah, and Turnbucker isn't small potatoes, either. Glunderson is teeing off with those swinging 
double axe handles all over the wobbly body of Turnbucker. | don't know what they call this move yet but it is 


darn effective...he is draining the energy right out of the Colonel with those pulverizing blows. 


CIC: Glunderson stays on it, scooping up Turnbucker for the backbreaker, into the pin... 


Thr....! Two and half! 


JT: | like his style, Carl. He just digs in and goes to work. No fancy dancing or indirect flying 
around...just good old American-made force! Glunderson gets back up and drops an elbow across the throat of 


Turnbucker, who is reeling. 


CIC: Da Lumberjack picks him up, but Turnbucker fights him off with a forearm shiver to da nose. 


Turnbucker bounces off the ropes, annnnd facebuster to Glundy! 


JT: Now he's going for the neutralizer and puts Glunderson in a sleeper hold! Oak tries to grab for the 
ropes, but Turnbucker slaps it in harder and sits him down in the middle of the ring! This does not look good for 


the newcomer. 


CIC: Dis is a classic mixed martial arts move, Toag. What Glundy has to do is push the elbow of 
Turnbucker away from his neck and try to break da hold before Turnbucker's huge pythons clamp down on 


those arteries! 
JT: | don't think he is gonna budge, and the ref is starting to count Oak, who is falling asleep... 
Ref: One! 
CIC: He was tryin' elbows to da body but it wasn't workin... 
Ref: Two!! 


JT: He can't think defense anymore! He has to answer this count and try something new... 


Ref: Three!!! That's it, ring it! 
JT: Wow, Carl. Colonel Turnbucker submits Mighty Oak Glunderson just like that! 


CIC: Yeah, it just goes to show you dat you can be rolling along smoothly, but get caught up in a simple 


move like da Sleeper Hold and before you know it...it's lights out! 


JT: Someone's getting the smelling salts. That gives us time for a break! 


American Movie Classics 


Check out AMC's new primetime romp, GENERALISMS, starting Saturday! 


JT: We are back fans, and let me set the scene before us here in Donnybrook. This is a Giants Ball 
Match, and every sort of implement you can think of is strewn across the ring at the wrestlers disposal. Tables, 


ladders, chairs, bats...but everything is three times its original size! 


CIC: Or have we all shrunk and we don't know it, Toag. Think about it... 


JT: That's why | like you, Carl. You just swing for the fences every time, all bright eyed and lush. The 
Megaer Powers are in the ring awaiting their opponents...and there is the classic nWo Jimmy Hendrix tune. 


Here comes The Giant... 


CIC: Look out! At the same time, Mr. Victory came through da crowd and attacked da tag team from 


behind with an absolutely huge cotton candy holder! 


JT: The Giant is getting into the mix with a headbutt to Macho Man, who goes careening to the floor! 


Remember the stipulation, folks...if The Megaer Powers win, Radical Red gets his title shot against Victory. 


CIC: Yeah, Victory may hate The Giant and da rest of da nWo, but he needs to work wit da big man to 


keep from facing a very angry, very hungry Radical Red. 


JT: The Giant clearly has an advantage in handling these oversized weapons. He has set up some sort 
of towering structure outside the ring...it look like two ladders holding up a base made from one of the tables, 


set up next to two of the other tables stacked on top of each other! Those ladders have to over 25 feet tall! 


CIC: Inside da ring, Radical Red is all over da champ! Sets him up for a dropkick, and picks up Victory 


for a tilt-a-whirl backbreaker! A pin... 


Thre!! Ohhhh, that's about as close as you can get to a three count! 


JT: The Giant climbs back into the ring and nails Radical Red with a chair the size of a Queen mattress! 
Holy hell, his back has to be broken! Victory sneaks out to the ring and grabs one of those ridiculous trash 


cans and tosses it at The Giant... 


CIC: A little testy, but | dink they have da right idea...looks like there is some duct tape in that trash can! 


JT: What a move, Carl. The Giant has stuffed Radical Red into the metal trash can and he and Victory 


are duct taping the lid shut!! 


CIC: Hey, it's Radical Red in a can! Prolly not as marketable as cheese whiz, but dat is funny stuff! 


JT: The Giant picks up the full trash can, does a 360 before launching it to the outside, crashing 


through one of the stage-sized tables! Is he still alive in there?! 


CIC: Macho Man is coming to outside, but Victory gives him a superkick and sends him back out by 


that skyscraper Giant built... 


JT: Macho tries to run away from the chasing Giant, and runs him up the side of the ladder, but here 
comes Victory up the other side! The two meet at the top on the table and trade blow after blow! That thing 
can't be stable...they are 25 feet above the floor and one wrong step from landing on their necks or one of 


these fans! 


CIC: Victory is getting da upper hand and is trying to toss Macho over onto those double tables as The 


Giant cheers them on, occasionally turning around to kick dat Radical Red stuffed trash can. 


JT: And...it looks like a fan tossed a "Ben P Rulez!!!" sign up on that table, Macho grabs it and nails 
Victory over the head! Victory is out and Macho tears the sign away, revealing it to be a road sign! Ahh, an old 


trick, yet a dangerous one. 


CIC: Uh-oh, Toag. Da Giant seemed to grow restless down there and has tipped over one of da 
ladders, sending both Victory and Macho Man flying down from the tower and crashing through da double 


tables!! Dey are dead, Toag. No one could survive dat!! 


JT: What is he doing? The Giant looked down at both guys, yelled something, and is walking out. 
Neither guy is moving and Radical Red is still stuck in that garbage can! The ref has no choice to call this a 'no 


decision.' 


CIC: A draw?! C'mon, dat sucks, man. Radical Red should still get dat title shot, cuz technically he 


didn't lose. 


JT: Valid point, but let's get this arena cleaned up and we'll see you after these words. 


FOUR LOKO: taste the desperation. 


JT: We are back, fans. Just to get you guys caught up, both Macho Man and North American champion 
Mr. Victory were carted off on stretchers. No status on their injuries, but someone finally got Radical Red out of 


that trash can and The Giant is nowhere to be found backstage! 


CIC: Yeah, dis is very indicative of da sport we love...sometimes it's rough and | could see Macho Man 


clearly holding his arm in pain. It didn't look good, Toag. 


JT: As they say, the show must go on...and it will because the lights darken and Metallica is blaring 


from the speakers...Panther Joe is in the house! 


“OBEY YOUR MASTER. MASTER!** 


Panther Joe: Trehern, | just came from the back. Your yes men are all MIA backstage, so come to the 


ring, BY YOURSELF, and let me expose you for the cheap fraud you are! No Hogan to help you this time... 


CIC: Dem's fightin' words, Carl. Trehern comes out with dat Championship belt, which he's gracefully 


spray painted over in classic nWo fashion. 


JT: Trehern sprints to the ring, but BAM! He trips over something on the ramp, which looks to be trip 


wire! What...what's the meaning of this? 


CIC: Look, out from da back! Michaels, Triple H, Bentley Powers, and The New Age Outlaws come to 


ambush Trehern! 


JT: And through the crowd...Tearin' Jarod?! He's in the ring, looking to knock Panther's head off...but 
instead he is chasing the ref out of the ring and Panther and Tearin Jarod are signaling DX to bring the body of 


Trehern to the ring. 


CIC: DX beat him to a pulp and da fans love it! | dink they are sick and tired of da nWo's tired antics, 


and dis is revenge. 


JT: Panther and Jarod are getting one of those novelty tables from the under the ring as well as one of 
those 24-foot ladders. DX is tying each of Trehern's wrists to an end of that table, and wedging one side of the 


ladder between Trehern and the table! Oh my God! Is this...what are they doing?! 


CIC: Yeah, this is a little dramatic, even for our audience. Ben P ties off the other wrist, and DX props 


up the ladder, displaying Trehern stretched across dat table like he's stuck to one of dem Velcro walls. 


JT: Trehern is literally hanging from his wrists and near unconscious as the Donnybrook faithful cheer 
on the carnage! | hate to say it, but this is the kind of thing the nWo would do to their enemies...oh, wow, and 
now Trehern's lifeless body is being bombarded with Bud Light Clamato cans and popcorn and nacho trays 


from the crowd! 


Ben P: If not now, then when???! For all of autumn, you fans looked forward to the Desticano, and this 


tool and his sagging friend Hogan had to ruin it for everyone! But this goes to show, no one is unstoppable. Not 


the n-W-blow, not me, not Denzel, and certainly not that other loser, LaBen, who wasn't man enough to show 


his face tonight. 


Triple H: Billy, why don't you set the record straight for everyone... 


JT: What an end to this night. We had one match end with a submission, but another go no decision 


and our main even not even unfolding! 


CIC: Yeah, dis was a fitting, chaotic end to da last Detonation of 2010. Dat's right, fans, the show you 
love will be takin’ a winter break so the employees can be wit their families and such, but dat doesn't mean da 


action stops! 


JT: Yes, Carl, starting next week we will be covering Maelstrom Mondays, a round of interviews and 
look-ins to our sister show, Maelstrom, to supplement the insatiable action here at Destigeddon! So be sure to 


look out for that. 


CIC: Yeah, one thing you could almost guarantee is dat we will certainly be hearing from da nWo about 


tonight's sudden and violent attack on their champion. 


JT: Is this war? Will we finally see the bad blood between DX and nWo boil over? That said, we must 
be going, folks. For the great people of Donnybrook and Minot, I'm Jeff Togo and that's Coney Island Carl. 


Goodnight, and best holiday wishes! 


WAR IN WOLVERHAMPTON 


Horace Smith: You've just made the fabulous choice of tuning into Maelstrom Mondays, and boy do we 


have a show for you! We are just one day removed from War in Wolverhampton over here in the U.K. and the 


action is still resonating through the streets. 


Mean Jeff Worthington: That's right, Horace, and | can safely say | am enjoying the move to Europe. 
The eateries, the art, the women, Horace! Ohhh, the women. But how about that Trehern guy? One week after 


getting decimated by DX, he's over across the lake defending his belt against The Giant. 


Horace: The term is usually "across the pond' but to each his own. You mention The Giant and Trehern 
clash, but they weren't the only Destigeddon talents in action last night at War in Wolverhampton. In case you 
missed it, newly crowned champs The Mac:Ratio successfully defended their Destigeddon Tag Team titles 


against one of England's hottest tag teams, Fish and Kicks. 


Jeff: What jokesters those guys were. These Brits have terrible sense of humors...neither one of those 


guys was a fish. 


Horace: Horatio and Mac didn't underestimate the duo for a second. | think it's safe to say that they also 
knew that Union Jack Wrestling is one of the big players in the wrestling game today, and they knew if they 


didn't bring a hundred and ten percent of that FBI bravado they would lose their titles to the enemy. 


Jeff: | caught up with the successful team to ask them about their wives and defending the belts...in that 


order. 


**“cuts to previously recorded package, filmed outside the gates of Windsor Castle's dumpsters** 


Mean Jeff: The Mac:Ratio, great win tonight. Where's the party tonight, and is it bring your own 


recreationals? 


Mac: Thanks, Jeff, but did you think for a second we would lose these belts to an overseas company? 


They've got soccer, and we've got wrestling, as well as every other sport that men play and isn't lame. 


Horatio: | guess you could say Fish was... ... fried, and Kicks got... ... assed! 


Mean Jeff: Nice, I'm not even sure that one even makes sense there, Horatio. Where would you say 


you guys as a team are going from here? 


Mac: We both have family back home in the States and it'll be nice to get back there while on break. 


But before that The Mac:Ratio has signed on to wrestle across the world...Dubai, Japan, Singapore. 


Horatio: With all our plans, | guess you could call us ** puts on another pair of sunglasses** GLOBE- 


PLOTTERS. 


*“Baba OReilly plays in the distance** 


Horace: Wow...wow. Jeff that was a prerecorded segment. You could have edited out that "wife" 


comment and especially, ESPECIALLY that last Asian slur. This isn't the seventies anymore. 


Jeff: Sorry, Horace, | haven't installed that Adobo Photoshop yet. I'm still working off AOL 4.0 and Paint. 


Horace: You, my friend, should really know how computers work. | was also able to cop a quick 


interview with Trehern after his win over The Giant last night. 


Trehern [yelling at no one in particular]: Heyy, heyyyy, hey, that's how you take care of business. 


Bandaged ribs, concussion, nothin’ can stop me! 


Horace: Champ, a few words on this surprise match, please. 


Trehern: Oh, I've got several sets of few for ya. What happened to me at Detonation...being crucified in 
the middle of that ring....embarrassing. Now, | knew my boys Hogan, Hall and Nash were sequestered away 


from the building, but where was The Giant? Huh? 


Horace: | think that's a question all of us had afterward. 


Trehern: | mean, he basically was the only one left standing after his match, and | saw with my very 


eyes him leaving the ring...so | ask him, "what the hell, man? Where were ya?" 


Horace: I'm sure he had a good reason... 


Trehern: He said he was on the can. The can. Dude, really?! What did he think would happen after 
eating four hoagies and downing a pony keg of Grolsch? So, | told him straight up, "The Giant, you broke the 
first cardinal rule of brotherhood...always have your brothers’ backs!" | told him the punishment was one match 
with me, in the ring, so | could trounce his hairy ass up and down that squared circle. After that, we would be 


cool. 


Horace: That you did, Alan. The strategy of going for the big man's knee, tell me wh... 


Trehern: Shut up, paper pusher! That's nWo business and I'm done talking about it. | came in that ring 
and reminded The Giant who really is in charge of the faction. Me. ME! I'm in charge, because I'm the champ! 
But let me tell you something...the action at Detonation will not go unnoticed. It's all a conspiracy, that's it. Noth 
and his cronies have it out for me, so they sent DX and some other scrubs to mercilessly attack me from 


behind and break a couple of my ribs! 


Horace: Now, those are some pretty strong allegations... 


Trehern: What allegations?! Noth hasn't liked me and the nWo since we signed on and this is proof. So 
let me tell you...when we come back after the winter break, justice will be served up buffet style! I'm out--later 


loser! 


Jeff: I'm never one to be frank, but | get the sense that that guy is kind of a dick. 


Horace: Be that as it may, Jeff, he is our champion and we have to treat him with the respect of a 
champion. But right now we are honored to be joined by recently retired collegiate football coach, Urban 


Meyer. 


Urban Meyer: Thanks, guys. I'm a big fan of the show! 


Jeff: Now Urban, don't you have some sort of past with our Destigeddon Champion, Trehern? 


Meyer: Yeah, a few years ago when | was coaching at Utah | recruited Alan to be a five-tool special 
teams player. Punter, kicker, gunner...the kid could even long snap with the best of them. Unfortunately he 
turned down the scholarship after saying some expletives about the state of Utah. Then, when | learned he 
won the Desticano match | couldn't be more proud. The kid obviously worked pretty hard at this wrestling gig 


and now is probably more successful than if he stayed in football. 


Horace: I'm sure he would have fit in great on a team with a hundred other guys. But enough of that. 
Now that you are semi-retired, any thoughts on the future? Possibly taking an administrative position here at 


DG? 


Meyer: | just need a couple of years off. Catch up with my Netflix, my family, and everything else | 
missed out on the past fifteen years while slaving over my job. Hell, | didn't even know | had a second 


daughter... 


Jeff: A revelation that shakes most men to the core. But seriously, Urban, seriously. We could pay you 
top dollar. Mix it up in the ring. Call some matches. Be the manager for Below Me. Just give the word. Jeff 


Worthington is a breathy name around corporate, and my clout is spectacular! 


Meyer: It's tempting, but | think | would enjoy the product more from my audience seat. | do love what 
you guys are doing, though. The Destigeddon Ladies, the tour stops in small town America, recruiting overseas 
talent; | am extremely excited to see what you guys have in store for 2011. Perhaps maybe we'll finally see the 


clash between the nWo and DX? 


Horace: Ahhh, gotta keep 'em coming back for more. But | think that's about all the time we have... 


Jeff: Speaking of recruiting, could you recruit me a better IRA? I'm not quite broke, but Jeff Worthington 


stand-up just isn't bringing in the clams it used to. 


Meyer: Unfortunately | just recruit athletes to fit my highly intricate offensive system. 


Jeff [rolls eyes]: Yeah, that dive option play looks technical, Urban. 


Meyer: What'd you say, punk?! Perhaps my fist can introduce you to my two national championship 


rings... 


Horace: Ugghh, seriously, that's all the time we have for Maelstrom Mondays. Check back later this 
month for more updates from the road! I'm Horace Smith and that's Mean Jeff Worthington ska-daddling out of 


the building. Good night! 


© 
WINTER BREAK BREAKDOWN 
TULLAMORE HOLIDAY 


COBRA: Welcome one and all to our vacation overseas here in the cold and desolate town of 
Tullamore, Ireland! Hope everyone has been recovering from what was a great first season of Destigeddon 
and what may be the repercussions and future developments in this new status quo! I'm the Dictator of Death, 
COBRA Commander, and I'm usually sided with announcer Rusty "Parts" Jenkins. However, Rusty has taken 


a longer vacation to Easter Island while he pens his new book, Tales of a 6th Grade Graduate. 


But tonight we have a great set of interviews and promos. What does the Grand Nobleman's 
appearance at DETONATION mean? And what newcomer has wrestlers in the States quivering? Plus, a brief 
hint at what the Destigeddon Gals division is going to look like! And finally, a preview of this weekend's 


Maelstrom Match between Erskine 2 and Mr. Victory! 


Alright, so let's get this party started. A couple of days ago, while DG was in Holland, | got the chance 


to sit down and speak with newcomer the Grand Nobleman. He had a lot to say... 
COBRA: So, Nobleman, what brings you here to battle in Destigeddon? 


Grand Nobleman: Good morrow, Masked One. 'Tis a very intelligent quandary, but the answer lies in 
mystery. | once took housing in an ancient kingdom that fell to the evil power of one known as Turdukkendorf. 
He burnst our crops and killeth our children, or so the elders’ stories say... Then one day, he raneth off with our 


house's greatest treasures, | hadn'th a choice but to pursue... 


COBRA: An engaging story, no doubt. But why do you think Turdukkendorf decided to arrive and stay 


here at Destigeddon? And what are your plans to find and subdue him?? 


GN: Only Turdukkendorf himself would knowest the darkest of his maleficent plans. The Sorcerer 
Squad is simply an intricate veil to more sinister plans, | assureth you. If Noth be tuning inward this broadcast, 
let him know that | am prepared to fighteth to the top of the chain, and to the death, for a chance at 


Turdukkendorf... 


COBRA: And there you have it, ladies and gentlemen. Nobleman out for Turdukkendorf, and he's 


prepared to take on the best for a match against Noth's security detail. 


What a great interview. Usually our boy Jeff Worthington is on the scene for us, but recently Mean Jeff 
has been promoted to Maelstrom broadcast on Estonia 3 TV. Keep up with him and Horace this Monday on 
Maelstrom Mondays, brought to you by Edinburgh Dark Lager: Mmm...Nectar of the coal mines. Now here's a 


message from Maelstrom Superstar, Soldier Britain. 


Soldier Britain: Oy, der wit the mic-ree-phone. Moi name ees Soljur Bri-en, and I'ms here to jus' simply 


rake troo the compuhtishun ey at Desti- foiken-giddon. My muhsuls will do da talkin’, I's tell yah! 


And wha if Oi do leave All Da King's Forces? Was' it gotta do wit moi career as a superstah? Ole’ Dingo 
is still in the hospitul with contusions up his bobby sox from dat DestiCano match against the whole a dah 
rostah. My opinion, bruv? Get beh-uh at wresslin' mate, innit, and moi-be you can take on may when I has the 


DG Championship around moi wais'. 


Now snogg off you bloddy tourists! I'm drinkin' my pants down wit’ one a dem Estonian prairie dogs and 


Road Dogg. Piss off! 


COBRA: And that's the caliber of fighter we have coming to the US in 2011, folks! He's piss-ass drunk, 


cussin' and ready for a fight! Speaking of events in 2011, the search for the Destigeddon Gals is under way, 


and the nWo is in charge! Champ Alan Trehern sent us a VHS tape-recording of what he wanted to do when 


founding this division... 


Trehern: Is it recording, Hall? Damn your eyes! Greetings from Vegas, COBRA! Just wanted to shoot 
the bird to those folks who haven't really warmed up to the idea of me...ME!...being the number one guy here 
at the company. Well, as my first stroke of action, Hogan, Hall and | are heading down to Mississippi to 
administer some interviews for the DestiGals. Current openings: wrestlers, secretaries, escorts, and of course, 


Mean Jeff's spot as "on-the-scene reporter". 


As for DX, they're doing nothing over the break except maybe sipping from the Cup of Douche and 
circle-jerking with the Horsemen at the top of that London Ferris wheel. Those cats have got to go, so us 


CHAMPS can take DG Generation 2 into 2011 with some style! Peace out, trash! 


COBRA: An out-of-date way of sending digital information, but riveting nonetheless. And that brings us 
to the Maelstrom Preview you've all been waiting for. Victory versus Erskine 2, in a match for the North 


American Championship! Here with us now is none other than Mr. Victory! 


Victory: Evening, my man! And any ladies out there in TV land! We may be in Tullamore, but | can 


smell that Estonian raccoon soufflé from here! 


COBRA: Uh, is that a fine delicacy over there? 


Victory: No, that's what | call the Estonian brothels! Ha HAH! They reek of post-Cold War depression. 


Why did we do business with them in the first place? 


COBRA: Gaston, Estonians are a proud people, and a huge percentage of the DG audience! Your 
comments are rash and unwarranted. Of course, this is all stuff Rusty would be saying. As a dictator, | totally 
agree with you; Estonia would fall at the drop of a Kleenex. But concerning your match this weekend, do you 


fear for your belt? 


Victory: Hm? Wait, are you talking to me?! HAHAHA!!! A most humorous notion! You think this gold is 


going to be leaving this waist ANYtime soon? 
COBRA: ... 


Victory: The answer is NO, you ignorant ne'er-do-well!! My NA Championship is not going to some 
European Federation with a low fan base and an even lower GNP. The gold stays in America, and around the 


waist of America's #1 Citizen: MR. VICTORY!! This interview is over. 


COBRA: Well, Victory is still a douchebag, if any of you were wondering. Check out the match this 
weekend on Estonia 3 TV, brought to you by Vana Tallinn Liqueur: curing sobriety and medically euthanizing 
dogs since 1897. If you can't catch the match on TV, check out the wrap-up on this week's Maelstrom 
Mondays! Until then, from COBRA Commander and Destigeddon, enjoy the holiday break and keep breaking 


bones! 


LIBERTY BOWL SHOWDOWN 


UI hutozone. 


[taped yesterday afternoon, one day before Georgia v. UCF Liberty Bowl 2010] 


Jeff Togo: Howdy, Desti-fans, we are coming to you from the spacious Liberty Bowl Memorial Stadium 
in noisy Memphis, Tennessee. No cameras, no fans in the house, because this throwdown is about to get too 


wicked for the average Joe, and uh, Trey Webber of Below Me can't leave the state. 


Coney Island Carl: You got that right! That's why it's gonna be da dynamic and wrinkled duo of Jeff 
Jarrett and Jerry "Da King" Lawler, defendin' their home turf of Tennessee against Noah Brixx of Below Me 


and a mysterious fill-in by da name of "Tavaris Webster." Wink, wink. 


JT: Carl, you don't say "wink, wink"; you literally wink with your eye. 


CIC: Okay, but we should assure our fans that dis "Tavaris Webster" character doesn't look like Brixx's 


normal partner, Trey Webber, in any way, shape, or form. [winks eye] 


JT: Below Me is waiting at the 50-yard line, sporting their UCF Golden Knights shirts. Wow, what 
throwbacks. But business is about to pick up because | see a crown, mullet, and cowboy hat rush the field in a 


blur and now we have a genuine, Southern fracas on our hands. 


CIC: Brixx and Lawler are pounding each other, slowly scrambling to the north end zone. Meanwhile, 
you got Double J, Jeff Jarrett wrapping a camera wire around Webster's neck! | hope dats not one of dem 3D 


cameras. 


JT: 3D? This is the Liberty Bowl, not the Orange Bowl! Now Jarrett is really laying into Webster with 


blow after blow to the midsection while maintaining the choke. 


Jarrett: Listen, you dang-stinkin' Florida boy! You wanna bring your sissy ass school to compete up 
here where the big boys play? | didn't even know what a UCF was 'til | Wikipedia’'d it! Who the hell can you 


boast as a UCF grad? Daunte "Sex Boat" Culpepper?!? Give up, boy! 


JT: | guess this would be as good a time as any to tell you there is no ref, and basically...no rules. 
When one team cannot get up, the fight is over. Wait, look Carl, Brixx has gained the advantage and rammed 


Lawler's head into a meat smoker! 


CIC: Dat's a KO shot if I'd ever seen one...and now | dink we've seen everything. Brixx is wailing on 


Lawler's back with a basting mop! | guess you could say he's tenderizing the meat. 


JT: Brixx is now climbing the stands, clearly looking to do something crazy. He's climbed up on top of 


the entrance tunnel...and....SPLASH! Brixx nails Lawler with a cross-body slam and Lawler is destroyed! 


CIC: He's stumblin' round after dat move, makin’ his way to Jarrett and Webster. 


JT: Hmm, Noah has found a basket of pecan pies set up by the cheerleaders and starts chucking them 
at Jarrett, who is mildly annoyed. That gave Webster enough of a distraction to reach up and gouge the eyes 


of Jarrett, temporarily blinding him. 


CIC: Dey are really dirty'ing up da field, Toag, you sure we can ska-daddle before security comes 


back? 


JT: Don't worry, | think management paid them off with a couple of Benjamins and burnt DVDs of Love 


& Other Drugs. 


CIC: Okay, because Below Me is really laying into these Tennessee boys. Webster has found a french 


horn, throws it at Jarrett, who catches it, and dropkicks da horn right into Jarrett's face. Classic move! 


JT: The band really shouldn't be leaving paraphernalia lying around like that. Nonetheless, Below Me is 
looking great tonight. They are representing their school, UCF, and leaving a good impression on Destigeddon 


management. 


CIC: Yeah, a good showing tonight could propel Below Me near da top of the Tag Team division, but 


they have to survive dis chaotic street fight. 


JT: Speaking of streets, Below Me has dragged Jarrett out of the stadium and this melee is spilling onto 


Beale Street. | think Brixx is looking for a guitar among the many odorous street performers, but look out!! 


CIC: Jerry Lawler apparently saw da crew leave the stadium and blasted Webster over the head with a 


bottle of Jack Daniels! There is glass everywhere and Webster is bleeding like a stuck pig! 


JT: They need to bring this back into the stadium. With so many pedestrians and the police out and 
about, Below Me is running a dangerous game right now. But wait, Brixx found a Clydesdale and runs over 


Lawler before walloping Jarrett in the skull with a stuffed opossum! 


CIC: | don't even think dose last two items fit the stereotype arc we are tryin’ to build here, but 
whatever. It's pro wrestling, who's gonna care? Anyway, Brixx goes over to Webster and covers his fallen 
teammate with a piece of cardboard...| guess dis is to prevent the cops accidentally picking him up as a 


passed out wino. 


JT: Brixx is now riding the Clydesdale back into the stadium as Jarrett and Lawler follow in hot pursuit. 


CIC: Who is dat by the sideline? Knightro?! 


JT: Right you are, that is indeed UCF's beloved mascot, Knightro! As Jarrett turns the corner, Knightro 


delivers a massive spear to him, gets up and points to Lawler. He takes off the mask...it's Sean Dovar!! 
CIC: How did he get up here? | don't dink we even told any of da other wrestlers... 


Sean Dovar: Don't worry, bros, | got your back. If there are several things | love, it's football, scrums, 


tackling people, and kicking ass! 


JT: Dovar lines up and goes for his finisher, the OFT, but Lawler jukes at the last second but not before 


Brixx nails The King with a beverage rack. 


æ; [eerily familiar pirate music plays over the PA, smoke and pyro fill the stadium] 


CIC: What is that? What...| can't see anything! 


JT: I've heard that entrance music before... it's...it's... 


Dovar: Goldberg?! Is that you?! 


JT: There he is! Bill Goldberg!!! Sporting a UGA shirt and slowly pacing out of the tunnel with Georgia's 


one of a kind mascot, Uga the bulldog. 


CIC: Everyone is just sitting around as Goldberg is unleashin' hell! Spear to Dovar, now a Spear to 


Brixx! Clearly, da U of Georgia alum does not care for Below Me or their antics. 


JT: He's not done...he picks up Brixx, holds him up high and Jackhammers him through a training table! 


But now he Spears Jarrett and picks up Lawler for the Jackhammer! This is madness!! 


[several minutes pass as Goldberg continues to Spear, Jackhammer, and growl at everything he sees] 


JT: Uhh, | don't see anyone moving...Goldberg has come through like a tornado and decimated 
everyone in the match, as well as Sean Dovar. He actually ripped down the scoreboard and put Jarrett's head 


through it. 


CIC: | really don't know what to say, Toag. The stadium is half-destroyed and everyone is unconscious. 


Looks like... 


JT: Goldberg is the winner? Right? Yeah, Bill Goldberg has won the match by abso... 


Goldberg: ARRRRAARWWR! 


[Goldberg Spears Togo and Carl out of the announce box and into the second level] 


Goldberg: GOOOO DAWGS!!!!! 


BERN NOTICE 


Horace Smith: Uhh, hello? Yes, we are cutting in live from Bern, Switzerland for another rousing edition 


of Maelstrom. As always, | am joined by "Mean" Jeff Worthington. 

Jeff Worthington: Greetings, Youtube, the site that made Horace's mother famous. 

Horace: No, no, this isn't being broadcast on the internet, we are affiliated with the proud people at 
TV3. "Thrice the fun and action, same price. TV3, are you watching?" 

JW: Nice corporate shill, Horace. Why don't you tell the viewers where you picked out those rags you 
call an outfit? 


Horace: | have to inform the viewers of the company.... THAT...PAYS...OUR....... SALARIES!! 
JW: Don't yell at me, can't you see there's a match going on? 


Horace: Of course, and let's you caught up on the main event of the night...Mr. Victory is putting his 
North American title on the line against the Scandinavian Swami, Erksine 2. This match has been going on for 
well over twenty minutes, and following a double clothesline, both men are barely staggering around trying to 
get up. 

JW: That Erskine fellow, he's pretty conniving for Eurotrash. I've never seen anyone go the distance 


with Mr. Victory as Erskine 2 has today. 


Horace: Great po... 


JW: That's what she said! 


Horace: Oh, okay, | get it. "Going the distance?" You "that's what she said" yourself? You’re a regular 


Jackie Gleason... Can you just please catch us up on the action from the under card earlier tonight? 


JW: You know it! Wait, | think Erskine 2 is getting up...no. No, never mind. He slipped on a pile of sweat 


and fell down. Where are those little kids who clean up sweat at basketball games at a time like this...? 


Horace: At basketball games... 


JW: Valid point, | accept it. Any-hoo, in our first match of the evening Dag Nummit Dave (Chicken Fried 
Wrestling, USA) defeated Foster Danielson (Extreme Aussie Fight, Dingo Danielson's brother) via pinfall. | 
don't mean to be judgmental, but both those gentlemen need haircuts. Later, we saw our very own Colonel 
Turnbucker come out and conduct his...am | reading this correctly?..."Boot Camp Open Invitation Challenge?" 


Luckily | was relieving myself in the bathroom for twenty minutes...how'd that go, Horace? 


*“cuts to clip from earlier in the broadcast** 


Turnbucker: DROP AND GIVE ME PAIN!!!! YOU CAPRI WEARIN', WINE DRINKIN', NANCIES!! 


** Maelstrom logo wipe back to LIVE feed** 


Horace: He came out, talked a bunch of military jargon, and invited some of these fine Bern people into 


the ring for a gut check. He mostly threw them around and luckily only five people were injured. 


JW: That sounds awful, but slightly entertaining if the said injured had comical mishaps like in that 
Sergeant Bilko movie. There's a riot! Moving on, Bern's hometown boys, The Swiss Missnomers (Euro Club 
Brawil!!!, Switzerland) defeated our Destigeddon tag team, Sake Bomb, after Country Singer Jonas Cash 


slammed Walter Chen through a table for the win. 


Horace: | was particularly impressed with the Missnomers in ring prowess and their willingness to 
wrestle just about anybody. Hey, their contract with ECB is almost up, perhaps we could see these guys under 


the tutelage of Greg Noth someday. 


JW: Finally, Remy Rammerson, who works independently, fell victim to Erskine 4 and his deadly 


Erskine Eavesdrop. Erskine 4?! How many sequels are there? 


Horace: They are like a wrestling family. Like the Harts, the Guerreros, or the Von Erichs. Erskine 1 
was a towering, feared wrestler across Eastern Europe for a good decade. He fathered two sons, Erskine 2 
and Erskine 3, who used the timed Mexican wrestling tradition of all going by the same name, except with 
ascending Roman numerals to differentiate the members. Unfortunately, Erskine hates the Romans and 
doesn't acknowledge their, and | quote, "bullshit fake numbers." | believe Erskine 4 is a cousin to the younger 


Erskine boys. 


JW: Spectacular, stuff, Horace. You're like a walking PBS channel no one wants to listen to. |, however, 
have been paying attention to this match and Mr. Victory is finally gaining some leverage on the clear fan 


favorite, Erskine 2. 


Horace: Victory has Erskine 2 in that sleeper hold, looking to weaken his opponent, who probably has a 
couple of inches and 15 pounds on Victory. Erskine 2 is slowly regaining his balance...and hits Victory with a 


jawbreaker to break the hold!! 


JW: Geez Louise! Aren't there time limits to these kind of matches? It's going to be Euro-dark before 


this one eventually gets out. 


Horace: You can't keep using ‘Euro’ in front of everything and expect it to be funny, Jeff. I'm sure it's not 


offensive, but it sure does sound inappropriate. 


JW: Euro-buzzkill!! Ooooh, burn, Horace. 


Horace: Nice one, ass. Meanwhile, Victory is once again on the offensive as he climbs the top rope and 


delivers a flying drop kick to Erskine 2. The pin...Erskine kicks out! 


JW: You can tell Victory is steaming mad! The man who claims to have never lost a fair fight picks up 


Euro-kindle over there, throws him into the ropes... 


Horace: Erskine 2 with the shoulder block to counter! Victory gets up and gives Erskine 2 a throat chop, 
goes for the back-to-back roll-up, but Erskine 2 counters again with a reverse jumping neckbreaker!! The 


Erskine Eavesdrop!! 


JW: It finished Rammerson earlier tonight...he rolls over on Victory... 


Horace: What the hell? What did we just see here? 
JW: Looks like the Euro-kid took the belt away from our guy, Gaston Victory. 


Horace: | haven't been in this business long, but how does that work? The North American title is our 


belt. Destigeddon's belt. 
JW: Hold on, Horace, I'm getting a phone call from Management, and they do not sound happy... 


Horace: This crowd is going crazy about one of their guys from across the pond defeating one of our 
wrestlers, AND taking his belt. Erskine 2 is jumping into the crowd, joined by his family and being carted off like 
royalty. Meanwhile, you have a visually disturbed Mr. Victory stomping around the ring asking for a mic, but no 


one is left to give him one. This is truly a remarkable scene. 


JW: What's that, sir? Oh, oh, yes...okay. I'll tell him. Apparently neither Management nor Greg Noth 


knew the title was on the line, and it was their understanding that this was to be an exhibition match. 


Horace: Oh my...well, dear fans, we will try and get this sorted out and bring you more news as it develops. 
But we are out of time here in Bern. Goodnight, and stay tuned for the Season 3 premiere of Married... With 


Children...right now! 


© 
WINTER BREAK BREAKDOWN 
A RIVOLI DEVELOPMENT 


COBRA: Welcome back, Desti-fans, to our last installment of my own Winter Break Breakdown. Rusty 
"Parts" Jenkins will be back with us soon when we start up a whole new season of Destigeddon and a whole 
new line of stories, rivalries, and superstars! This week, we're live from Rivoli, Italy, catching up on the 
mountainside lifestyle and the cool winter sunsets. If | wasn't currently employed with DG, I'd consider running 


my tanks through this Eden of the Old World... 


But first, back to DESTIGEDDON! Let's prepare for Generation 2 with a follow-up to our last 
breakdown. If you recall, we heard mighty words from the Grand Nobleman, calling out newly arrived warlock 
and dark compatriot of Mordack the Wizard, Turdukkendorf. After hearing these "slanderous" words, Noth's 
security detail, now known as the Sorcerer Squad, held a press conference to address the issue and calm any 


festering fears of managerial corruption. Let's look at the tape... 
**cameras flash, Mordack at podium, with Turdukkendorf and Commissioner Noth** 


Mordack: Thank you, thank you. You all have very valid questions, and | hope to get to all of them 
eventually. But first, let me address the one named "Nobleman", if there is anything "noble" about him in the 
first place. DG's armor-clad knight knows not of what he speaks; he insists that Turdukkendorf, my lieutenant 
in the Commissioner's security detail, had plundered and raped the kingdom where the Nobleman hails. This 


could not be farther from the Truth. 


Where Turdukkendorf comes from, the Nobleman is known as a radical. He seeks nothing but chaos 
and an overthrow of the leadership. He passes on governmental slander as fact to strike fear into the 
countrymen and gain better support for his seditious plans. Turdukkendorf, a proud and just leader, was simply 
governing the land the best way he knew how. After seeing the people's displeasure with his administration, 
Turdukkendorf resigned and left said kingdom to pursue further endeavors. The Nobleman's actions and 


comments are nothing more than those of a raving lunatic in his quest for the press' limelight. 


Turdukkendorf: Nobleman, if | ever find you trying to harass me at work, | will have no problem 
contacting Commissioner Noth in reference to your behavior. Stay in line, and we can work together 


peacefully. Thank you for your attention, ladies and gentlemen. 


*“tape ends during Q&A** 


COBRA: Well, it seems that the Nobleman has some convincing to do if he wants to overthrow the 
important positions Mordack and Turdukkendorf hold. If Noth trusts them, | suppose they can't be all bad, 
right? The more important question is "why was there an empty chair at the press conference?" Who is the 


third member of the Sorcerer Squad? Hmmm... 


Keeping with this evening’s cornucopia of interviews, a new tag-team from Japan has crossed over into 
DG territory and wants to try their luck at our pool of great tag-team talent. | had a chance to sit down with 


Team Hadouken while in Bern last week, and they had this to say... 


**cuts to interview** 


COBRA: So, boys, Japan is difficult competition when it comes to wrestling. What do you plan on 


bringing to the US and Destigeddon? 


Ryu: Our master always taught us that to compete in tournaments was honorable if one's goal was to 
attain a greater sense of self and of one's opponent. We hope to find enlightenment as we travel with 


Destigeddon and achieve a higher purpose as warriors. 


Ken Masters: Gah damn, take forever, assh*le! Listen, RATTLESNAKE, we came over here for one 
reason: | can't make rent. | need f*ckin' money, and there's b*tches here to smack down, so I'm going to beat 


these motherf*ckers down! You get me!?! 


COBRA: Yes, I'm sitting right here, there's is no need to yell! 


Ryu: | apologize for Ken. He's always trailed in achieving inner...peace. 


Ken: That reminds me! | saw some fine fit birds walking around with that d*ckhole Trehern. Who the 
hell is that f*cker anyway. He thinks he owns the place, and not a gah damn one of you like him! | just can't 


f*ckin' stand people who try to steal the show... 


COBRA: So, any matches coming up? 


Ryu: Yes. We have honorably challenged the Middleburg Mayhem to a DETONATION event this 


season. | was quite impressed with their showing in the tag-team tournament. 


Ken: Oh yeah, real great! They f*cking lost, Ryu! Get over it, losing is losing. And if you lose, you suck 


d*ck, plain and simple. And since | don't suck d*ck, like you Hand Towel Head, | guess | won't be losing, will 1? 


COBRA: You're an assh*le, Masters, and | hope you burn in hell!!! YOU CAN [bleep] [bleep] in my 


[bleep]...!!!! 


*“feed is cut** 


COBRA: Ahem, well, that wasn't my best side. While Team Hadouken has potential, the editor of that 


piece is going to find it hard to fly back to the States standing in an Italian unemployment line... 


Finally, we have IN STUDIO the Binary Brute himself, B.O.Z.E. He had a real showing against some 
real show-stopping superstars: Panther Joe, Mac:Ratio, and he competed in the NA Championship Battle 


Royale. What have you been doing with yourself since PunchGiving? 


B.O.Z.E.: Ad-ware sweeping. Current programming was not adequate enough for 


current objectives. Reconfigured primary program and updated CPU components. 


B-0-Z-E- is now prepared for Generation 2? trials. Paths will be cleared. 
COBRA: Well, you have certainly worked on your people skills. This is the most I've heard you talk 
since Destigeddon started... 


B.O.Z.E.: Adequate communicative skills were necessary for upgrade. B-0-Z-E.- 


can now communicate future opponents to management- Jobbers will no longer be 


necessary: 


COBRA: Future opponents, huh? Anyone in particular? Tearin' Jarod? MC Slam? Soldier Britain? 


*“looks directly into camera** 


B.O.Z.E.: Main objective: eliminate Hulk Hogan. 


COBRA: ** spews chamomile tea** WWHAT?!?! HOLLYWOOD Hulk Hogan?? Why don't you just 
challenge Xerxes and the Persians?!? You got a death wish, B.O.Z.E. But then again, this new programming 
you say you have may be the game-changer. HAH! I'm immediately intrigued! When will this be going down? 


Season 3? That'll give you enough time to train... 


B.0.Z.E.: Match will commence at next week's DETONATION!!! 


COBRA: ** spews butterscotch pudding** Good gods, man!! The nWo will rip you apart for spare junk 
before next week once they hear this broadcast. Wait, those guys don't watch this show! I'm putting my money 
on B.O.Z.E. That nWo has a looming terminator in their sh*tty van rearview, and we'll be in the front row for it, 


folks! 


And there you have it, another Winter Break Breakdown in the bag! We'll be back next winter with 
another Breakdown, but until then, watch DESTIGEDDON!!! The Liberty Bowl showdown was last weekend, 
and a game changing Maelstrom Mondays from Bern, Switzerland has Mr. Victory up against the metaphorical 


Iron Curtain! 


Next week on DETONATION we see the B.O.Z.E./Hogan matchup, Team Hadouken and Middleburg 
Mayhem clash, and the Grand Nobleman is set to make a statement! Will the Sorcerer Squad be there to 


prove their innocence? All that and more at DESTIGEDDON: Generation 2!!! 


PROMO FOR THIS WEEK’S SOLAR SENCAST: 


“Now we can focus on more important stuff, LIKE GETTING BACK AT THOSE DOUCHEBAGS 
PANTHER JOE AND TEARIN' JARED!!! | don't forget, guys!! A thousand winter breaks won't make me forget 


how you crucified me on NATIONAL TELEVISION!!! Generation 2? Pffftttt. More like Generation TREHERN...” 


That and the DestiGals Division Draft, this week on the Sencast! 


DESTIGEDDEN 


NATIO 


ALL SYSTEMS HOOOO! 


Badda bahm BAHHMMMM!!!! 


Rusty "Parts" Jenkins: Generation 2 is here, ladies and gentlemen, and that means only one thing: 
WE'RE BACK!!! More action! More drama! And more of your favorite wrestlers here at the WORLD'S MOST 


POPULAR WRESTLING COMPANY... DESTIGEDDON!! 


Oh man, it is great to be back COBRA. I'd like to thank you for filling in for me during the Winter Break. 


COBRA Commander: You got it, Parts. Winter Break Breakdown was a great bridge between Season 1 
and 2. It gave us the time to re-assess ourselves and concentrate heavily on bringing the best and brightest 
talent to an ever-growing success like DESTIGEDDON. Maelstrom Mondays was another indicator of the 


company's popularity, especially in Europe. 


RP: I've seen that! The Erskines’ taking of the North American Championship belt, Soldier Britain hitting 


the States, and The Swiss Missnomers beating down Sake Bomb. A tumultuous winter if | do say so myself... 


COBRA: Hate to cut you off there, Rusty, but The Sorcerer Squad has just entered the arena here in 
Griffithville, Arkansas. The Bailey Street Hardee's Parking Lot is PACKED with almost 200 people, and they're 
all ready to see tonight's action! But let's send it down to our NEW ringside reporter, Lady Von Erik, for an 


interview with the Squad down at the squared circle... 


Lady: Thanks guys. So, Mordack, why the sudden appearance at DETONATION? You weren't 


scheduled to come, and Commissioner Noth is still on his way back from Europe. Comments? 


Mordack: Ugh, you are an immense improvement over the last microphone toting moron they had 
running around here. He once left a half-eaten bucket of fried chicken outside my castle gates. The smell of 


maple syrup was in the air for weeks... 


Turdukkendorf: We're here to set the record straight with the Grand Nobleman. As the security detail 
under Mr. Noth, we have been given administrative power until his return to the country. With that in mind, 
we've set up a match for the Nobleman that will quell those doubts that my associate and | are..."veiling" 


sinister plans. 


NOBLEMAN!! If you are here, knight, present yourself forthwith! 


RP: Man, | must have been out of the loop for a while! When | left, the Grand Nobleman was simply a 
mysterious arrival who slaughtered the mighty Kraken. Now he's butting heads with the commissioner's detail? 


Far out... 


**The Grand Nobleman's Theme and Pyrotechnics Hit** 


COBRA: It looks like the Nobleman has heard the summons, and has decided to appear here tonight in 


Griffithville. He's motioning to Turdukkendorf, perhaps a throwing of the gauntlet. Will the two meet tonight? 


RP: The Nobleman should know better than to threaten upper management....although it's quite 


peculiar that these guys came out of nowhere as Noth's security...and who is that third mem...WWHOA!!!! 


COBRA: Holy crap!! A huge flying Ford Windstar just slammed the Nobleman from meters away!! The 


crowd is screaming, and as the smoke clears....My god. The hideousness of it all!! 


RP: Folks, | don't know why, but the Sorcerer Squad has released a dreaded force upon the world! 


Mordack: You want to reach us, Nobleman? Let's see how your monster slaying skills look against...the 


CYCLOPS! Ring the bell! 


COBRA: And we have the bell. The official is reluctant to enter the ring, but Turdukkendorf has tossed 


him in! The Nobleman gets to his feet and slowly makes his way into the ring. He clenches his armored fists 


and goes for a few punches to the Cyclops' midsection. A swift bat of the monster's arm sends GN flying into 


the ropes!! 


RP: This madness is riveting! | haven't seen anything this exciting since the very first match here at DG. 
The Kraken (dead), SmokeLocke (dead) and the Cloverfield Monster (in jail) were brutes, but this is myth 
versus man here, folks! The Cyclops takes the knight by the throat and tosses him outside of the ring! The 


friendly people of Griffithville separate to allow the combatants to war on, but this seems a little one-sided. 


COBRA: | don't even know the rules of this match! No DQ? Pin fall? Grudge match? Street fight? | 
DON'T KNOW!! The Nobleman is back up, but battered. Parts of his armor are hanging like streamers from his 
twisted body! The Cyclops approaches, and the Nobleman advances, quickly | might add! GN leaps atop the 
head of the Cyclops and immediately goes for the one eye!! He's gouging, he's punching, he's poking, anything 


to get to the monster's one weakness!! 


RP: The monster is howling in pain! He stumbles brutishly, and trips over the remains of the Windstar 
van, somehow igniting the gas tank with a huge explosion! The Cyclops wobbles a few more meters in the 
opposite direction as paying spectators fall like confetti from the impact of the detonation, and then lands with a 
mighty thud right below that classic Hardee’s sign. Hanging on for dear life, the Nobleman takes this 


advantage and pins the monster's shoulders down with all his strength! The ref slides in... 


3I! 


COBRA: WHEW! It seems the Nobleman has subdued the great Cyclops. The monster lays moaning, 
but motionless. Mordack and Turdukkendorf argue amongst themselves, probably as to whether which one 


has to transport it back to its state of origin. 


RP: After that exciting start, let's cut to commercial... 


[WarmingGlow.com...Making TV watchable since 200-something.] 


RP: Welcome back, Desti-fans. We just saw the first interaction between the Grand Nobleman and the 
Sorcerer Squad with GN’s fiery win against the mighty Cyclops! But now, let's hit up some tag-team action! 
Team Hadouken recently challenged Middleburg Mayhem over on Maelstrom, and although Mayhem was busy 


judging a bacon-themed cook-off, they made it here just in time to meet the Japanese wrestlers’ challenge. 


COBRA: And there we have the bell to start this East versus West battle! Mayhem starts Ludacris and 


Hadouken starts that level-headed Ryu. I'll tell you what, that Ken Masters is a reeeaall douchebag... 


RP: Speaking of "douchebag", whatever happened to LABen? Oh! A superkick to the throat of Ludah! 


The bling goes flying, and so do his senses! 


COBRA: LABen has been in hiding these past few weeks. The cryptic words of Chinbeard would have 
left the strongest of men quiver with nervousness. And a right hook from Ryu sends Ludah's limp body into the 


Mayhem corner. Brummhunter blind tags out his partner and rushes into the ring! 


RP: Ryu reconsiders and tags in Ken Masters! Our censors had real trouble editing out the foul mouth 
of Masters during the winter break, so they opted not to mic this particular match. Brumm and Ken lock up, but 
Ken is sent rolling into the corner. Brummhunter sprints toward him and body splashes him against the 


turnbuckle! 


COBRA: Get that a**hole, Brumm-daddy! 


RP: COBRA!!! They got us miked still! Another clothesline from the Mighty Martian sends a beat-down 
Ken to the mat. Ryu is trying to tag him out, but he's too far away! Suddenly, Ken springs up and sends a 


powerful energy ball toward the Martian Brummhunter!!! 


COBRA: OH!! And the Brummhunter has turned intangible! The energy ball flies through him and hits 


Ken's partner, sending him into the parking lot and the waiting crowd!!! Brummhunter's eyes glow an angry 


red!! | would not want to be on this guy's bad side! He hasn't said one word since his arrival, but he's single- 


handedly carried this team to DG greatness! 


RP: And a TENTACLE TAKEDOWN!! Brummhunter's clay-mationed appendages have extended to 


beat Ken Masters to the ground and the Martian swoops in for the pin! 


3!! 


RP: Wow! That was either really gross or really cool. A myriad of tentacles ripped from the Martians 
shape-shifting body and proceeded to physically harm that foul-mouthed ninja. | don't know about you, but it 


looked like an insulting finisher to what Ken might have on his private search history!! 


COBRA: Zoom! Right over my head, Parts. | have no idea what you're talking about! | like good ole' 


American 1940s pin-ups. And with that, commercial. 


EADING 
AINBSW 


Gah damn! You still ain't reading ?!? Get your balls outta your ass and pick up a book!! - LeVar Burton 


COBRA: And welcome back to Griffithville, folks, as we approach our main event. Last week on our 
Winter Break Breakdown, B.O.Z.E., the cybernetic neckbreaker, challenged the immortal Hollywood Hulk 


Hogan. Why, we don't know? And Hogan was more than happy to answer the call. 


RP: In the ring, B.O.Z.E. stands silently as the nWo titantron flows across the inflatable screen. 
Hollywood Hulk Hogan, in the traditional black and white nWo garb and boa, followed closely by his main 


henchmen, Trehern and Scott Hall. 


**Hollywood Hulk “VooDoo Child” Theme** 


COBRA: These guys have been all over the map since Destigeddon started. Warring with DX, 
Mordack, the Four Horsemen, and now, with this strange robot from the future. It's also interesting to note, as 
the bell rings, that this is the first real match Hulk Hogan has been in. Sure, he was in the DestiCano match, 
but that was open to anybody. Do you think it's a fear of Hogan's unpredictability or just a general disrespect 


that Hogan is a fat, old sonuva bitch? 


RP: As the combatants lock up, we see the Hulkster pushed away into the corner by the 7.5 foot tall 
monster known as B.O.Z.E. | don't think it's a fear of Hogan, but of the nWo in general. He's their leader, and 
to attack him is to attack all the members. OH! And a massive clothesline by the cyborg which brings Hogan to 


the mat. B.O.Z.E. goes in for the pin, but the Hulkster won't have it! Kick out! 


COBRA: B.O.Z.E. climbs up the ropes to attempt a high-flying body slam, but Hogan is too quick. He 
manages to dodge out of the way and repel off the ropes. A knee drop to B.O.Z.E.'s face! Then a look to the 


crowd! He sneers and all the Hardee’s Star Burger filled-fans start to boo!! 


RP: People boo yes, but it's Hall and Trehern that are cheering on the immortal wrestler. Hulk uses his 
momentum and pulls B.O.Z.E. by his synthetic hair. A pin isn't enough for this guy; uh-oh and now Hall and 


Trehern are stepping up to the outer ring! 


COBRA: Trehern has called over the ref to point out an illegal maneuver by B.O.Z.E. The ref has taken 
the bait and verbally describes his thinking DURING THE MATCH! What a moron! This is a clear ploy by the 
nWo to do something unethical and probably dangerous. Yep, here we go. Hall and Hogan have B.O.Z.E. ina 
stomach submission stretch!!! His circuits have to be busting at this point! What kind of pussy does an 


abdominal stretch in a main event?? 


RP: Hogan sends B.O.Z.E. into the ropes and delivers a mighty big boot!! AND B.O.Z.E. IS DOWNI!! 


Hulk runs into the ropes, and yes, delivers a mighty leg drop!!! The Hollywood Hulkster goes in for the pin... 


Wait, what? Trehern is STILL talking to the ref!?! His plan has backfired!! He’s got the ref so pissed off, 


he hasn't checked the status of the match he's officiating! 


RP: Why, it's none other than...MACHO MAN!!! Savage is now in the ring and tears Hogan off the pin 
and starts berating him with massive hooks to the face!! B.O.Z.E. has booted down to sleep mode and stays 


motionless...and Hall has come in to help Hogan!! 


COBRA: Meanwhile, Trehern, fed up with the ref, storms in and spears Savage!! The ref has finally 


brought his attention BACK to the task at hand, and immediately ends the match. DQ, folks, DQ... 


RP: Hall and Trehern set up for a Solar Sentinel Slam and they quickly DELIVER it to Macho Man! 
Savage has been recuperating from his injury in the tag-team tourney when the General's "Fill 'Er Up" finishing 
move filled up the Macho Man's eye sockets! Hogan forces out a leg drop on the Nacho Man as the crowd 


scream their displeasures! 


COBRA: The nWo start to file out, spitting on the tassled Macho Man, and kicking B.O.Z.E. as they 
pass. A couple of classy gents right there! That's sarcasm, of course. So how should we end this episode of 
DETONATION? nWo: still d*cks. B.O.Z.E.: a valiant effort that slipped through his metallic grasp. Macho Man: 


can still smell him from a mile away... 


RP: WAIT! Savage has managed to re-gain his composure; he has something to add after his 


beatdown... 


** grabs mic** Macho Man: You know what, Hogan?? | interfered with that match for a reason! The only 


person who's going to BEAT your n-W-ass is me! And l'Il be damned if | ever let you win a match here in 


**grabs another mic** Hogan: Listen up, DUDE!! You want a match, you got a match! And with Trehern on 


my team, we got enough stroke to make this a FEATURE match, you yella bitch!! 
Macho Man: You got it, Hulkster!! Ya boa punk bitch! 


RP: And there you have it, a match set for some time in the future. And with DETONATION next week, 


hopefully we can get some answers. From all of us here at DESTIGEDDON, good night!! 


*““after the cameras are off** 


Mysterious Voice: Damn it, B.O.Z.E., you had ONE job tonight! And you couldn't even do THAT! 


Technology my ass. 
B.O.Z.E.:My systems were overwhelmed. 


Mysterious Voice: Your ASS is gonna be overwhelmed by my foot if you don't start doing EXACTLY 


what | say! 
B.O.Z.E.: Acknowledged. 


Mysterious Voice: Next, let's orchestrate a little match between Trehern and his crucifixion crew... 


Lesa 


NATION 


NUMBER ONE WITH A BULLET! 


[cut backstage, Management on phone] 


MGMT: What do you mean, “No B.O.Z.E.?” He is our ticket to getting that damned thing back! What 
about Turnbucker? Boys and Girls Club?!? What the hell is that? Oooh, | Know, we can get Dingo and his...still 


laid out in the hospital, huh? Those nWo assholes... 


[suddenly, a Desti-Intern interrupts] 


Intern Terry: Sir, sir, we need you to sign off on these papers to get *this* match done, tonight! 


Mgmt: Wait, what's this nonsense? We aren't going with Middleburg Mayhem and the rodeo match? 


Intern Terry: No, sir, Mr. Noth has signed off on this, guaranteed to rock the socks off everyone in 
Enterprise tonight! Besides, there was a, let me see if I'm reading this flier right...an "Arby's Convention" back 


at the Brummhunter's home town and he could not make it. 


Mgmt: Rats, so who ya....Ooohh! Sure is nice for LaBen to show himself after all this time. You are 


right, Intern guy, this might be....our best show....EVER!! 


Jeff Togo [opening broadcast]: Welcome, one and all, to another rage-inducing episode of Detonation, 
your source for gourmet, spine-shattering wrestling! We are coming to you from the quiet town of Enterprise, 
Oregon from the Wallowa Valley Care Center banquet hall! "Enterprise, if you are trying to get to Portland, you 


are turned ass-backwards!" As always, joining me is the always intelligible Coney Island Carl. 


Coney Island Carl: Dat's right, and it's good to be back in da cat birds seat! We gotta great slate of 
action planned tonight, including da newly inked Soldier Britain going up against the Father of Funk, the Dean 


of Drum and Bass, Dr. Boogie. 


JT: Not only that, Commissioner Noth has promised a main event to include LaBen, marking his first in 
ring performance since Punchgiving! Also, Noth has told me personally that he will address Mr. Victory losing 


his North American title to an "outsider." 


CIC: Chyeah, the dude works for a company called Bogota Wrestling. | did not know what a "Bogota" 
was, so | did what all respectable Americans would do...ask a random purveyor of service...in dis case, my 
mechanic, Wrenchy, who said he didn't know. So, | Wikipedia’d it, and Wiki tells me it might be a city in Spain. 
Personally, | dink a Bogota is something you eat, so if | ever get dat Ed Hardy wearin’ jerk on my show, I'm 


sure l'Il clear it up for you fine fans! 


JT: It's not quite Ed Hardy, but we are seeing Lacoste and that can only mean one thing...LaBen is 


coming to the ring to a mixed bag of jeers and cheers. 


LaBen: Kill the music! First, how are you guys, the fans, doing tonight? 


[ahhhhHHHBOOgoLaBenDisapprov..] 


even care if that's Sinatra or not, because really | only got one thing on my mind, and that's a championship! 


CIC: Makin' a lotta friends out here on da West coast, dat LaBen is... 


LaBen: Really, though, you fans all saw it! | was in prime position to win that Desticano match. | was 
beating the likes of Hogan, Dingo, Trehern, and that two-timed loser, Ben P, until some painted face, vigilante 
wannabe Panther Joe unceremoniously knocked me down that chasm, nearly to my death! | could have died 


that night, people! 


JT: He does have a flare for the dramatic, though. 


LaBen: So, Panther Joe, you emo, cry-baby, never-one-a-match-in-yo-damn-life stalactite CHUMP!! 


Get your trench coat wearing ass out here and face me like a man! 


JT: Luckily, | think Panther is one of the few that made the trek out here for the show...and there's the 


Metallica riff....nere...comes...Panther!! 


Panther Joe: First of all, LaBen, you knew perfectly well that the Desticano was every man for himself, 
and it was nothing personal! Secondly, your words are juvenile and | would expect more from a man who 


thinks so highly of himself. 


LaBen: Shut your mouth, Panther! We both know that if it happened again, | would reign over your 


lifeless body in a one-on-one, sanctioned match with no potholes like at Desticano! 


[IM TALKING BOUT A YANKEE ROSE!” crackles over the banquet hall speakers] 


CIC: Uh oh, y'hear dat Toag? Our champ, Alan Trehern, is in da building, accompanied by da lovely 


Kat Dennings, a recently signed Destigeddon Gal. 


Trehern: Just so both you boys know, this belt still hangs proud in the house of the nWo. We have the 
power, we have...well, look at her, the women, and we have....the money! Hell, Nash just got picked up to star 


in the reboot of Haunted Mansion. 


Panther: Trehern, if you weren't so busy trying to sell yourself out you would know what's really going 
on in this company. If you weren't so busy making a mockery of the entire female race and casting them in 


these ‘escort’ roles, you would know... ... that no one wants you to be champ...anymore! 


Trehern: Now, wait just a damn second....hold the pho... 


Panther: | wasn't done, peon! Now you, LaBen. We both want the same thing....that tool's belt from 


around his waist. 


LaBen: Well, yeah. But seeing as how I've retired a guy, and hello, I'm one of the sexiest, most blue- 
toothiest guys in the biz, that would give me precedent over your mid-card ass whose only been taking on the 


likes of Chet Thornberg and Caleb Trane! 


Trehern: Gentlemen, gentlemen, can you please pipe down? We have company. [opens palm and 
slides it across the horizon of fans in attendance] Don't you even want to know why | came out here? And 


LaBen, didn't you even ask who your opponent was tonight? 


LaBen: F.U., Trehern, | got my orders! | know it's me and the Nobleman tonight... 


Trehern: Oooh, try again, tough stuff. El Grande Nobleman couldn't make it tonight. You see, 
management has told me something about, "blah, blah, blah, defend your title in so many days..." so | told 
them...set up a match. Set up a Number One Contenders Match for the Destigeddon Championship! That's 


right...it's gonna be YOU, Panther Joe, versus YOU, LaBen, for a shot at my belt! 


Panther: This news...couldn't be more perfect. | get to put Mr. Orange County here back in his place, 


and then come and tear your world down...piece, by excruciating piece. 


Trehern: Oh, and because I'm already here in this cesspool of a town, and I'm already on like seven 


Rolling Rocks....I'Il be... 


LaBen: A blue-assed baboon? 


Panther: The lackey of a shriveled up, no talent, corporate roid-head who hocks inflated, worthless crap 


from Rent-A-Center? 


Trehern: A couple of comics, eh? Try your guest referee!! 


JT: Good God! Did you hear that? We will find out who the number one contender is, right here tonight, 


and Trehern of the nWo will be the ref. 


CIC: | had a feeling dis night would be off da charts, but this is some grade-A, tangible stuff right here. 
We are like you fans back at home...management, Noth, dey don't tell us nuttin’ until it happens in the arena. 


We're as shocked as you are! 


JT: Catch your breath because we'll be right back with some in ring action after this message! 


JT: Welcome back, and just in time for some singles action. Out first is that guy with the tye-dye painted 


house...it's Dr. Boogie! 


CIC: Where has Boogie been over the past couple a months? He have a second job or sumpin? 


JT: Uhh, | think we all have second jobs. I'm assistant manager at that O'Reilly Autoparts. Don't you still 


work at Lady Foot Locker? 


CIC: Nah, it gotta a little too personal for me, y'know? Lookin’ at all dose nasty feet all day. | had to nix 


it from my life...feet are revolting, plain and simple. Nah, but | sell dat Mona Vie stuff, now. 


JT: Solid choice. And an exceptional way to meet those single ladies... 


CIC: Hey, who says dey ain't married? 


JT: Uh, anyway, here comes Soldier Britain, ready to square off against Boogie in his first match with 
the company. They square off, and Britain immediately gets control and hip tosses Boogie across the ring. He 


follows that up with a soccer kick right across the back! Oooooh that hurt. 


CIC: From da looks of it, Britain is a lot bigger den Boogie, so da Doctor is going to have to outsmart 


the Brit somehow... 


JT: Britain is really working the mat as he goes for the chop block to the back of the knee...followed by 


an elbow drop, but Boogie rolls out of the way, cradles Britain for a small package for the pin.....oooh, kickout! 


CIC: Dat's exactly what I'm talking about. Think on your feet and you can beat the guy. Seriously, 


though, how big is Boogie? 135 soakin wet? 


JT: It doesn't say in the notes, but Boogie is gaining momentum by wrenching the arm and putting 
Britain in an arm bar...Soldier Britain hurries to the rope to break the hold! Meanwhile...there's a...is that a dog 


running down the aisle? 


CIC: It's barking up a storm. Isn't dat...It’s Uga, the University of Georgia's mascot. We saw him at the 


Liberty Bowl fiasco...I'm still pickin' glass shards outta my hair... 


JT: The ref sees Uga now, and tries to detain the dog before it bites, or God forbid, slobbers on one of 
the wrestlers or fans. But wait...of course! It's Goldberg! GOLDBERG! Bill Goldberg comes out from the stands 
and into the ring, delivering a Spear to Britain! Now the ref turns around after wrangling up the dog, sees 


Goldberg in the ring and calls for the bell! Dr. Boogie has been disqualified and Britain wins the match! 


CIC: Man, Boogie looks a little mad, but Goldberg flinches at da dude and Boogie scrambles outta da 


ring in one piece. Meanwhile, Britain is still laid out from dat Spear. Now he's gotta mic... 


Goldberg: Hah! Everyone watching this at home probably thought | was a one trick pony back in 
Memphis. Sure, my beloved Bulldogs may have lost to those dirtbags of UCF, but rest assured...GOLDBERG 
will not be stopped at Destigeddon. | haven't forgot about Below Me, but, uh, Britain. Hello? Wake up, son. 
Yeah, you Soldier Britain...welcome to my hit list. I'm blowing this joint. Any of you fans wanna meet me I'll be 


at the Applebee’s. 


CIC: His “hit list?" What does that mean? More importantly, dis town has an Applebee’s? 


JT: Strange happenings indeed. The question | have for you is when will this jerk stop interfering in 
Destigeddon business? | know the fans love the guy, but he runs in on the Liberty Bowl Showdown, decimates 


Below Me, throws me and you from the announce booth, and now tells Soldier Britain that he's on his hit list? 


Give me a break. Get a match scheduled, and let's see what you can do in the ring, Mr. Goldberg. See you 


guys after this break. 


CIC: Welcome back! Commissioner Noth is just getting to da ring, but during the break while the crew 


was scraping Soldier Britain off da mat, our very own Lady Von Erik caught up with him backstage. 


Lady Von Erik: Mr. Soldier, wait up! What did you think of that big, bald guy Goldberg coming in and 


attacking you? 


Britain: He's mess witta wrong guy, right think. I'm just innear try'n cutta rope n'he barges in like some 
pissant got his knickas inna bunch! Not right, right? Not right, chat all! They'll say, meet me somewhere cold-n- 
dreary and lets do this Scotyand Yard style, bloke! Wheneva, jis not durin' me leeks n tatoes time with me da 


and ma, right? 


LVE: Sounds great. Well, ugh, good luck with that and thanks for your time! 


Britain: Bluh-ey right? Ya nose-divin' harlet, fetch me a Boddin'tons right fast, don't matta be cold or 


what have yoo. 


LVE: | don't know what that is. Back to you guys. 


JT: Thank you, Lady. As Carl just said, Commissioner Noth is in the ring and looks as distressed as we 


have ever seen him. 


Noth: Let's skip the pleasantries. Oh, great powerful ball of mine, please summon a one Mr. Victory to 


this ring. Right, freakin’, NOW! 


CIC: Give ya two guesses about what dis could be about, Toag. 


JT: Clearly, Noth intends to discipline, maybe even fire Gaston for foolishly putting his belt on the line 


against a guy in another company. 


Noth: C'mon, Victory, these fans don't have all day. Oh, sweet, there you are. Hi, how you doin’, 


CHAMP?! 


Mr. Victory: Before | get reamed out, which is what | came in expecting... 


Noth: Nutt-uh-uh-uh. No, no, no, no, Victs. I'm not mad...really. | just think of this as another 
opportunity. For growth. For the business to prosper. You see, when you lost that belt, it got people talking. 
Mainstream people. Bubba the Love Sponge. Piers Morgan. Billy Bush. Meredith Baxter-Birney. Lori Beth 


Denberg. The list goes on and on, but you get the picture... 


Victory: So, you are saying...you're not mad? 


Noth: Oh, no, that's where you're wrong, because | am right steaming pissed. But, like most things in 
life, you accept the hand you are dealt and you adjust. All we simply have to do now is recover that belt and 


bring it back to the States, safe and sound. 


Victory: My word, boss, | can beat that punk! Tell me the time, the place...anywhere. I'll fly to Auckland 


if | have to... 


Noth: Hmmmm, how about no. We've all seen how you fair in matches against those Euros. It's like 
NFL Europe over there, and you fumbled the rock! Fortunately, you can redeem yourself in the eyes of 


management by sending your blue-blood ass back over the pond and forcibly taking the belt back, y'hear me? 


Victory: I'm pretty sure that's not how it works. 


Noth: Oh, it's damn sure how it works. | even got on the phone with Bogota, telling them about this 
misunderstanding, and they rubbed my face in it. My face, Victory! They even told me, "Puh-zesh-yahn es 


9/10th's of ze law" or however the hell they speak over there. 


Victory: Eh, yours sounded more French, and we are dealing with the Spaniards here... 


CIC: Hmm, Victory also says Spain. Now I'm thinking city in Spain and not sandwich. 


Noth: You and four other men of my choosing will go over there and recover the belt, no questions 


asked. Consider yourself like Jason Bourne, but not nearly as cool. 


Victory: So, who ya got? B.O.Z.E.? The Outsiders? Macho?! Oooh, how about Lady?! Talk about a 


road trip to break the ice, am | right? 


Noth: No, no, no. Due to other bookings and some other guys just flat out saying they don't care for 
your plight because you are a Narcissistic douche, the selection was a bit limited. So, please come to the ring, 


Team North American Title Recovery! 


JT: You can only wonder what the mastermind Noth has up his sleeve... 


Noth: To really prove his commitment to our league and no other country, I've chosen The Russian 


Rhino. And for the hell of it, and because they are such a cohesive team, The General. 


CIC: Are dey serious? Rhythm & Rhino?! Good luck wit dat... 


Noth: We are also going to need a little extra muscle on the trip, and really, someone who knows the 
backwoods and can navigate the group out of sticky situations. Joining Rhythm & Rhino, please come out, 


Mighty Oak Glunderson! 


JT: Excellent choice! If | saw that guy barreling at me | would drop everything | was carrying, as well! 


Noth: Okay, so that's only four guys. But we also need some comic relief, and seriously, what other 


work did this next guy have, anyway? MC Slam, get your rappin’ butt out here, friend! 


[the five members of the recovery team stand as one in the ring with Noth] 


Noth: There you have it, folks. In just a few short weeks, you will see our North American 
Championship belt back in the rightful place, here at Destigeddon. Gentlemen, your flight is taken care of...and 
it leaves in....3 hours! Get moving! Any questions, talk to our new secretary, Ragin' Rash! Good luck, and 


y'know, don't let me down or anything. 


JT: Wow, another bombshell! | really don't think Noth told us everything. | am sure he has something 


cooked up in order to get back that belt, because surely you can't just steal it from Erskine 2. 


CIC: From what | gathered, in dis business dis stuff happens all the time. You tell ‘em you goofed and 
dat should be da end of it. But, un, Bogota Wrestling and Erskine 2 are playing hardball, and | dink they are 


getting what’s comin’ to em. And with deez guys we're sendin’....it shouldn't be any trouble. 


JT: For the sake of this company's reputation, | sure hope you are right. Be back in a moment with our 


main event! 


JT: We are back and promise to stay with you to the very end of this marquee matchup between 
Panther Joe and LaBen. Trehern, along with fellow nWo member Scott Hall, are already ringside as Panther is 


the first to come out, followed by the Rodeo Drive Reaper, LaBen! 


CIC: | like dat nickname, Toag, is dat legit? 


JT: Not really, | just like mashing up pop culture references with the thinly veiled personalities of our 


wrestlers. Try it, give me a wrestler. 


CIC: Okay, Sean Dovar! 


JT: Sean, the Sackmaster, DOVAR!! Y'know, cuz he's a football player? 


CIC: Ohhh yeah, nice. | like dat. Anyhoots, Trehern's gonna start dis thing any second now... 


Trehern: Now, Panther, LaBen. | wanna good, clean fight. Panther, don't get that gaudy face paint all 
over LaBen, and LaBen, try not to spill any coffee on Panther. And if either one of you gets out of line, don't 
think for one second I'm not willing to open up a can on both of ya. But, nothing serious, right, Panther? 


Nothing like a crucifixion or anything like that. 


JT: Panther smirks at Trehern but digs right in and knocks LaBen with a big right hand, sending him 
back against the ring ropes, where Hall was waiting and trips him up. Interference already, but of course, 


Trehern didn't see it. 


CIC: | dink we need a ref FOR da ref. These are not ideal circumstances to be fighting under when a 


championship is waitin' on da other side. 


JT: | agree but this is what we have. Panther runs over to LaBen to put him in a facelock, but Trehern 
isn't even checking the hold. Based on their hand gestures it looks like him and Hall are talking about sport 


fishing. C'mon guys, pay attention, LaBen has been grabbing the rope this entire time. 


CIC: But LaBen wises up and delivers a low blow to Panther, sending him keeled over and to da mat! 


Hall is finally backing away, but now it looks like that Destigeddon Gal, Kat Dennings is back! 


JT: LaBen continues to stomp on Panther, shoots off the ropes and slams with a cross-body. He goes 
for the pin but Dennings has Trehern distracted. Ohhh man, | see what's happening here. Here come The 
Giant, Nash, and Hogan...typical nWo gang assault. Trehern is "distracted" while the rest of the nWo piles in 


the ring and starts picking apart LaBen and Panther Joe. 


CIC: Man, The Giant is setting up LaBen for....chokeslam! And Nash has Panther positioned....in da 
move that used to incur a fine of $50,000 per usage... Nash flips Panther over and gives him a nasty Jackknife 


Powerbomb! 


JT: This is sick. The Giant is pulling some spray paint out from under his tights, while Hogan sets up 
LaBen for his Atomic Leg Drop....and delivers! Now Hall is getting in on the action, picking up Panther for The 
Outsider's Edge. The Giant hands Hogan the spray paint and he is going to town on Panther, painting the 


classic 'nWo' graffiti on his back. Now LaBen is getting the '4 LIFE' stamped across his back. Absolutely sick. 


CIC: But wait, Toag, here comes da cavalry! Members of DX....the New Age Outlaws, HBK, and 
members of da Horsemen, Arn Anderson, Ole Anderson, and Tearin Jarod storm the ring with chairs, chasing 


the nWo and special guest ref Trehern outta da ring. 


JT: In the mad rush of humanity in the ring, LaBen and Panther piled up like a couple of semis on the 


interstate, and here comes Noth back out again! 


Noth: Security, get them outta here! All of ‘em. The nWo, Horsemen, DX. Trehern, get back in there 


and finish that match!! 


CIC: Trehern shuffles Dennings out da way and gets back in the ring, which has been littered with 


spray paint cans, chairs, and other debris. 


JT: Under all that carnage, it appears as if Panther has an arm slightly draped over the arm and neck of 


LaBen...and Trehern is forced to count! 


CIC: Toag, | don't dink either one of 'em is conscious right now... 


Trehern: ONE.....TWO...... TWO AND A HALF..... 


Noth: You and your friends have already made a mockery of this company in more ways than | can 


count. Finish it, or God as my witness, | will talk to Management and have you stripped of that belt. 


JT: Trehern looks down, picks up another chair and delivers a vicious shot, first across the outstretched 


torso of LaBen and then across the upper back of Panther. 


CIC: What's he doing, just count you idiot! He's got that spray paint and is spraying an outline of their 


bodies on da canvas! 


[Trehern tosses the paint can at the motionless head of Panther, puts his finger gingerly on the mat and into 


the mic says, "THREE!"] 


Trehern: Your winner, by, ugh, sucking the least hardest | suppose, the dick with the purple face paint. 


There you go boss! You got your match, just like you wanted. 


Noth: Don't think this will go unnoticed, Alan! Security! Detain him, and kick him out of this Care Center. 


And you know WHAT? 


CROWD: WHAT? 


Noth: As punishment for this outrageously unprofessional behavior, the nWo is going to go up against 


the new #1 contender, Panther Joe, and the three still employed members of... THE HORSEMEN! 


CIC: Da [bleep] [bleep]??? 


JT: Incredible! The Horsemen will be FOUR once more as Panther joins their ranks, against his will... 
And | guess, in some twisted way, Panther Joe IS now the number one contender for Trehern's belt. There are 
so many questions to be answered--was this Trehern's selection to win the match the entire time, and what will 
officials do about Trehern and the rest of the nWo and their raucous behavior? We shall find out soon! For 


Coney Island Carl, goodnight from sleepy Enterprise! 


DG News BuliJetin 


Lady Von Erik: With Worthington at Maelstrom now, Von Erik is on the scene to make sure you get your Desti- 
News hott and ready to serve. I've been making my rounds to the different factions, and things are a bit 
heated. The latest DETONATION was a real eye-opener for Trehern and the nWo. But let's see what the rest 


of the crew thinks of it: 


Ben P: Looks like Trehern is finally getting what's coming to him! Total and unrelenting hate from the 
fans and management. And to think this all started with me winning two Pun Wars...but I'm still the 


champ!! 


Macho Man: Oooooohh, that Trehern is one bad guy, I'll tell you Miss Erik. But the meaner of the bunch 
is that punk ass bitch Hogan! He's been a right swindler since the day he and | formed the Mega 


Powers! But I'm coming for him, and so is the Madness! Oooohhh yeaaahhhh!!!! 


Caleb Trane: I'm sorry, | can't be bothered right now. And less cleavage, please Miss Erik, this is a 


work environment. 


Mordack: Security has been notified of Trehern's...ahem...unpredictability. Although it is safe to say we 


will have a hold on his behavior if it should ever step out of line again. 


There you go folks. But wait, what's this? The New Age Outlaws, Billy Gunn and Road Dogg, seem to be 


getting pretty fumed about something in the gym...let's look in. 


Dogg: Damn it, Billy, those bozos beat us in the first round!! How are we gonna be called the "greatest 


tag team" around if we can't beat Mayhem! That Ludacris guy sucks balls!! 


Gunn: Easy, Road Dogg. We can forget about them for now. We need to focus on getting that next 


crack at the belts. MacRatio can be beat, but those chumps in The Outsiders are gonna stand in our way! 


Dogg: Yeah, Billy, those p*ssies gotta go! Hall and Nash need a little lesson in hardcore tag wrestling, 


that one... 


LVE: Seems the Outlaws have their sights on the belts, and on the Outsiders. How will the nWo deal 
with this new threat? And how will they deal with the 8-man tag team match against Panther Joe and the 
Horsemen this week? ** puts finger to ear* What's that, Barb? Oh, we take you now live to the commissary, 


where DGZ has miked the lunch counters... 


*“Panther Joe and Tearin' Jarod Blanding, sitting in the Desti-Commissary.** 


Panther: Listen, | don't like it anymore than you do. The establishment and I? We no likey each other. 
And now, here | am meeting with the pro tempore leader of the Four Horsemen, making plans to take on the 


nWo. It's the necessary of two evils: those assholes versus you and your assholes. 


Blanding: Shut the f*ck up, Joe. This team-up is temporary! In the 8-man tag team match this week, 


we need to all be on the same page. Bring your A-game, and the Horsemen and | will have your back. 


Panther: Just be sure we soften up Trehern so | can win that championship. Of course, everyone 
wants to take down Hogan and the Outsiders; they're the money-makers. But Trehern has the belt; he needs 


the most abuse... 


Blanding: Agreed. Now get the hell out of here, facepaint, before someone sees us talking to each 


other. Remember, 8-man tag team against the nWo: THIS WEEK! 


nWo VS. PAN THER/HORSEMEN 


* backstage** 


Panther Joe: I'm the number one contender. But tonight, we're taking the nWo down a notch. Trehern 


and his Fairy Men will think twice before trying to throw their weight around. 


Tearin' Jarod Blanding: Arn? Ole? Make sure that Trehern and Hall don't tag up; they can be 
dangerous. They've been experimenting with new tag-moves...things we aren't ready for. Also, the Giant could 


pop out at any time, so keep your eyes open. Panther? 


Panther Joe: ** raises hana** HEY! No one tells the Panther how or when to wrestle. I've got my game, 


you play yours. 
Tearin' Jarod: Grrrrr.... 
“within the nWo van** 


Hollywood Hulk Hogan: Alright dudes! This is our first legal match as a real dominant force. Let's make 
sure they don't separate us, and watch each other's back. Panther is a real jobber, and while Jarod looks 


tough, he's a real rookie here at Destigeddon. 


Nash: I'll make sure Tully or Flair doesn't pop out, and Trehern and Hall have those freakin' awesome 


pwnage moves they've been working on. 
Trehern: The Solar Outsider, baby. 
Hogan: Alright, let's bring it in. Terror, chaos, mad damage...we are the new world order! 
Nash, Trehern and Hall: F*ck yeah! 
*“inside the complex** 


Rusty "Parts" Jenkins: Welcome everybody to beautiful but rainy Alliance, Nebraska. We're coming to 


you LIVE this week from the Hal Murray Softball Complex, where they sell the World's Best Turkey Dogs! 


COBRA: Had a few myself, Parts, and they are dee-lish. But the important matter this evening is the 
feature match EVERYONE has been talking about. A legal battle, completely authorized by the Commissioner, 
between the nWo and the Four Horsemen. Of course, as we know, Flair has been suspended since the 


Halloween ScReAm Match, so filling in as the fourth Horsemen is none other than Panther Joe!! 


RP: And here they come. Also worth mentioning is Panther currently holds the spot for #1 contender 
against Trehern for the Destigeddon World Heavyweight Championship. So this 8-Man Tag Team Match up 


will give real momentum to Panther or Trehern, depending on whose team wins the fight. 


*“nWo Entrance Music hits and black and white pyro catches a hobo on fire** 


COBRA: Ugh, and here come the nWo. Conformity be damned, but it wouldn't hurt if these guys 
learned some manners. The good people of Alliance are our hosts, and Hall has already tripped some of the 
concession salesmen. Trehern and Hogan are starting fights with the audience members, and | think | even 


see a real attractive looking Lady Von Erik shooting the bird into the Sentinel Editor's face. 


RP: They enter the ring, amongst the jeers, and stare down the Horsemen and their temporary 
member, Panther Joe. Trehern and Joe throw insults back and forth, but nothing heats up. Referee Timmy 


Tee, long time veteran, has to make the calls tonight, and we wish him the best. 


COBRA: Both teams are in their corners and deciding their first moves. Arn and Ole Anderson, Tearin' 
Jarod, and Panther decide to go with Arn first. The nWo see the pick and send in their big man, "Big Sexy" 


Kevin Nash. 


RP: Nash has got almost a foot on this guy, and has probably got 60 pounds on him as well. A right 
hook from Anderson, but nothing doing. A kick to the kneecap, but Nash is unaffected. A SUDDEN 


CLOTHESLINE FROM NASH sends Arn to the mat. The crowd screams! 


COBRA: Nash is a great wrestler, but his weakness is his speed. But when you're a huge giant brute, 


speedy guys can't do much damage. Nash picks up Arn for what looks like a PowerBomb, but then turns it into 


a Yokosuka Cutter! Unbelievable!!!! Luckily for Arn, Tearin' Jarod blind tags himself in, and slowly approaches 


the mighty Kevin Nash. 


RP: Now these guys haven't met before; Blanding is green under the gills, but his actions at 
Destigeddon so far have messed with not only Trehern, but the audience as well. No one knows what this guy 
is capable of!! A huge spear from Nash, though, sends Blanding against the ropes. The nWo is yelling at him to 


pull the long wet hair of Tearin' Jarod and take him down! 


COBRA: But Nash decides to take the Vermont Eviscerator under his wing and attempt a massive 
vertical suplex! Holy crap!!! The two men together tower over the mat and come crashing down as Blanding 


hits the mat harder than Coney Island Carl during Happy Hour!!! Nash tags in Hall! 


RP: Nice dig, COBRA! Hall runs for the Horseman corner and nails Panther off the apron! Ole tries to 
hook the Bad Guy, but Hall scampers away and attempts a pin on Blanding, but there's only a one-count. Hall 
manages to get Tearin' Jarod to his feet, but the J-man oh!! ...punches Hall in the nards! Looks like Hall's days 


of women-banging are over! 


COBRA: Jarod tags in Ole!! Looks like the Horsemen are down to only two fresh combatants: Panther 
and the other Anderson brother. Ole starts working the arm of Hall; twisting, dropping the knee, and now he 
has him in the grapevine wrist lock! Hall is reeling in pain! Hogan and Trehern can't get to him!! But Hall gets 


his foot on the ropes and Timmy Tee breaks up the submission hold. 


RP: Ole goes back to his corner and tags in Panther Joe, who is now ready to get dirty. Face paint and 
purple threads flash across the mat as Panther dive-kicks into Hall, sending him across the mat! Panther then 
gets closer to deliver a double-fisted hammer to the chest, but Trehern blind tags himself in off Hall. Panther 
looks up in surprise, but not fear. I've seen most wrestlers steer clear of Trehern in the ring. Mostly because 
he's a loud, pretentious a**hole, but also because the guy flies and delivers mighty lower body moves that 


could send you out of the ring. 


COBRA: Panther switches his offense to the DG champ! Trehern climbs the ropes and attempts an 
atomic elbow drop, but Panther reverses it by jumping backwards and slamming the skull of a mid-air Trehern 
into the ground!! Wow! Two massive moves that could have delivered a deadly dose of destruction, but 


Panther is the one who came out on top! 


RP: Panther Joe goes for the PIN! 


TH- NO!! 


RP: A kick-out by Trehern. | guess he isn't done yet! Panther rolls him over and starts pummeling him 
with fists to the forehead!! Ah-yee, that is brutal. Panther Joe has wrestled across the world, so his strength 
comes from the spirits of wrestling experts long since dead. Trehern is taking a major beating; but all of a 
sudden, Hall is back on his feet! He kicks Panther in the side of the head and peels him off the DG champ. Hall 


nudges Trehern with his boot and yells at him to get up! 


COBRA: Panther, losing balance from the kick to the head, stumbles to his corner to tag in Blanding. 
But Hall grabs him last minute, and prepares for an Outsider's Edge! Meanwhile, Trehern is jumping onto the 
top turnbuckle!! Looks like a tag-team move is coming from nWo members Hall and Trehern. Hall preps the 


Panther onto his shoulders and Trehern lurks on the ropes. 


RP: And a massive Outsider's Edge from Hall! And almost simultaneously, Trehern delivers a huge 
elbow drop from the ropes to Panther's midsection!!! A Solar Outsider, if I'm reading my notes correctly! The 


guy is done, no doubt! But as Hall lays a couple of slaps to Panther's head, the Horsemen are calling for a DQ. 


The ref allows for the one tag-team move, but moves Hall to the apron. Trehern has Panther on his feet and 


sends him into the ropes! 


COBRA: Now Trehern has tagged in Hollywood Hulk Hogan, and as Panther returns to the other side 
of the squared-circle, he gets the BIG BOOT from Hogan! And as the crowd screams and cheers, Hogan looks 


and nods to Trehern. Hogan comes down on Panther with the MIGHTY LEG DROP'!!!! Now the pin!! 


1! 


2! 


Th-!! 


RP: The ref has been pulled out of the ring and has been knocked unconscious by the fist of... 


COBRA: **sigh** Macho Man Randy Savage. What is this guy doing here?? 


Macho Man: | told you, Pukster, I'm not gonna let you win ANYTHING, while the Macho Man Randy 


Savage is breathing and wrestling!! 


COBRA: A boot kick to Savage from Hogan! Panther lies dormant, but the rest of the Horsemen have 
charged the nWo! Tearin' Jarod delivers a massive Maple Syrup Choke Slam to Trehern, while Arn and Ole 


Anderson attempt to take down the team of Scott Hall and Kevin Nash!!! 


RP: And what's this! The entrance ramp has been filled with looming shadows of even more 
characters!!! EeGads!! Degeneration X stands with other Destigeddon superstars!!! They begin THEIR charge 


on the ring!! Ben P! Shawn Michaels! Triple H! The New Age Outlaws!!!! 


COBRA: Not to mention LABen!!! He's heading out, followed by B.O.Z.E.!! "Radical Red" Zach Bartram 


comes out to thunderous applause, and there in the wheelchair is...Oh My GoD!!! It's Dingo Danielson!!! He's 


RP: The huge roster of DG superstars truck it towards the ring, and are now pummeling every single 
member of the nWo. This is a 13 on 4 match-up!!! LABen spears Trehern, followed by a swift Degeneration 


Flux from Ben P!! What an outrageous beatdown!! 


COBRA: Bartram grabs Hall and manages a mighty Norseman's Neckbreaker onto the Spanish 
announcing table!!! B.O.Z.E. has found Hogan and is now tossing him about like a beach ball!! Nash is 
grabbed by Triple H and sent threw a ladder that the Outlaws have set up from under the ring!!! How is this 


thing going to end?? 


RP: Macho Man has awakened the ref he decided to knock out earlier. Tearin' Jarod has grabbed the 
limp body of Trehern and laid him in the middle of the ring, and Alliance is going completely nuts!! Ben P and 
HBK carry over Panther Joe and slap him on top of the DG world champ!!!! Is this it!!?? Could this be the 


deciding moment!!?? 


COBRA: The ref lazily enters the ring, looks about and finds Panther pinning the lifeless Trehern... He 


starts the count!!! 


ONE!!! 


TWO!!! 


THREEE!!!! 


COBRA: They've done it!!! The Horsemen and the rest of the Destigeddon superstars have beat the 
nWol!!!! | can't believe it!!!! Cheers erupt and building foundations shake as the huge influence of this anarchic 
group starts to lose its ground!! All of a sudden, the nWo van breaks into the softball arena and the Giant 


jumps out of the driver's seat! Fighting back the barrage of fists and kicks, he gets the nWo group members 


over his shoulders and tosses them into the back of the poorly detailed vehicle. Is that Atreyu air-brushed onto 


the side of that jalopy?? 


RP: The van peels out with the weight of five losers as Alliance has a reason to celebrate!!! The 


Horsemen, Panther, DX and the rest of the DG stars join in the ring! 


Ben P: You know what!? I'm so glad the nWo finally got a loss, that I'm personally buying Mike's Hards 
and SharkBites FOR EVERY SINGLE PERSON HERE TONIGHT!!! 
*“tepid applause** 
COBRA: Wow, a real treat from the DX member. As for Rusty Parts and me, | think we can say this is 


what Generation 2 at Destigeddon can be like when big names take down big criminals... 


RP: You got that right! What will happen to the nWo and their influence here?? And what does Hogan 
have to say to Savage, who has interfered AGAIN??!! Catch their match at the next DETONATION!!!! Until 


then, from COBRA and Rusty Parts Jenkins, good night from Nebraska!!! 


DESTIGEDDEN 


NATION 


ANDERSON SQUAD MADNESS 


Rusty "Parts" Jenkins: After a long wait, we're finally back at Destigeddon with an all-new episode of 


DETONATION! Live from Egg Harbor, Wisconsin!!! And congrats to the Green Bay Packers on their win in 
Superbowl XLV!!! But more on that later! Welcome, folks, to what should be another exciting installment of 
action and wrestling, champions and superstars!! And tonight, we're not afraid to say that we also have 


MONSTERS!!!! COBRA? 


COBRA: That's right, Rusty! Like we saw in Griffithville a couple weeks ago, the Nobleman is up 
against the drones of the mighty Sorcerer's Squad! And tonight he faces another one of the mighty beasts 


under the magical control of the wizards Mordack and Turdukkendorf! 


RP: But before we get to that, here's Maelstrom tag-team champ Soldier Britain! He was one-half of All 
the King's Forces over in Europe with the newly returned Dingo Danielson. But tonight he seems to have 


something else on his mind...let's take a look at the ring! 
Soldier Britain: OY! Hit lis, meesta Gol derg, ain't it? Wells oi aint gonna let the loikes ah you troy and 
mess wit me, yah friggin fig. Wher's moi cig, ey? 
GOLDBERG!! 


RP: And Goldberg answers the call of Britain! Tagging along is none other than loyal UG mascot Uga! 
What a towering giant! Goldberg once went on a streak of 173 consecutive wins! What will his streak be like at 


DG, | wonder!? 


GOLDBERG: You got balls, Britain, I'll give you that much! But no one, and | MEAN no one, can even 
think about challenging me without pissing their pants. So let me run this past you one more time: if you want a 


match, you got it! And | plan on SLAUGHTERING YOU!!! 


Britain: You an' Uga versus moi and Lobstah Dog! Tha's for foiken sure, you croi baby! Below Moi was 


a appetizah compared to thas feast of fury!! **flexes biceps** 


GOLDBERG: YOU'RE NEXT!!! YOU!!! 


COBRA: This is EPIC!!! Goldberg comes to DG to challenge our newest acquisition from the UK, and 
now it'll be the Queen versus the US champ at an upcoming event. Not only that, but Lobster Dog and Uga will 


be at the match! But let's look to who's coming out next! 


RP: None other than Mordack and Turdukkendorf?! 


Mordack: **enters ring** Listen up, fools! Commissioner Noth has personally asked us to ring in the 
bedlam that has broken out at DG lately. Trehern and the nWo were knocked down a few pegs a couple weeks 


back, but we still have the Nobleman problem! Grand Nobleman, clank on out here and meet the discipline! 


** Nobleman's entrance titantron flashes, and applause erupts** 


**Mordack and Turdukkendorf angrily stare down the knight** 


Nobleman: Your evil plans must be stopped, gentlemen. Lest you await a most vicious and just end! 


**approaches the ring, but purple smoke envelopes the two wizards** 


RP: What's this??? The Sorcerer's Squad has disappeared, and left in their place is... 


COBRA: Watch out, NOBLEMAN!!! BEHIND YOU!!! 


RP: The MINOTAUR!!! 


COBRA: A huge, massive beast grabs Nobleman by the collar and flings him into the ring. He towers at 


a massive 9.7 feet, and tries to stomp on the great knight with his muscular hooved feet!! 


RP: But the Grand Nobleman dodges out of the way! Good for him, because the ring has just been 
dented in by the massive stomp! The Minotaur, famed mythological beast of the catacombs, is part Man, part 
bull. His massive hooves, muscular torso, and horned noggin makes this the greatest threat to Nobleman since 


his battle with the Cyclops! 


COBRA: The Nobleman attempts a knife chop across the chest, then a left hook and a hearty kick to 
the shins of the monstrous opponent, but nothing seems to affect it! WAIT! The Minotaur has grabbed the 
Nobleman by the helmet, lifts him in a shotput stance and flings him into the audience here in Egg Harbor, WI! 


The cheeseheads are going off the chain! They haven't seen this much excitement is weeks!!! 


RP: The Nobleman recovers and stares warily at his fate. The Minotaur trucks slowly toward him! The 


Minotaur is strong, but slow as molasses. But his anger is almost smoking off his furred hide! The red armor 


COBRA: He brings the Minotaur down!! Wailing on him with fists of fury, then a headbutt, and then, as if 
driven to madness, tears one of the Minotaur's horns from its skull!!!! The Minotaur is crying out in pain as the 


audience covers their ears to block out that horrific scream!!! 


RP: The Nobleman begins to stab the dark creature with its own horn, and while doing so, curses in 
Latin and prays for the redemption of the evil beast! As the blood settles and the Nobleman slows his hand, we 
see the tattered remains of the Minotaur as it lays motionless on the floor. DG janitorial services are going to 


have one helluva cleanup tonight! 


COBRA: Hmm...No celebratory comments from the Nobleman. He has just stood up and began walking 
slowly out of the Alpine Country Club...of course, among the cheers of the crowd! Let's take a quick break and 


see what sponsors have left us for after that unedited carnage. 


[Hercules: The Legendary Journeys...only on UPN] 


RP: Well, that was one hell of a battle! This Nobleman is a slayer of evil, and he seems to have NO 
mercy when it comes to the Sorcerer Squad! But tonight, let's switch gears to the big pigskin! At the 
Superbowl, we saw the Pack go on to win the Vince Lombardi Trophy. Well, to celebrate their win, DG has 
invited none other than TNA Superstar Mr. Anderson to represent Green Bay and the great state of 


Wisconsin!! 


Anderson: LADIES AND GENNNNTTTLLLLEEEEMMMEEENNNNN....and a**holes. From 
GREEEEEENNNNNN BAAAAAY, WIIISSSSCCCOONNNSSSIIIINNNNN. MIIINSSSSTTTTEEEERRRRRR 


AAAAANNNNNNDDDDDEEERRRRSSOOOOOOOOONNNN....ANDERSON... 


COBRA: And as the former-TNA champ enters the ring, his competitor starts his way into the arena. 


And what better opponent to face Anderson than former football star and Maelstrom jobber, Chet Thornberg!!! 


Chet: Listen up, Kenny. You may be the top sh*t at TNA, and they may think you're hot here in Egg 


RP: Anderson motions him to enter the ring, and Chet childishly rushes the ropes. He climbs the top 
rope and attempts a headlock, but it's countered by Anderson, who delivers a mighty Mic Check!!!! Dovar is 


out!!! Anderson goes for the count!!! 


3I! 


COBRA: And just like on Maelstrom, Thornberg loses. It's sad to see such a great talent lose time and 


time again. And it's even worse to lose to an outside competitor! But we thank Anderson for his time here. 


RP: Actually, you know what COBie, how about Ken Anderson joins you for the Main Event? | have an 


interview with Gaston before he heads out to Europe. Do you mind? 


COBRA: Not at all. We're gonna take a commercial, get Ken situated, and we'll be back! 


[TNA Impact! Thought it was cancelled, but can actually be found on...wow AXS TV] 


COBRA: And welcome to the Main Event, ladies and gentlemen! Tonight is the showdown between two 
great champs: Macho Man Randy Savage and Hollywood Hulk Hogan!! And joining me on the mic is none 


other than the main a**hole, Mr. Anderson! 


Anderson: How ya doing, COBRA? Used to watch you on TV all the time buddy. Fellow a**hole, in my 


opinion! 


COBRA: Thanks, Ken. How do you feel about this main event match? Ever see Wrestlemania V back 


when you were a kid? 


Anderson: Totally did, COB. Savage and Hogan were the unbeatable Mega Powers back then, but their 


massive personalities clashed them together over and over and over again. 


COBRA: And as the bell sounds off, this match is under way! Hollywood versus the Madness. As usual 
nowadays, the nWo has been banned from ringside by the Commissioner. And to make them feel less 
discriminated, Radical Red Bartram has been banned as well. That Jimmy Buffett lovin' kid is going to be going 


places sooner rather than later, if you ask me! 


Anderson: And we see a lock up, and Hogan just staves off Savage with a massive push into the ropes. 
Macho Man is outraged, and stares down the nWo leader as he realizes the crowd is behind Savage in 


support. 


COBRA: Now, Hogan isn't the best wrestler in the world, but he's got strength and he's got endurance. 


Savage is a mad man in the ring, and he flies high, so it'll be interesting to see where this match goes... 


Anderson: Savage grabs Hogan by the hair (which I think just came loose) and slams his face into the 
turnbuckle! Turning him around and mounting the ropes, Macho Man begins delivering big blows to the 


Hulkster's face! One! Two! Three! Four! Five! 


COBRA: Hogan throws him off, and then grabs him by the neck and tosses him from the ring! Savage 
flies through the second level of ropes, but hangs on! Hogan approaches and begins hammering the neck of 


Savage onto the ropes! Savage's body twists and turns with pain! 


Anderson: These wrestlers are not only bitter rivals, but they're dead set on beating the HELL out of 
each other. Both Savage and Hogan never give up, and so they take massive beatings in every one of their 
matches! And as | speak, COBRA, Savage grabs Hogan by the legs and FLIPS the Hulkster out of the ring and 


onto the padded ground! 


COBRA: Climbing to the top ropes, Savage begins his move for the atomic elbow drop! Doesn't look 


like Hogan can avoid this one, as a fan is actually holding Hogan's face! Who is this guy!! 


Anderson: And Macho Man with that massive elbow drop from the highest reaches of the ring!!! Right 
into the gut of the Hollywood Hulkster, COBRA, and now the tables have turned. Savage grabs the nWo leader 


and tosses him back into the middle of the ring! A pin? 


COBRA: No! Hogan kicks out of the pin and looks up at Savage! He's HULKIN' up folks!!! 


Anderson: A punch to Hogan's face! No effect! Another!! But Hogan isn't having it!!! He's HULKIN' up 


and Macho Man is the only thing standing between Hogan and victory!!!! 


COBRA: Hogan grabs Macho Man and sends him into the ropes...and as Savage returns - BIG 


BOOT!!!! OH NO!!! HERE IT COMES!!! AAAAAHHHH!!!! 


Anderson: The mighty leg drop!! Oh man, this is the baddest episode of DETONATION to date!! Hogan 


goes for the pin!!! 


*““middle of the ring explodes** 


Anderson: What the #$*@! Who the hell is dat guy!!?? He just busted through the ring like the 


Undertaker in a coffin match!!! 


COBRA: That's the B.O.Z.E. -- The Bionic Operating Zone Enforcer!!! He wrestled the Hulkster a few 


weeks ago, but we never knew why! Now he's harassing Hollywood and interfering with his matches!!! 


Anderson: Good gog, the guy is beating away at everything! Macho Man, Hulk, the ref! Everyone is 


getting pummeled by this cyborg! Who would allow for this kind of abuse!!! 
Oh no... 
WOOOO0OO000000000000000!!!! **Also Sprach Zarathustra music hits** 
COBRA: NO! No it can't be!!! He's supposed to be gone!!!! Why is he back!!!!????? 


Nature Boy Ric Flair: HOGAN? SAVAGE? SPACE MOUNTAIN IS ONCE AGAIN OPEN AND 


OPERATIONAL!!! WOOO WOOO WOOOOOO000000000!!!! 
Anderson: Are you f*ckin' kidding me!! This place is a blast!!!! The f*ck, man!? 


COBRA: Ladies and gentlemen, we've seen it all!!! Anderson versus Thornberg, the defeat of the 
Minotaur, and now the return of the one and only stylin' and profilin’ villain here at Destigeddon!!! How will this 
affect the status quo at DG? Find out next time as we dig deeper into those secrets AND MORE!!! From Egg 


Harbor, Wisconsin, and on behalf of Rusty "Parts" Jenkins, I'm COBRA Commander... 


Anderson: And I'm Mr. Anderson.... 


...Anderson. 


COBRA: And we'll see you next time on DETONATION!!! 


DG News BuliJetin 


**in the lobby of the Wynn Hotel** 


Hollywood Hulk Hogan: Hold up, brother! You're telling me that the big man's credit card is being 


denied? 


Hotel Manager: I'm sorry, Mr. Bolleo, but the "Millionaire Ted" Discover Card has been denied, as have 


all five of your DG AmEx cards, and the Dunkin' Donuts gift card you tried to push off as currency. 
Scott Hall: Oh, so you can turn money into donut dollars, but not the other way around??? 
Hogan: It's all good, fellas, just put it on the Sentinel tab. We'll be good for it. 
Hotel Manager: As you wish, sir. 
Trehern: Hey, come on guys, buck up! We have to be in New Hampshire in 3 days! 
Hall: | just can't believe we lost, Tredurn! We was on top and now we can't even check out of our hotel! 


Hogan: Trehern is right, dudes! We may have lost in that match to Panther and the Horsemen, but T- 


Man still has that belt, and we still got the stroke at DestiGeddon. 
LLL: Well, HOWDY, young fellers! 


Hogan: What's up, DUDE ! How's it going Leisure Suit Larrity!? Come to tell us some good news about 


the DestiGal harassment cases getting dismissed, brother??? 


LLL: Well, | wish | were. 'Fraid | got some worse news than that. | was recently going through your 
financial documents, and if | know anything about business finances, you've been running bone dry fiscally for 
the last couple months. DestiGeddon MGMT has notified me that Sentinel expenses are no longer allowed on 
your T&E accounts. Also, the money you were siphoning from any Media Consumed profits is gone as well. 


Seems like you boys, and your website, are all belly up. 


Trehern: Wait, what are you saying? 


LLL: I'm saying you have no assets to continue the Sentinel, nor can you sell it off to cover your losses. 


You're broke. Stir fried. Laggin' sawdust! Kickin' the dead carcass of a toothless moonshine seller! 


Trehern: We get it... 


LLL: The most popular article on the site is a TAB review, from a STAFF WRITER, meaning you get 
nothing from it! The next most popular article only makes enough to fund your nWo t-shirt purchases! You have 
a huge line of possible court cases with DC Comics, Marvel Studios, Paramount Pictures, William H. Macy, 
Megan Fox, Anne Hathaway, Katy Perry, George Lucas, the estate of Gene Roddenberry, William Shatner's 


ghost writers, the country of Tibet, and BlindingLoad.com. The list goes on forever! You have to close up shop! 


Trehern: Shut down the Sentinel?! 


Hogan: Don't worry, brother! It's not like the end of the world! | mean, we could go out with a bang! You 
wanna go pose as Triple H and burn down the Kodak Theater? Or maybe see if we can tip the Seattle Space 


Needle?? Or maybe skeet shoot some Flux Capacitor records? 


LLL: You don't have enough money to leave Las Vegas. 


Hall: But, hey yo, maybe we use your laptop to click on the Sentinel a bunch of times, start making 


money the old fashioned way. 


LLL: Uh, that’s not gonna... 


Trehern: Brilliant, Hall! Let’s get to the local library pronto! They let you look up porno at those places 


now, and those librarians just have to sit there and WATCH. 


Hogan: The nWo Sentinel is back, BROTHER! 


OPERATION NA TITLE RECOVERY 


Jeff Worthington: ...and that's why | always used Fedex, annnnnd I never get caught! 


Horace Smith: | don't see how that story is in any way related to what Soldier Britain just did to his 
opponent, but listen up, Jeff, because | am getting word that Mr. Victory and the rest of the guys have touched 


down in Estonia! 


JW: You mean that story is still going on? Wasn't that supposed to happen weeks ago? 


Horace: Travel issues...VISAs...Mighty Oak's axe...none of this was considered but management told 
me that Operation North American Title Recovery is a go and we have cameras set up to follow the gang for 


the rest of this Maelstrom broadcast. 


JW: Does that mean we can finally go out and get some grub? | feel like we've been filming for five 


hours, and Maelstrom can't be longer than an hour. At least not a metric hour. 


Horace: Alright, well let's take it to our camera guy, Jethro, and get caught up on this quest to take back 


the North American title from that dastardly villain, Erskine 2. 


[shoddily edited chyron with NA Title Recovery logo plastered with no dropped shadow] 


Jethro: Listen, early this afternoon, the crew, Mr. Victory, MC Slam, Mighty Oak Glunderson, The 


Russian Rhino, and The General touched down and...I'm Jethro, tapin' them for the masses! 


Mr. Victory: Hey, camera-tool, get over here! We are stuck in this country, but how are we going to get 


around? 


MC Slam: Yo, this place whack! Where da real sistas is what | wanna know! All dey look like is 


surfboards and Janet Reno lookin’ ladies. 


Jethro: Yeah, actually, about that. 


MC Slam: About all da women?! 


Jethro: No, no, about the transpor... 


The General: Where are we eating? | have an Arbys card. Who's down for some Arbys?! 


Mighty Oak Glunderson: Actually, do they still have that Arby-Q sandwich? | could totally lumberjack my 


way through a gross of those. 


Jethro: Dammit, yall, pay the hell attention! We couldn't get enough funds....wait, a gross?! Ain't dat 


like, 12 dozen? 


MC Slam: Nah, gross is dem hairy women he bring home, son! aHHHHHH!! 


Russian Rhino: Is like, furlong, correct, no? 


Glunderson: | basically tell the Arbys girl, make 'em if you got ‘em! I've got that condition...lumber 


lung...let's me eat five times the amount of a normal human. 


Victory: | call bullshit, Oak! My uncle was a post-doctorate in anatomy, and the lungs have... 


MC Slam: A doctorate in honky-ass nonsense!! Ooooh, get a brotha to da Apollo, STAT! 


Jethro: NEXT PERSON THAT TALKS I'M TELLIN' THIS HERE CROWD THAT YOU'RE HOLDIN' 


SERIOUS MOOLAH, Y'HEAR?! 


Rhino: Sorry, is been long plane journey. 


Jethro: Anyhoot'n, what | was fittin' to say is that Destigeddon could really only pay for the ride over. So, 


naturally, we had our own vehicles barged over for transport! 


Victory: Do American cars even work over in this hellhole? 


General: That's actually light bulbs, you are thinking of. 


Jethro: Irregardless, we got 'em, so you're drivin' them. Since we couldn't get Glunderson's tractor, and 


Victory's Acura was booted up, we got Slam's Dodge Charger and General's 1992 Chevrolet Cavalier. 


General: Actually, sir, it's pronounced, CUH-VALL. 


Jethro: I'ma Cahhh-Valll you right here any second now, twerp! So, here's the score...we got six of us 


and two cars. We don't have lodge, but you can either spring a hostel or we sleepin’ in these wheels. 


Glunderson: Ughh, the Cavalier doesn't look like it has a floorboard. Is that safe? 


Jethro: Safe enough for some badasses like ourselves, right?! Hah. Soo, back on point. Yall's job is to 
get back that belt from Erskine, and we think he's somewhere down in Poland. Let's roll out! Myself, Victory, 


and Slam will take the Charger...Rhino, Glund, you guys go with General in his whip. 


Rhino: Seriously, camera gentleman, I'd rather, ugh, raise a family in or around Chernobyl, yes? 


Jethro: Boy, it's like mustard, son. It'll put hair on yer chest and make ya a man! 


Our illustrious adventure takes us several, several hours later to the small Polish village of Marki, right 
outside of Warsaw. Everyone was having a ball, getting drunk and telling stories. The drivers, General and 
Slam, weren't, but still it was time to reflect on their careers and lives in general. Hell, | wouldn't lie to you fine 
people...even the drivers were getting plastered, which is probably why it took the caravan an extra fourteen 


hours, metric, to arrive in the heart of Polska, as the natives called it. Just then, Jethro received a call... 


Caller: Hey, did you guys find his location? 


Jethro: Oh, hey, Mr. Greg. Nah, we almost there. There sure is a lot of sheep and slow people round 


these parts though. 


Greg Noth: Okay, I'm sending you the address of where we expect the whole Erskine clan to be tonight. 
Do not let me down, and for Martin Sheen's sake, drop the bottle! | can smell that rat piss clear through this 


line, Jethro!! 


Jethro: Ughh, alright, boss man. 10-4. I'm getting another call, though, I'll be in touch, y'hear? 

Noth: Fine, do it. Whatever it takes. The bloodline of Destigeddon is at stake. Don't forget, pencil neck, 
that means your job, too! 

Jethro: Kay, later. **holds call and starts incoming** Ugh, yes, who's this, par tell? 

General: The General, in the other car. Look past that wicker store...that group of guys in Ed Hardy 
stuff. Isn't that who we are looking for?! 

Jethro: Yeah, lemme check! [rolls down window, shouts] HEYYYY! YOU ASS CRACKLINS 
THE...UGH...AERRRO-SKIIIIINES!?!? 

Rhino: What is he doing? He blow cover!! 

Slam: Oohhhhh, SHIT! Those crackas runnin scared! I'm bookin it! 

Jethro: General, you still there? Kay, good. Follow us, they're gettin’ in that yellow H3 Hummer. Can't 
miss it. 

On that note, an epic three car chase marbled the streets of Marki, heading south to downtown Warsaw. 

The cavalry had indeed spotted their target, Erskine 2, who was also flanked by his father, Erskine 1, his 
brother, Erskine 3, and cousin, Erskine 4. Hot on their trail was the Charger, with MC Slam driving the Chuck 


Dickens out of that thing. Followed close behind was the rock-grinding sound of the Cavalier, with Glunderson 


now on the phone with Jethro. 
Somewhat amusing, the man responsible for this mess, Gaston Victory, seemed to care the less. 


Victory: Yo, camera guy, Slam...you see this on Twitter? Apparently there was some brawl the other 
night between nWo and DX!! Hah, screw all of them! | hope they all got booked by the local PD. And such 


words, too...Fridays is a lovely eatery. 


Slam: Yo blue blood, | ain't mean to cramp yo style but I'm pushin’, like, 300km/hr and | ain't so sure 


what side of the road I'm on. 


Victory: Whatever, McSlam, aren't you on Maelstrom, like, every week? Big timers like us, we stay 


afloat on Detonation. 


Slam: Boy, Ima turn dis car around, you don't even know!! 


Jethro: He's right, Victory, shut up a minute, ya goober! Glundy, how you boys keepin’ up back there? 


Glunderson: Probably have whiplash, and it kind of smells like melted plastic and stale kitty litter. Not 


like used kitty litter, but when you buy a lot of it in bulk, and it just sits there. You know? Hold on... 


General: Hang tight, gang, the ride gets a little bumpy whenever we push over 55 mph. 


Glunderson: Dumbass, we've been going at least a hundred the whole time! 


Rhino: | agree with tree man. Why we are even involved in mess? | have to prove loyalty? | pay my way 


on road...toilet, shelter, food. Everything. All we do is find him at next match and g.....[kerrrr-BLUMP] 


Just then, the Cavalier went over a rough patch, flinging the door open and jettisoning Rhino off the road 
and down an embankment. Relaying the predicament to Jethro, The General found it in his best interest to 


continue on in fear of losing the target. 


What the gang did not count on was that Erskine 7 lived in Warsaw for several years, giving him the ability to 
navigate the clustered city streets with ease. It only took nine whole minutes for the wrestlers in the yellow 


Hummer to lose a two-car recovery unit. 


Slam: Sheeeeeeeet, we either gotta go back and find Rhino or sumpin, but we definitely lost them 


suckas! 


General [yelling at his car]: Sir, Caval, wnat have you done?! You killed The Rhino! So much for 


dependability in these American cars. | tell ya... 


Glunderson: Don't worry, we will find him. And, maybe, eventually, try and rent another vehicle. 


[Slam, Victory, and Jethro waltzed over to the Cavalier to convene] 


Victory: Oh man, oh man. This is not good. | could be fired over this. This....sorry excuse for a car! You 


know cars need oil changes, rotations, belt checks...and | don't know. Maybe doors that WORK!?! 


Jethro: Aight, calm down, fella. We are down a man and a belt, but | wreckin' it's a bit too late, so we 


gotta set up shop and catch shut eye. Agreed? 


Victory: Fine, but we have to get back in contact with Noth and management. They'll know what to do. 


The five remaining members on this quest turned in for the night, settling down in various uncomfortable 


positions in either car. Even though not much was going right, many were thankful Mighty Oak Glunderson did 


not get his fill of a gross-worth of Arby-Q's. Maelstrom will check back in next week on.... NORTH AMERICAN 
TITLE RECOVERY! 


Jeff Worthington: Ehh, I've seen better. Not nearly as good as Eurofrip in either the cinematography or sexy 


departments. Oh, are we still on? Horace! Horace! Have our Gyro-Copter value meals come yet? 


[Estonia TV3 goes off the air for the night] 


DG News Ruljletin 


Hey everyone, Jeff Togo here. The Desti-world is buzzing, both in the ring and behind the scenes. 
What I can report today is that Management has announced that they have signed actress Jennifer Lawrence 
to handle backstage news and interviews. Current backstage reporter Lady Von Erik has been working ‘round 


the clock and simply could not handle the workload by herself. 


Commissioner Greg Noth commented on the hiring. "Should be a good thing for the company. We've 
got [Lady Von Erik], and now we've got Jennifer. Hold tight, Destigeddon faithful, because we are crankin' up 


the heat." 


Other employees, including Laotian Jeff, had other sentiments. "Oh man, | just hope she has some 
airline miles or something. This company makes us go to the ends of the earth, and flying AA ain't cheap. Ohh, 


oh, you think she does laundry, too?" 


Earlier this week | caught up with disgruntled wrestler Chet Thornberg, who had some choice words 


about his employment. 


"I've been sitting here, going there, and sweating bullets over on Maelstrom, wrestling these nobodies. | 
came here to face off against the best of the best, the marquee names of the industry. But lately, Noth 
and the boys haven't been using my services, hardly at all. Well...that changes Monday. | am issuing an 
open challenge to anybody on the roster, hell, anyone willing to come out and wrestle me on 
Maelstrom. \'m gonna show these fools what |, Chet Thornberg, can bring to that sweat drenched mat. 


Believe it!!" 


Interesting words from Thornberg, who has yet to win a match after being signed last year. No word on who 
the possible contender could be, but Maelstrom will be broadcasting matches from all over the world Monday, 


so look out for an action packed card! 


WHOS STREAKING? 


Horace Smith: We now welcome our American viewers to this live feed of Maelstrom! I'm your dutiful 


play-by-play man Horace Smith, and with me as always is the man who coined the saying, "not knowing is half 


the fun".....Jeff Worthington! 


Jeff Worthington: Ughhh, thank you Horace, I'll start us off with "THESE MATCHES ARE AWFUL" for 


200. 


Horace: Well, Jeff, this isn't Jeopardy, and I'm fairly sure that was one of things covered in the “Ways 


To Get Fired” seminar. 


JW: Didn't attend. | sent a surrogate...a hot one. With an overwhelming can-do attitude. Managed to 


keep my jorb for a few more weeks... 


Horace: | would expect nothing else. Well, Jeff, how about that astonishing upset Coronary pulled over 


nWo enforcer The Giant and Studgaard Wrestling talent Svender Bender in triple threat action? 


JW: While entertaining, | find it foolish to call it surprising in any facet. The Giant is haplessly out of 


shape and Europeans, in general, are [bleep]. 


Horace [spitting water out, comically]: Okay, maybe that is enough analysis from Jeff. In other news, we 
wish we could have brought you up to the minute news on Operation North American Recovery, but Victory, 
Jethro, Glunderson, The General, and MC Slam called from a US Embassy and told us they were lost in the 


trenches of Bulgaria somewhere. God speed, gentlemen. 


JW: Ah, the land of the Roma: caviar, Dracula, and crippling socio-economic plight. 


Horace: At best, one of those is accurate. Not to play into your hand, it's time for Chet Thornberg's 


mildly successful in-ring segment, Chet's Checkdowrn. Let's take it ringside... 


Chet Thornberg: As many of you may know, your favorite Northwestern grad, Chet Thornberg, issued 
an open challenge last week for Maelstrom. While | don't feel like | should give a reason...| will anyway. The 


talent here is pathetic. | set them up....and break 'em back down! 


[crescendo of boos, cheers, and apathy] 


Thornberg: So, if there is anyone left in the back who wants to try and topple this wrestling Adonis, let 


them through that curtain!! 


JW: Horace, I'm no Ed Hochuli, but | know my winning and losing. Hasn't this guy lost to the likes of 


Busboy Bart and Freddie Blassie whilst at Maelstrom?! 


Horace: Which says a lot because Blassie has been dead for seven years and Busboy Bart is a 


legitimate five star restaurant busboy. 


JW: | heard he could get 5-day-old lipstick off a champagne flute with an arm tied behind his back and a 


blindfold soaked in Everclear. 


Thornberg: C'mon, seriously, who is gonna step up? If someone doesn't come out in the next minute, 


I'm gonna march up to Boss Noth's office and... 


Horace: Looks like business is about to pick up...look over at the Titantron. Could it be? Two and Half 


Men Star...Charlie Sheen! 


Thornberg: Ohhh you gotta be shitting me. 


JW: Destigeddon never kids, kid. He asked for a challenge, and look what unfolded. 


Charlie Sheen [enters ring]: Thank you, thank you, please hold the applause. What's up, Thorny? Not 
dripping awesomeness and gut-busting charisma | see. Check the scoreboard, bro. The people want a 


winner... SPOILER ALERT, read...ME! And they certainly don't want a Gnarlington L-spot like you around. 
Thornberg: First of all, you smell like ashtrays and flat cola. It's... 


Sheen: Hey, calm the dragon within, brother. You gotta be more like me. | am history. | rewrite history. 
You see Top Gun? Starred in it. Yeah, exactly. | just will things with this mind you couldn't strap on to your 


head for more than five seconds for fear of bombardment from my chakra leveling your playing field. 
Thornberg: Please, Sheen, coherency is a must for these fans... 
[lost in translation boos and faint gasp] 


Sheen: Hey, champ, | was contacted by the stat guy. Says you're goose-eggin' the Dubs and Jack 
Bauer-ing the loves. That's 0-24. Scoreboard, Chet. That's why I'm accepting your challenge. | decimate 
demons, trolls, children, studio execs, and my ex-wives on a daily basis. Infallible. Untouchable. Defying the 


scorekeeper. 
Horace: Sounds like we have a battle of the most winning-est man in society, against, well, Chet. 
Thornberg: You're on, ya wash up. And by the way, The Rookie completely sucked!! 


Sheen: Fair enough, but let my fists that are constantly grasping at the love of my two goddesses, 


HELLO, do the talking, walking, winning and assassinating. 


JW: And looks like, yeah, this is going to happen. Another stoic pop culture reference that is striking 
while the iron's hot, Horace. NFL Lockout players and comic embodiments of what a tsunami might look like, 


feel free to stop by any time. 


Horace: Sheen and Chet lock up, with Chet spinning around and opening with a neckbreaker on the 
movie star! Sheen is instantly dazed but comes up swinging, landing a couple quick jabs to the chest and 


throat of Chet...and goes for the quick small package pin.... 


JW: Close by a non-addictive cigar, Horace, but Chet kicks out. | like Sheen's style. Pin attempts are 


correlated with winning. 


Horace: Chet gets to his feet, whips Sheen into the rope and throws a knee right into his gut. Sheen's 


blackened lungs are now gasping for air. 


JW: Seriously, that guy by himself keeps companies like Doral in business. | haven't seen that much 


smoking on television since those late 80's World Series of Poker finals would air on ESPN. 


Horace: Chet, clearly looking to wear down his opponent, grabs his facedown nemesis by both arms 
and plants a boot square in the back while pulling back the arms. A devastating upper body rack to say the 


least. 


Sheen [mumbling from the mat]: Seriously, Loser, is that what you are going with? Winning. Means 


work smarter, not harder, and certainly not ethically. 


Chet: Submit you has-been! This is my livelihood. I’m gonna beat you then out-act you on some cookie- 


cutter network comedy. l'II call it, “Chet Mate.” Yeah....how’s that sound, Charlie? 


[THIS WEEK on Mad Love AKA How | Met Your Mother D-League] 


Horace: In a desperate attempt to break the hold, Sheen rolls to the side, sending Chet toppling onto 


the ref. 


JW: Oh man, Sheen is reaching into his leather jacket on the corner apron. 


Horace: Precisely what he's doing. It looks like...a pack of smokes! Sheen grabs a handful and stuffs 


them into the mouth of Chet, who struggles to the mat with the wad of filters and leaf in his gullet. 


JW: Wow, what a multitasker this guy is. He rolls outside to take a sip of some drink from a fan and 


catches a quick kiss with one of our younger Estonian female fans. 


Sheen [to fan]: How old, babe? Uhh, wait, doesn't matter. Winning regardless. Winning out here. 


Slaying the doubters in LA, and about to win in that ring. Here's my room key. Bring friends...no trolls. 


Horace: Both the ref and Chet are still struggling to their feet. In comes Sheen. 


Sheen: Boosh! Sober Valley Slam, coming up. Peace out, Simpletons. 


Horace: Sheen quickly lands a kick to the gut of Chet and drags him up to the top rope. He props him 


up, grasps the back of his head, jumps, and drives him face first down into the mat. 


JW: Regardless of whether or not this guy is a jerk, that move would probably sober a man up. Just 
sayin’. 
Horace: Chet is out cold and the ref is coming to...Charlie Sheen stands over his opponent, places one 


of his loafers on Chet's stomach for the pin. 


Three!!! 


Horace: It's over! Our very own Chet Thornberg falls to 0-25 and Charlie Sheen makes a mockery of 


the Destigeddon talent. 


JW: Sounds like a win-win, right Horace? Now let's blow this joint. Party at Sheen's! 


Horace: What a sad day for our company. All the same, the presence of big stars can't hurt the 


company, but JEEE-SUS, Chet, can ya step it up a little? For Jeff Worthington, I'm... 


Sheen: Hold on, hold on! Hey, European people. Check me out in America...I'm awesome over there. 
I'm on tour, I've got a book deal, and | think | just bought Twitter. I'm a WINN-ebago of sheer gnarliness and 


capital gain OWNING YOUR ASS. Denise Richards? Plowed that. Bree Olson? Tricked her into watching my 


kids. Broads, am | right? Anyway, later. Good luck with this fighting sport thing. I'll be shooting people down in 


my F-18 stacking dough for Saw 8 through 12 and remaking Scary Movie. All of 'em. 


JW: What a rap sheet. Seriously, can we skip The Bachelor night, Horace? 


Horace: Not a chance. Charlie Sheen'll be out of the news come summertime. As | was saying, that's 
Jeff "Nice To See You're Selling Out" Worthington, and this has been another edition of Maelstrom on Estonia 


TV 3. Goodnight! 


JW [as feed cuts out, rushed]: Not selling out, buying in. Horace, wait up! Slow down! It's mugging 


season! 


TUESDAY NIGHT TUSSLE 


Noth: DAMN IT!! DAMN IT!!! DAMN IT!!! Those fools are doing it to me again, Mordack! They're racking 
up property damage out the ass, and TGI Fridays? has cut our sponsorship deal. That was a solid $60 grand a 


year. 


Mordack: What do you suppose | do? The Nobleman has been taking my attention these past couple 


weeks, hence my inability to act during the nWo/DX TGIF throwdown. 
Noth: | know, | know. No, I'll solve this problem the only way | can. Take a memo, Rash. 
Ragin’ Rash: Carbon copy, sir? 


Noth: Yes. Send a copy to each member of the nWo and DX. Championship match at the next 
DETONATION. Trehern versus a member of DX. Technicality? DX gets to choose the one going up against 


Trehern. That should keep both factions busy for a while... 


2 | looked far and wide, and found no evidence of some major throwdown at a TGI Fridays. Just assume tons of tenders were lost 
and no staff got tipped. — Editor 


TUESDAY NIGHT TAINT 


featuring 
Shawn Michaels: So, we can all decide on this without any in-fighting, right? 
Ben P: Sure. l'm all for general consensus! 


Billy Gunn: | think we all have the same idea anyway. There's only one person who has a definite 


chance against that slut Trehern. 


Road Dogg: YEAH! That sucka has got to go. And if he don't like it, WE GOT TWO WORDS FOR 


HIM!!! 
HBK: Hold off, Dogg. Wait 'til we've told the commish. 
“in Noth’s office** 


HBK: Mr. Noth, we want you to know DX has made their decision on who faces Trehern this week at 


DETONATION. 

Noth: Great, boys. Let's hear it! 

HBK: All those for nominating Helmsley as our main man, deliver the "suck it" motion. 
** Gunn, Dogg and Michaels deliver the SUCK IT** 

Ben P: Wait, WHAT?? 


HBK: Dude, H has got a lockdown on this. It shouldn't matter who gets the belt, as long as DX has 


taken it from the crooked nWo. 


Triple H: Yeah, man. Don't get pissed. I've got this under control...Trehern is gonna be feeling the 


Pedigree for weeks after this match...and he'll be missing that belt around his waist too. 


Noth: Well, guys, as much as | like seeing drama unfold right here in my office, | need you to leave 
since | have a meeting with Worthington and his consistent malaise over on Maelstrom. See you tomorrow in 


Galt. 


DESTIGEDDEN 


NATION 


FLAIR DOGS AT MIDNIGHT 


COBRA: Greetings, clones, to another riveting edition of Destigeddon's longest running and most 


successfully syndicated program, DETONATION! We're 11 episodes in, and by gum if we haven't altered DG 


foundations 97 billion times... 


Rusty "Parts" Jenkins: That's right, COBRA Commander! And I'm Rusty Jenkins, here in Galt, Missouri 
nestled in scenic Grundy County. We've set up shop here on the Galt High School basketball court, and it's a 
chilly but comfortable Friday night, the day AFTER St. Patrick's Day! Let's go to Lady Von Erik for our official 


line up tonight...Hey Lady! 


Lady Von Erik: Hey guys. Well, tonight we have that long-awaited tag team match-up between 
Goldberg and Uga versus Soldier Britain and his tag team partner, Lobster Dog. Should be one hell of a 
throwdown...although animal rights activists have been ringing the company all day insisting that the dogs not 
face each other. However, we've determined that the dogs are unable to tag in against each other, but any 


dog-on-human violence is completely legal. 


COBRA: Sounds great, lady. And what is this | hear about Ric Flair's return? 


Von Erik: Ah, yes. | sat down with the Nature Boy this week and he hammered out his future plans with 


the company... 


*“cuts to pre-recorded interview in Dallas** 


Ric Flair: Hey darling...You look good in those boots! Is that real leather? Why don't we take this back 


to room 425 and we can hop a trip on Space Mountain... Wooo0o0 00000! 


Von Erik: Now that you're suspension is over, Mr. Flair, what plans do you have? 


Flair: Man, the way you hold that microphone is making me a little jealous... WOO!! Anyway, 


*“stares at camera, enraged** 


Flair: HOGAN!! SAVAGE!!! You've been burs in my hide for close to 30 years!! And | mean to end both 
your streaks soon! Better than that, | want to be the top veteran here at Destigeddon. | want the divinity; | want 


the glamor; | wanna be the BOSS!! 


WOO! WOO! WOOOOOO!!!! I'm declaring it now!! The new title to have is "DG Legend"! The best of 


the best here at Destigeddon. And guess who's gonna get that phrase attached to their marquee?? The stylin’, 


**cuts back LIVE** 


Von Erik: You heard right. A triple threat match between Flair, Hogan and Savage for the title of "DG 


Legend"... 


COBRA: Hmmm, that would sound interesting it their combined ages didn't border the tricentennial 


mark. 


RP: Regardless, these three showstoppers should give the audience their money's worth at 
SLAMROCK. I'm more than excited for this upcoming PPV. We've heard Mac:Ratio's belts will be on the line 


against a #1 contender... 


COBRA: Speaking of #1 contenders, here's Panther Joe, obviously pissed as all hell that DG MGMT 
has forgotten the match with Trehern that NEVER went down...The main event tonight is the long awaited 


battle between champ Trehern and the DX-nominated challenger, Triple H... 


*“Panther grabs mic from Jennifer Lawrence** 


RP: Looks like an immediate Panther dig to our newest acquisition, Ms. Lawrence. She's come on 


board recently to take some of the workload off our ever-wonderful interviewer, Ms. Von Erik. 


Von Erik: **grumbles angrily** 


RP: Let's listen in on the Panther... 


Panther Joe: Right. Screw ya'll. ** unfolds chair, sits** My championship match has been swept under 
the rug, and the Panther isn't too keen on being forgotten. If | don't get a match with the champ tonight, who | 
beat fair and square last time, bad things are gonna start happenin’ around here. I'm talking about showing 


Sting the way down from the rafters...telling King Kong to come back...I'Il even start one or two factions if | hav- 


*“Noth entrance music starts immeatately** 


Greg Noth: PLEASE! Please. Ahem, we don't need anymore factions. Thanks folks. The real thrill here 
at DG: the fans. But Panther, | understand your concern. MGMT was rash in scheduling a championship match 
with Trehern and Triple H and disregarding the recent #1 contender. It feels like they haven't been around here 


in a while. **/ooks at camera** 


Panther Joe: Make your point, Noth, before | find my way over there and introduce your face to the 


concrete. 


Noth: Right. Panther Joe: do you accept entry into a Triple Threat match for the DG heavyweight 


title...? 


*“dramatic pause** 


Noth: TONIGHT?!? 


have literally pissed their pants with excitement, Rusty!!!! A three-way between the Cerebral Assassin, the 


Panther, and the High-Rise Terrorizer??? 


RP: | can't think of a better way to spend the night...But Panther hasn't answered yet... 


Panther Joe: ... 
* quietly folds chair* 
“climbs turnbuckle** 
Panther: You bet | do. 
*“oowerslams chair through Spanish announcing table** 
COBRA: Good gods!! What the hell, man??? Is that guy insane or what??? 
RP: I'm surprised he didn't go for us. | know how he's a big fan of the Togo/Carl announcing team... 


COBRA: Whatever. Those guys can bite the big Dover. Let's re-group, take a quick break, and come 


back for more DETONATION! 


(LOLOL 


DU UPEN 


[Another futile attempt by Trehern to get readers...coming March 2011.] 


COBRA: Alright, and now that we're back from commercial, we can start with our first big match. The 
bell has rung, and the Britain/Lobster Dog tag team has been on the defense with Goldberg and Uga bringin' 


the pain. 


RP: Right, COBRA. We see Britain try a leg sweep to bring down the thundering giant, but no go. 
Goldberg picks up Britain and delivers a mighty belly-to-belly suplex!! Argh, what a move! I think | heard 


Lobster Dog yelp at that one. 


COBRA: Britain is having a hard time recovering, and so Goldberg picks him up to deliver a Fireman's 
carry to the outside of the ring!!! A huge landing on the basketball court, made entirely of black top!!! Britain is 


in pain here, and the attendants are starting to cheer, "USA, USA!!!" 


RP: But Goldberg isn't done. He tags in Uga, who trots toward Her Majesty's Champion and begins 


tearing at the wrestlers heels! Everything is legal here! Uga is the legal man...| mean dog... 


COBRA: All of a sudden, Goldberg comes around the corner with the remnants of the Spanish 
announcing table! He takes a long piece of timber and leans it up against the ring! He stands up Britain and 


sends the poor foreign wrestler through the table!!!! Unbelievable destruction here tonight, Parts. 


RP: But wait! Here comes Dingo Danielson!!! He's still secluded to that wheelchair after the IMMENSE 
Trehernicide he was the victim of waaay back at PunchGiving 2010. He's got the Bowie knife drawn, 


presumably to help out his fellow "All the King's Forces" tag team partner. 


COBRA: They were doing great over at Maelstrom, but Britain's britches got too big, and now he's 
pissed off Goldberg. Dingo is yelling at Lobster Dog to attack Uga! But that just pisses Goldberg off all the 


more! We all know Goldberg's love for animals and his HATE for illegal animal fighting. 


RP: | suppose he's okay with choke slamming a wheelchair-bound Australian, though, because he has 


COBRA: Goldberg tosses Britain back into the ring, and Uga trudges in to cover for the pin! The ref, a 


great dane for some inexplicable reason, hammers the count... 


SII! 


COBRA: And team Goldberg has done it!!! Not only has he prevented an illegal dog fight, appeased the 


crowd, delivered a mighty double-chokeslam, but Goldberg's won his first DG match against Soldier Britain! 


RP: That'll teach the Brits to stay out of Galt's neck o' the woods! We'll be right back!!! 


[DestiGals file suit against Trehern, this Friday on UPN!] 


RP: Welcome back. Real quick: we've just received word that all three contenders for the Heavyweight 
Championship have entered the ring, and Noth is coming to the ring to make an important statement about the 
match! Trehern, Triple H, and Panther all glare at each other as if there’s one last slice of rib-eye at the all- 


night $1.99 buffet... 


COBRA: Let's listen in! 


Noth: How are you enjoying the show so far, Galt? ** myriad applause, presumably positive** Great, 


great. Few things before we get started. Uhm, THIS IS ANO DQ TABLES, LADDERS and CHAIRS 


COBRA: Holy cripes!!! What a reveal!! Now we really got a show! | don't care what you say about the 


insurance policy, Parts, this thing is gonna get bloody. 


RP: No doubt, COBRA. But whose favor does this go toward? 


COBRA: Does it matter? 


Noth: Also, as special guest referee, we've contracted none other than DAVE FINLAY!!! Happy day- 


after St. Patrick's Day, everybody!!! 


[Finlay's Stereotypical Entrance Music] 


COBRA: All three parties seem ultra-focused tonight. As usual, the nWo, DX and any cohorts Panther 


may have are banned from ringside! 


RP: And a team-up against Trehern!! Triple H hoists the champ over his head and slams him into the 
mat! Panther follows Helmsley's attack with an elbow drop! Triple H exits the ring and starts rustling under the 
ring. Panther is working the legs of Trehern, slamming the knee-cap and hyper-extending that hip! Looks like 


some teamwork! 


COBRA: Ladders enter the ring! Then a few tables! Helmsley is getting everything he can! Meanwhile, 


Panther keeps Trehern on the ground with a boot to the face! 


RP: It looks like DX, or at least Helmsley, has made some contact with Panther on the strategy of this 
match: keep Trehern down. But when the time comes, how will Panther and the Cerebral Assassin battle it 


out?? 


COBRA: Panther goes to the opposite side of the ring to set up a ladder. He seems to be building 
toward a high-flying attack on Trehern. But wait!! Off the ladder, Panther body slams the unsuspecting Triple 
H!!! So much for your theory, Parts!! Looks like Panther is more of a wild card than Trehern ever was!! If he 


ends up champ, we may see more harm than good!!!! 


RP: Panther recovers from his slam and holds his boot on Helmsley's neck! What a punk, just fo- 


COBRA: Trehern starts working the chest. Knee drop! Elbow drop! Knee drop!! He grabs the Panther 
by the hair and starts forcing it through the bars of the barricades!!! What a bully! But you can't blame him, the 


guy was crucified with ladders and rope by the Panther and the Four Horsemen...let's not forget! 


RP: Uh oh, while Trehern is getting his revenge, Triple H has brought an old friend out from under the 
ring! Finlay is having a really hard time keeping things under control; obviously sports regulation isn't his 


calling... 


COBRA: Ha HAH! What entertainment!!! The Helmsley sledgehammer! Guess who's going to the 


hospital! 


RP: Triple H sneaks up behind his two opponents and just nails Trehern in the lower spine!! Trehern is 
down after yelping to the wrestling gods! No help from Flair here, mon frere. As Helmsley kicks the nWo 


member out of the way, he readies his swing on Panther... 


COBRA: But Panther comes up with a nutshot, then a finger poke to the eye! Then a knife chop across 
the chest, then another kick to the nuts!!! Triple H is in some serious pain!!! Panther then grapples Helmsley, 


and readies for a vertical suplex! Can he do it??? 


RP: He's done it! A vertical suplex!!! Wait, he's twisting around AND TURNING IT INTOA 


PILEDRIVERI!!!! Man o Man!!!! Wait...that's called the Panther's Pounce, everybody!!! 


COBRA: Panther takes Helmsley's limp body and tosses him back into the ring. Looks like Panther is 
going to go for the pin, once he gets in the ri- OHH!!! A spear from Trehern sends Panther's whole body into 
the barricades!!! With Panther's skull now cracked wide open, Trehern is taking off his black leather jacket to 


cover the Panther's slumped figure... 


Trehern: Consider yourself... extinct. 


RP: What'd he say? | couldn't hear him! But Trehern is now making his way into the ring to face Triple 
H! The nWo member versus a prestigious, founding member of D-Generation X! What excitement here at Galt 


High School. Remember, we're going to stay on the air as long as we have to... 


COBRA: Trehern looms over Helmsley, obviously soaking in the superiority he feels over a member of 
DX. The feud goes as far back as Desti-history allows, and now we're gonna see the champ successfully 


defend his title... 


RP: Trehern climbs the ropes, hopefully preparing for a TREHERNICIDE. | love that move. Just 


absolute beauty and masochism. He perches himself on the turnbuckle... 


Trehern: Get bent, DX... 


RP: Trehern launches into the air, but as his feet leave the ropes, a black leather jacket lassos around 
his ankle and throws him off-kilter in mid-air!!!! Panther howls as Trehern yelps and falls wicked hard on the 
ring mat. | might have heard a couple bones break, but that's what happens when you land on your wrist and 


ankle backwards... 


COBRA: Panther tries to enter the ring, but the commotion has roused Triple H, and the Cerebral 
Assassin punts Panther in the face!!! Panther is outside the ring, unconscious. Triple H turns his attention to 


the fallen nWo member... 


RP: | can see only anger and determination in Helmsley's eyes...this man has no emotion. He grabs 
Trehern, and the blogger howls in pain! Triple H prepares for the PEDIGREE AND DELIVERS!!! WHAT A 


NIGHT!!! IS THIS IT??? 


RP: No! Triple H breaks the pin and sets Trehern up FOR ANOTHER PEDIGREE!!! 


COBRA: OUTSTANDING!!! 


SI! 
RP: That's it! THAT'S IT!! Hunter Hearst Helmsley is the new, DG heavyweight champion of the world!!! 


And what an effort it was!! 


COBRA: Trehern has been champ ever since November, and although a total asshole about it, Trehern 


did do more for Destigeddon than we expected from an anarchic member of the new world order... 


RP: Members of D-Generation X placed their hopes in the right guy, COBRA. They're seen celebrating 
Triple H's victory, ignoring the clearly mangled body of the Solar Sentinel editor. But what's next for the new 


champ, Triple H? 


COBRA: Well, we know he'll be defending at SLAMROCK. But who he will be facing is still a mystery. 
Will it be Trehern? Panther? Danielson???? We can only speculate at this point... Stay tuned to Destigeddon, 


though, for more news and matches with the greatest wrestlers in the world! 


RP: For COBRA Commander and Rusty Jenkins, good night from Galt, Desti-faithfuls!!!! 


CREDITS ROLL, PROMO FOR RE-RUNS OF HANGIN WITH MR COOPER, FOLLOWED BY PROMO FOR 


DX: TUESDAY NIGHT TAINT 


kh. TUESDAY NIGHT TAINT 


featuring 


Triple H: | don't know, Michaels, Ben P won't return any of my calls. | think he's pretty pissed we 


haven't been reading his blog... 
HBK: Media Consumed? 


Triple H: No...the one with the guy...and the 


thing attached at the top? 


HBK: | got nothing... 


*“Ben P barges in** 


Ben P: WHAT THE HELL WAS THAT??? You guys pick Helmsley to take on Trehern when you 


KNOW I've been waiting to bitch-slap that cocky smirk from his face since 2003. 


HBK: Trehern knows all your moves, buddy! He would have tricked you somehow, but Triple H is an 


unknown to him. He's never come up against him before! 


Triple H: Plus, the belt is with DX now. We can do all the things we've wanted... 


Ben P: | want this mistrust settled. Soon. 


Triple H: I'm not going to just hand you the belt, son... 


Ben P: Then challenge me, Hunter! Get Noth on the phone! Trehern’s ribs are so bent backwards he 


can’t even whisper “re-match clause’”...I'm going to take you down at SLAMROCK! 


Road Dogg: YEEEEEE-HAAAAHHHHI!!! Now we got a wrasslin' match!! 


Triple H: Keeping it in the family, | guess. But the Pedigree doesn't know the difference between 


DG News Ruljletin 


Lady Von Erik: Days before the next DETONATION, we were on the scene for a very important phone 


call to the Commissioner. Let's take a look... 
Ragin' Rash: Mr. Noth, phone call for you. 


Noth: If it's the Maelstrom crew, | don't want to hear about it! Things sound great over there, let's not 


ruin it with word of the General's next debacle. 
Rash: No, sir, it's...ahem..."former heavyweight great and blogger extraordinaire Alan Trehern"... 
Noth: That I'll take! **picks up phone** What do you want, chump? 


Trehern: Oh, get bent, shill! Listen, Noth, | wanna utilize my "rematch clause". | wanna face Helmsley 


at SLAMROCK. 


Noth: Heh heh heh. | bet you wish you could. But Ben P has already beaten you to the chase. 


Helmsley and he are now headlining SLAMROCK. Don’t you watch DX: TAINT? 


Trehern: Powers??!! How the hell did he slip in there??? **incoherent cursing** Listen you washed- 


up, overexposed, MGMT puppet, | want a match with the champ, and | WANT IT NOW!!! 


Noth: Hmmm... Now that that stroke you had is gone, it's about time | start messing with the nWo and 
its annoyingly bitter member. You want a match with the champ? You got it. DETONATION 12: tag team 


main event...you team up with Powers against Helmsley and the Heart Break Kid. People are gonna go nuts! 


Trehern: Screw you! And NO ONE watches Tuesday Night Taint, ass!! 3 


3 Actually, it’s the company’s most critically acclaimed production, winning 5 Daytime Emmys. 


Wiss ui 


NATION 


ROAD TO SLAMROCK! 
TAG UP THOSE POWERS 


RP: Greetings and salutations, my fine wrestling fans! Here we are in Los Lunas, New Mexico making 


our way down the road to SLAMROCK, with another episodic installment of DETONATION! I'm color man 
Rusty "Parts" Jenkins, and as always, I'm teaming up with the stalker of the night and hater of democracy, 


COBRA Commander! 


COBRA: SLAMROCK here we come! For this spring Pay Per View, we have some outstanding 
matches! First off, we have that Triple Threat match for the title of "DG Legend"...with "Nature Boy" Ric Flair up 
against "Macho Man" Randy Savage and the nWo's own Hollywood Hulk Hogan. Something for the record 


books, | say! Or at least the retirement homes!!! 


RP: Right you are! SLAMROCK also features the championship match main event between Hunter 
Hearst Helmsley and fellow DX member Bentley “Ben P“ Powers. DX has really come to the surface in 
Generation 2, haven't they? Taking down the DG champ, the nWo and tonight, vying for a chance at the tag- 
team belts. On tonight's episode of DETONATION, the New Age Outlaws Road Dogg and "Badass" Billy Gunn 


face the nWo's resident tag team, the Outsiders (Hall and Nash). 


COBRA: And better yet! Trehern teams up with Ben P to take on the NEW Destigeddon champion 
Triple H, with partner Shawn Michaels. Just a tag team extravaganza tonight, folks! Let's go down to the floor 


where Ms. Von Erik has the scoop on the North American Title Recovery Operation... Lady? 


Lady Von Erik: Well, guys, | jus-- 


** Sorcerer Squad theme** 


RP: Whoa ho ho, hold on there, Lady, we seem to be entertaining the Sorcerer Squad. This can mean 


only one thing... 


**Grand Nobleman steps out from under the ring** 


Nobleman: Thy black souls have tainted this pure place for the last time. If'n not | defeat you this night, 


then may God have mercy on my soul... 


Mordack: Your gods can't save you here, Drake...not when our mighty hands hold the power you so 


desperately wish to extinguish... 


RP: Here we go again! The Gryphon, a part eagle, part lion monster from Greek mythology has flown 
into the arena and starts screaming towards the Grand Nobleman! How the Sorcerer Squad got a hold of one 


is beyond me! Its shrieks are deafening, and it even smells 2000 years old... 


COBRA: Nobleman takes one look at the creature and begins to duck and dive as the flying menace 
hurtles toward him from the sky. Looks like the Nobleman is at a SEVERE disadvantage. With no long-range 


weapons to his name, how will the Medieval Brawler get his hands on this thing??? 


RP: Claws flash, but the Nobleman dives outside of the ring! Now the Gryphon is swooping toward the 
audience! Hopefully these fine folks have signed their waivers! Ever since the solid concrete hit that paraplegic 


veteran at the Claim for the Name match, Desti-Legal has been keeping an eye on any form of lawsuit. 


**Daniel Fernandez Memorial Park arena rumbles** 


COBRA: With a cloud of purple smoke coming from the rafters, the Gryphon disappears! A look of 


panic crosses over the face of Turdukkendorf, but Mordack stands still as stone. But wait! 


**decapitated Gryphon lands in the ring, followed by the head** 


Turdukkendorf: WHAT MAGIC IS THIS????!I!!! 


Nobleman: If it is war you wish to wage, then it is war you shall receive... 


RP: A deadly stare-down between these men here at DG. Nobleman means business, after the abuse 


he's taken from the Sorcerer Squad; but the security detail doesn't look like they're going to budge. 


Mordack: Hmmm...It seems you have found some..."assistance"? Far be it from us to penalize you for 


cheating, but I think it time our group reveals its third and FINAL member...at our next meeting... 


RP: OH COME ON!!! More secrets with these guys?! Nobleman has secret assets, the wizards have 
secret members??? Who the hell runs this place??? Well, there you go. Secrets and mysterious events seem 
normal when the Grand Nobleman and the Sorcerer Squad meet up. Stay tuned, we'll have more 


DETONATION after this! 


| 


| THE CONTROL DECK THAT PUTS YOU 
IN CONTROL OF INCREDIBLE FUN! 


ul A 


PAT THE NES PUNK: http://www.thepunkeffect.com 


COBRA: Welcome back, folks! And as we look into the action that started during the break, we see the 
Outlaws and Outsiders already toe-to-toe. Nash has Road Dogg in a strong-armed headlock, with no sign of 


relenting... 


RP: Say what you will about the nWo, the Outsiders are one of the greatest tag-teams of all time*. Nash 
tosses Dogg easily into the corner, and delivers a shoulder slam to the chest of Roadie. And the Outlaw hits 


the mat... 


COBRA: Hall is tagged in, and the Bad Guy hits the ropes. Meanwhile, Nash gets Dogg into a fireman's 
carry, and as he begins to drop the Outlaw behind him, Hall delivers a neckbreaker!! Wow! | think that tag-team 


move is called the "Staggering Havoc"! 


RP: As Hall throws the toothpick into Dogg's face, we see Billy Gunn try and mess with Nash! The ref is 
distracted, so now Hall is going to attempt some illegal moves on Dogg. But Dogg recovers and eye-rakes 


Hall!!! 


COBRA: Hall is blind! And Nash, no matter how much he argues with the ref, can't get the official to 
turn around!!! A left hook from Dogg! A kick to the groin for Hall! And then, wait, YES!!! Dogg gets Hall's arm 


through his leg and delivers a powerful Pumphandle Falling Powerslam!!!! 


RP: Hall is in a lot of pain, and down on the mat! Dogg tags in Gunn, and the two rush Scott Hall!!! An 
elbow drop!! A leg drop!!! A KNEE DROP TO THE FACE!!!! But now Nash is in and grabs Road Dogg for a 


mighty jackknife powerbomb!!! 
COBRA: Fine work from the former Great Oz. 


RP: But during the powerbomb, Gunn jumped on Hall for the pin!!! 


* Hall (wrestling as "Diamond Studd") and Nash (wrestling as "Oz") wrestled for the first time as a tag team on September 21, 1991 
losing to Tom Zenk & Big Josh on WCW Power Hour. 


THREE! 


RP: And the Outlaws do it!!! Nash was distracted with his finisher and allowed Gunn to steal the win!!! 


Ho boy!! 


COBRA: Looks like the nWo has been disorganized and distracted ever since their loss to the 


Horsemen and the DG superstars! And now that's cost them a chance at the Tag-Team Championship! 


RP: Right you are! At SLAMROCK, The New Age Outlaws will meet Mac:Ratio in tag-team action, with 
the belts on the line! Will DX get more gold in their faction, or will the CSI Incinerators get the job done?? Tune 


into SLAMROCK to find out!!! We'll be right back! 


TUESDAYS SPM EASTERN TIME 


COBRA: Well, this is one of the weirdest things I've ever seen. A tag-team main event with DG champ 
Triple H and his DX co-founder the Heart Break Kid, Shawn Michaels. The other team is comprised of, wait for 


it, Bentley Powers and FORMER Destigeddon champ, Trehern. What do you make of that, Parts? 
[Hunter Helmsley's Pussy Titantron Theme] 


RP: Well, Powers is up against Helmsley for the belt at SLAMROCK; and Trehern recently attempted to 
fulfill his re-match clause, but Noth rejected the request. And Noth rubbed salt in the wound by teaming him 
against Triple H with none other than his mortal enemy, Ben P With all the heat between these guys, and 


Michaels to stir the pot, we're sure to see some violent action this night! Let's look in... 


COBRA: The bell has rung, and HBK is up against Trehern. As much as he hates all three of these 
guys, Trehern is a real professional for doing this. Looking down his path to greatness, Trehern has defeated 
the Nature Boy, the superstars at Punchgiving, and even The Giant.... But OH! Trehern just got nailed with a 


high roundhouse kick to the face!! Ben P is yelling at his partner to sack up and get back to it! 


RP: Trehern stumbles back and shakes his head! Shaking off the malaise, Trehern eyes HBK and 
dives!! Bringing the DX member to the ground, Trehern begins wailing on the face of the Sexy Boy. And boy 


what blood splatter!!! 


COBRA: An eye poke from Michaels! And Trehern tumbles off his opponent to tag in Ben P! But Ben P 
dodges the tag!!!! Trehern stares him down in fury, and turning around, gets A HUGE SWEET CHIN MUSIC!!! 
AHHHHH!!!! Ben P immediately blind tags himself in... What a strategic move to get a legal jab in on Trehern 


AND distract Michaels... 


RP: Powers climbs the ropes and dropkicks Michaels across the ring into the DX corner! Ben P begins 
mimicking HBK's entrance dance, and then delivers a "SUCK IT" motion! What an asshole! But then again, 
having Trehern as a tag-team partner can do that to you!!! As Ben P rushes to deliver a Degeneration Flux, 


Triple H is tagged in! Now it's champ versus challenger!! What will the outcome be! 


COBRA: Trehern is laying outside the ring making sure his head is still attached to his shoulders. My 
bet: it isn't. And Michaels, hell bent on getting back at the nWo, starts crawling toward the Solar Sentinel editor. 
Back in the ring, however, Triple H has Powers in a wrenching full nelson, and Helmsley's opponent seems 
quite ineffective. If Ben P can't reverse a simple submission hold, what chance does he have against the 


Cerebral Assassin when the belt is on the line??? 


RP: Ben P is a great wrestler, because he learns from the best...Powers gets Helmsley onto his 
shoulders and attempts a reverse crucifix powerbomb!!! But no luck, Triple H flips and lands on his feet!! Then 


throws a blind elbow!! Ben P is down, with a welt on his face the size of Dixie!! 


COBRA: Now Helmsley is going to work! He gets Ben P ready for a Pedigree, the move that ended 
Trehern's reign as champ. But wait, outside the ring, Trehern is up and beating down Michaels with shots to 
the face and chest. One! Two! Three!! Four! Five! Six!! And a knee kick to the chest!! Michaels is down on his 
back, and Trehern uses one of the barricades to launch himself into the air for a mighty leg drop!!! What's that 


move called?? 


RP: The Zork Vacation, | believe! But back in the ring, Helmsley has been fighting Powers into the 
Pedigree hold and... 

Trehern: Hey!! Triple H!!!! 

COBRA: Interrupting the match?? WHAT AN ASSHOLE! Helmsley is not happy, and neither is the ref! 
Most of the audience has begun throwing trash! 

Trehern: ...kick his ass at SLAMROCK. 

RP: Whoa! A vote of confidence for Triple H!!! And as Triple H finishes the Pedigree...BOOM...we see 


Trehern t-bag Michaels and stomp off into the locker room. Well, well, well... 


COBRA: And Helmsley goes in for the pin! 


3!!! 


COBRA: And Triple H/HBK wins the match, ladies and gentlemen! A sign of things to come, perhaps? 
How will SLAMROCK go down?? Will Triple H retain the title, or will Bentley Powers get his act together and 
actually land a move? Also, will the tag-team titles be defended by Mac:Ratio when they go up against a 


momentous DX tag-team? Wait and see on...excuse me, more action in the ring... 


Triple H: Hold on, Ben P!! Before you go sulk with your Goldfish, your Gatorade, and your Drake's 
Fortune 7, let me tell you this isn't personal. Shawn is my best friend, but I've kicked his ass frontways and 


sideways for the last 15 years! | even got screwed in the MSG Incident, but that's before your time, pipsqueak. 


Long story short, I'm not going to go easy on you at SLAMROCK, you can be damn sure of that! But I'm 
not gonna respect you any less, and | expect the same from you! And check your jock before you put it on, 


holmes. You fall for that BenGay gag literally EVERY. SINGLE. TIME. 


RP: Powers grabs a mic and walks up to the DX duo, none too happy. 


Ben P: Listen up, Helmsley! I'm glad you won that belt from Trehern, that douche of a wrestler. And 
you're right, as long as the gold is with DX, we should be happy. But this match at SLAMROCK is going to give 
me the push | need to be an equal here in this faction...No more pranks, no more mom jokes, no more Black 


Gentlemen magazines under my mattress for my girlfriend to find...EQUALS!!!! YOU HEAR ME!!!!???? 


Helmsley: Come get some, Consumer... 


*“fade to black** 


nee TO sea aaa 


OPERATION NORTH AMERICAN TITLE 
RECOVERY PART 2 


Horace Smith: Hello to the fans that are now joining us after their regularly scheduled broadcast, 
Lonesome Geese. This is Maelstrom, and we are coming to you from sunny Almada, Portugal, just across the 


bay from Lisbon. And to my left is... 


Jeff Worthington: Jeff Worrrrthing-ton, that's me! Hear the good news, Horace? We're up for a 


Peabody, an Edward R. Murrow, a Tony, and a Spirit Award for the coolest, most hip show on television! 


Horace: I'd really like to challenge those sources of yours, believe me | would...but what were your 


thoughts on this back and forth match that saw Panther Joe beat a game Arn Anderson? 


JW: | didn't believe it at first. No, really. | literally didn't believe it. | was busy playing Stacking on my 


PS3, just uttering phrases during the match like, "nice drop toe hold" and "get 'em Champ!" 


Horace: While Stacking may be addictive, you're lucky because it looks like Panther has something to 


say. 
[ring girl Jennifer Lawrence joins the victorious Panther in the ring] 


Panther: Noth! You see that!? | beat the tar out of the one of the most respected wrestlers in this 


industry! But | still can't get a fair shake at the Destigeddon title! 


Jennifer: Well, you were in that triple threat match a couple of weeks ago for the championship. Wasn't 


that enough, Mr. Panther? 


Panther: First of all, toots, no disrespect, but I've forgotten more about wrestling than you'll ever think 
you can learn. Second, you said it best...triple threat match. As in three guys. Where | come from, scores are 


settled between TWO men, not three. Mano y mano. Uno, dos, tres, ya feel me? 


Jennifer: But you lost. Do you think this string of victories can propel you to the top? 


Panther: | guess it doesn't matter when you have corporate patsies and sellouts knockin’ at your door, 
takin’ bribes, and killin' vibes! Trehern, Triple H., HBK....and Ben P?!? Ben frickin’ P?! | get passed up for that 
pissant, the guy who washes H's clothes and picks up after Michael's pets?! Goes on beer runs for the 


Outlaws? 


Jennifer: | believe it's some sort of sport hazing. Very common for newcomers... 


Panther: It's capitalistic bullcrap! I'm wrestling in a country thousands of miles away from my family so 
Bentley Powers can get his undeserved match at Slamrock against Triple H? | know about you Bentley. The 
rich kid in school...the kid who had me kicked off the baseball team even though | had twice the power and 


three times the speed... 


It was all about status for Powers. Everything handed to that twerp since day one. But what has he 
really done in life? What has he accomplished since cashing those fat checks from Destigeddon management? 


Hell, the kid couldn't even beat Thornberg! 


Jennifer: C'mon, Panther, we all know that match ended in a DQ because Chet Thornberg accidentally 


hit the ref. 


Panther: Facts may be facts, Jennifer, but panthers are real. In the jungle, in your expedition 


nightmares, and they are real hungry. 


Jennifer: You're kind of losing me, here. 


Panther: What | was eventually getting at was...Bentley has never done anything right and will never do 


anything right! Hell, the kid couldn't even quit Facebook! Basically, I'm telling you this -- Bentley! In the jungle, 


the weak get picked off by the apex predators. Triple H runnin’ you ragged around that ring won't be the only 


thing you'll have to worry about at Slamrock! 


Jennifer: Sounds like a plan! Now shower up...acrylic paint and sweat combined have an off-putting 


metallic smell. Back to you boys up in the box... 


Horace: There it is, folks. Panther Joe is pissed at Bentley Powers for what he calls an undeserved rise 


to the top of the title chase. 


JW: My two cents, Horace? That crybaby should have won that triple threat match. Deal with it, or 


chum it up, strap on an apron, and serve me paella. 


Horace: Alright, fans, well it's that time. Let's take you over to Operation North American Title Recovery. 


Is Jethro there? 


As the feed appears, Mr. Victory catches up the Maelstrom audience on their journey. As for their handler, 
Jethro...he was summoned back to the States for unpaid child support. Pleasantries were exchanged about his 
ex-wife, but all agreed it would be better if he went back and left Victory, The General, Mighty Oak Glunderson, 


and MC Slam to handle the Erskine clan by themselves... 
Victory: We caught up with them over near Krakow, but we trailed them south into, wait, where are we?! 
MC Slam: This hoppin' joint known as Slovakia! Presov to be exact! 


Glunderson: Horace and Jeff, the women folk around here...thick like black walnut and sweeter than 


molasses! 
JW: So, fellas, what's the news | hear? Good stuff or what? 


Victory: Well, great news actually. Once we got into Slovakia, we caught the Erskines trying to gas up 


and cornered ‘em! Long story short...we got the belt back! 


Horace: Holy hell, that's great news guys! This is what Greg Noth and... 


Victory: Well, kinda. We.... 


The General: Here, guys. I've been capturing all the action since Mrs. Jethro tightened the screws on 


her ex-lover. This should explain everything. 


Linked up to Eee book, The General shared the story of the final confrontation in the Slovakian jiffy between 
the ONATR crew and the Erskines with the Maelstrom fans and the rest of the American audience LIVE on 


Estonia 3 TV... 


Erskine 2: Is this what you Americans have been chasing us around for? A belt of no significance to me 


or my family? It's not even close to 24 karats of gold, see! 


Victory: Take that back, roughneck. | do know a way of telling you the quality of that belt, though. 


Smash it into your soccer-lovin' face! 


Erskine 3: Hey, gringo, it's futbol where you stand, yes? 


General: How about a...foot....TO YOUR FACE!?!? 


Erskine 1: Well, kids, looks like we have pretty boy blonde Uncle Sam, Cuban guy, Afro-American gent, 


and Hill-billy! Hey, love your show, Larry Cable Guy Shits on America! 


Victory: Hey, he may be a hillbilly, but he's OUR hillbilly! By the way, | noticed something. After tracking 
you assholes up and through these foothills in your Hummer, we have a situation on our hands. Four of us. 


Four of you. One match, first pinfall, right here in this gas station. Winner gets to keep that belt. 


Erskine 4: | think | speak on behalf of greatest wrestling family in saying that we will erase the collective 


memory of your children's children's children. Consider it...accepted! 


While the customers and clerks run for their lives, an all-out donnybrook breaks out between the eight men. 
Action eventually spills outside, which leads to Erskine 2 and 3 doubling up on an overhead suplex to Mr. 


Victory on MC Slam's Dodge Charger, smashing the windshield and frame. Meanwhile, The General is using 


his gas attendant savvy to wrap the pump hose around Erskine 1's neck, choking him out. But just then, 


Erskine 2 smashes a display of Doritos over The General's head. 


Glunderson: I'm gonna knock you to pound town. By the way, which Erskine are ya, boy, so | can write 


your momma a nice eulogy note? 


Erskine 4: I'm Erskine 4, you know, the rogue badass. 


Glunderson: Boy, you deader than the 'riginal No. 4, Brett Favre, facin' down a cornerback blitz on a 


rainy day. But your soccer lovin' ass wouldn't get that reference. 


Despite Glunderson getting the better of his temporary nemesis, Erskine 3 had blindsided MC Slam with the 
No Skine Off My Back, a sitdown power bomb onto the concrete. The locally ordained referee from Presov 
counted the 3-count, and the match was over. The Erskines had won--the brothers kicked and punched 
Glunderson off their cousin and the family convened back inside the jiffy with the ref, laughing merrily, talking 


about where to pawn their new belt. 


Erskine 3: Thank me later, bro-heim. You can introduce me to that fox you met the other night in Thrust 


nightclub. 


Erskine 2: | tell you what, good work on everybody. Serious. You too, pops. You distracted Cuban guy 
long enough to get upper hand. Only question now, is, how much can we get for this hunk of metal? Two, 


maybe three prostitute? 


Erskine 4: Two diamonds, or perhaps five barkers. Hahaha! 


Meanwhile, outside among the carnage... 


Dazed voice: Victory, get in! Everyone...get in! 


The engine purrs as Victory gathers Slam and Glunderson... 


Victory: Who's there?! 


Dazed Voice: Just in here, idiots. There's no time!!! 


While the Erskines were fraternizing, The General saw the door to the Hummer ajar, with the North American 
belt on the passenger seat. The keys were in the cupholder and The General helped Victory load Glunderson 
and Slam into the back. The quartet sped off, leaving the Erskines to shake their fists wildly in the dust covered 


alr. 


General: They may have won the match, but dammit, we got the belt, any means necessary. 


Slam: Yeah, those egg eatin' pansies don't play no rules, so we don't either! 


Victory: | gotta hand it to you, General. Thanks a lot. You may have saved my job. 


General: Heck, | figured we've come this far...and | haven't had a Mountain Melt in weeks. It's time to 


go home guys. Home in one piece, and home with this belt! 


Just then, a gun cocks, startling everybody. An intruder has been waiting in the far back of the Hummer... 


Intruder: STOP 'ZE CAR, GENA-RALL! 


Victory: What the hell?! General, pump yo brakes! Russian Rhino, is that you?! 


Glunderson: Rhino?! Glad to see you're okay, partner. 


Russian Rhino: Shut up, the all of you. You leave comrade behind, and not search for me?! Huh? 


MC Slam: Hey, playboy, you gotta know we was coming for you right after we secured this... 


Rhino: Gimme that! [Rhino snatches the belt from Slam] While you numb-heads were gone, | call Greg 
Noth, Commissioner. | tell him story, and we settle it, me and you General. One on one at Slamrock, loser 
leaves company for good! To make sure you show up, | take belt, yes? | will hand it over to Noth once | know 


you are in building. 


Victory: Yo, we are a team, and I've got nothing to do with this. That's fed up, Rhino! 


Rhino: I'm leaving now. Don't tail me, | call taxi car to pick me up. Nothing personal Gaston. And MC 
Slam and Mighty Oak, great journey. But General, it's personal. You've embarrassed our team, thrown me out 
of car, convince me to view TRON movie, and make mockery of myself and country, Mother Russia and 


USSR. Know this--I will pound you like ox meat in vibrant Fall season! Good day and good luck! 
The grainy video stops as Horace and Jeff mull over the story they just heard... 


JW: Wait, wait, wait. Someone got hit with a rack of .99 cent Doritos bags? That's comedy right there. 


British, mind you, but still comedy. 


Horace: Well, at the end of the day | would still call that a success guys. I'll have Ragin’ Rash or 
someone set up some airline tickets to get you guys home. | won't lie, with the budget the way it is, you might 


be making six or seven stops. 


MC Slam: Whatever, man. As long as we get back pronto. Slam need's to lay down some fat tracks, 
y'dig? 
JW: I do in fact, dig. Great story, gentlemen. But have you infiltrated NASA?! Hmmm? 


Horace: Not the time, Jeff. Not...the...time. There you have it, though, yet another match added to the 
card at Slamrock. The former team of Rhythm & Rhino have butted heads for the last time...who will end up 
victorious....The Russian Rhino, or The General? And who will keep his job? Perhaps even more importantly, 
will Mr. Victory get to keep his North American title? Stay tuned throughout the month for upcoming news and 
matches, Desti-ites. Till then, that's Jeff Worthington, and I'm Horace Smith of Maelstrom. So long from 


Almada! 


Note: For all legal purposes, domestic and international, the damage and carnage at Carlvik's Fuel and 
Replenish in Presov, the sight of the match, was blamed on the Czechs. Such an easy scapegoat in Presov, 


those Czechs. We wish Carlvik all the best in recouping his losses. 


DESTIGEDDIN 


NATION 


ROAD TO SLAMROCK! 


FALSE IDOLS FALL 


[opens with Mega-er Powers backstage] 


Macho Man: OOOOhhh, yeah, you ready Radical Red? Ready for this match tonight, yeaaah? 


Radical Red: What's the plan, Alan Greenspan? 


Macho: YEEEEah, uh-hm, this is how it's going to go down. Just make sure you take care of the 


B.O.Z.E. so | can get my hands on that skinny little neck of Flair's. 


Radical Red: That's gravy. I've tangled with B.O.Z.E. in the past, so | know that cat's weak spots. 


Macho: Excellente! We take care of business tonight, | take down that Legends match at Slamrock, 


YEEEEEEAHHhhh, and then we focus on Mac:Ratio and those tag belts. 


Radical Red: Hey, as long as we get paid, the ladies come in droves, and | can get back home to catch 


Californication, your boy is down for everything and anything, Macho. Roll out! 


[cut to announce team] 


Jeff Togo: Good evening, wrestling fans, we are coming to you from a packed Diamond Lodge Hotel 
Ballroom up in Biggar, Saskatchewan. | know it's been quite a while since we've called a show, but allow me to 
introduce ourselves. I'm Jeff "Callin' As | See It" Togo and to my left is the best color guy in the business, 


Coney Island Carl. 


Coney Island Carl: Ughhh, danks, Toag. What have you been up to? Keepin’ busy, | presume? 


JT: Oh, a little bit of everything. Took the little lady on a trip to see Socotra Island. Did a fantasy 


baseball draft. You know, boring stuff. 


CIC: Soh-coata what?! Where is dat, like Connecticut? 


JT: It's in the Middle East, actually. Quite warm around this time. 


CIC: Hey, you know what isn't warm? Biggar, where we are right now! | got a new tourist slogan for 


them..."Every'ding's colder...in Biggar!" 


JT: Right you are, Carl, but it looks like our first match of the evening is about to get under way between 
The Mac:Ratio and Team Hadouken. But here come The New Age Outlaws, who will challenge Mac:Ratio at 


Slamrock for their belts, on commentary. Welcome gentlemen. 


Road Dogg: Hey, Togo, you're ass better call somebody, cuz you ain't got no beers. How am | 
supposed to watch a bunch of has been FBI types and silly, fairy ninja people wrestle without a little liquid 


courage? 


Bad Ass Billy Gunn: Woo, | could have used that last night when | was giving the Fameasser to that girl 


who claimed to be Miss Biggar 2010. She was Biggar all right. Big'gar than hell! Hah! 


JT: Excellent word play, guys. Now, as this match is getting under way, Horatio squares off against Ken 
Masters, who deftly delivers a hard punch to the chest of Horatio. Hadouken has really been posting great 


matches over at Maelstrom, so it wouldn't be a terrible stretch to see them pull an upset in this non-title bout. 


Bad Ass: Well, ya see there, that's a good point, Jeffrey. As No. 1 Contenders, we get to sit back and 
watch the, ahem, champs get thrown corner to corner by another team. The outcome doesn't matter, just 


weaken the hell out of them, and we'll pick up the scraps. 


Road Dogg: Ooooh, that guy Ryu is in and he is throwing kicks everywhere. | should buy that guy a 


beer. What's he drink, Kirin Ichiban? 


JT: Indeed, Ryu has stepped in, knocked Mac off the apron and is focusing in on Horatio's bandaged 
shoulder. You guys are multiple tag champions...what will be your strategy come Slamrock against these 


guys? 


Road Dogg: Honestly, Togo, you are looking at the thunder and lightning. The vanilla and the 
chocolate. The zig and the zag. We don't employ strategies, game plans, or any of that nonsense. We fight, 


wrestle, and outlast all comers. 


Bad Ass: Well, they ain't "all comers" when it comes to Dogg. Mostly fakers! 


[Road Dogg promptly grabs Bad Ass's head and slams his forehead into the table] 


Bad Ass: Damn, that hurt. It's a joke, Dogg. 


CIC: Y'know, both Mac and Horatio look terribly sluggish. Ken has been kickin’ and punchin' Mac on the 


outside, and Ryu hasn't had to put up wit any of Horatio's bursts of power. 


JT: Yeah, for the most part, Team Hadouken has pretty much landed every offensive move in this 


match. 


Road Dogg: Ohhh, yeah, that. Me and the jokester here slipped El Mac:Ratio a lil’ sumpin in their 


Moose Stew tonight. Although that certain sumpin' we'll nev... 


Bad Ass: It was GHB. The Canadian stuff. 


Road Dogg: Dammit, all, Ass. See what ya done? 


JT: Okay, thanks for that barely legal information. Mac is still down on the outside while Horatio is being 
set up for the HADOUKEW! -- a simultaneous punch from both members to the breast bone and upper spine 


along the back!! Horatio is down! 


CIC: Ref counts it, and it's over. Ryu scores da pin and a mega, huge, colossal upset over da champs. 


Looks like Road Dogg has bolted from our table and is grabbing a mic. 


Road Dogg: Ladies and gentlemen, preferably those two losers out cold in the ring! Nice performance, 
champs! Do you, | don't know, EVER want these Canadian fans to watch our product again? Soon enough 


those belts will be around the waist of Ass and I, so you won't have to worry ‘bout entertaining all that longer. 


Bad Ass: Yeah, you're gonna wanna take an Alka-Seltzer and maybe some Gatorade when the maids 


wake you fools up later tonight. 


Road Dogg: Just, y'know, find your procedural asses over to France for Slamrock--we can't win them 


belts without ya! Tell ‘em, Ass. 


Bad Ass: And if you're not down with that, WE'VE GOT TWO WORDS FOR YA... 


JT: The Outlaws are a confident bunch. Again, if you just joined us, Team Hadouken has upset the 
apparently drugged up championship team of Mac:Ratio. We will catch you on the other side of the commercial 


break. 


[mokano LiCS 


WORKAHOLICS: Watch it Wednesdays or it gets canceled! 


JT: Welcome back, fans, up next is another tag team match, pitting The Mega-er Powers against Ric 


Flair and his apparent hired hand, B.O.Z.E. Also, later on in the evening, Commissioner Greg Noth has 


confirmed that Panther Joe is in the arena, issuing an open street fight to either DX member, Triple H or 


Bentley Powers. 


CIC: Frankly, | dink neither one of dem shows. What good would it do, just weeks before their big title 


match against each other, to engage in a Street Fight against a very angry Panther? 


JT: My intel says otherwise, Carl. Lady Von Erik confirmed that Destigeddon Heavyweight Champion 


Triple H is in the building. 


CIC: Ha, Lady can't even confirm an order at Taco Bell. Anyways, let's join in the action as The Mega- 


er Powers are joining Flair and B.O.Z.E. in the ring. 


Ric Flair: WOQOOOO! WOOOO, Savage! You see what | got here? 600 pounds, SIX HUNDRED, 
WOOOO! pounds of back breaking man-robot. Half man, half machine! All, WOOOOO, kickin' ass in the name 


of GOD, me, RIC FLAIR!! 


Macho Man: Oooh, okay, Flair, but maybe you didn't notice the hottest tag team in the business, 
OOOHhh yeah! Me and Radical Red, tourin' the nation, tearin' down buildings and sellin' out shows. 


Everywhere from Cape Cod to Temecula....SNAP INTO THAT, YEAHH! 


Flair: Savage, you patsy! Don't you see? It doesn't matter if we win here tonight...it doesn't matter 
whether or not I polish the ring with your slimy carcass at Slamrock. I'm STILL the legend. I'm STILL the man. 
I'm still THE GOD! GOD!! You and Hogan, bow down! But especially you, Savage. Just ask Miss Elizabeth, 
WOOOO! You gave her the Ford Fiesta while | was givin' her the Benz E Class with my special recipe Flair 


caviar! WOOOO! WOOOO! WOOOO! 


JT: **shakes head with look of disgust** Macho Man didn't particularly care for that last comment and is 


on Flair like a bat out of hell. Oh, but Flair rakes his eyes and tags in B.O.Z.E. 


CIC: Dis B.O.Z.E. guy, he has muscles in places | don't even have places. But den again, he is some 
kinda machine thing. Man, Blue Cross Blue Shield would be pissed if dey knew the wrestlers were getting 


mauled by a cyborg. 


JT: That's what claims adjusters are for, Carl. B.O.Z.E. is simply flogging Savage, who really needs to 


tag in Radical Red... 


Flair: C'mon, B.O.Z.E., destroy him. Rip him limb to limb! Show us why Elizabeth left his sorry ass! 


WOOO! 


CIC: You know, it almost seems like Flair is taking advantage of the Bionic Operating Zone Enforcer. 


Da machine was meant to maintain peace and equality in this company. 


JT: You couldn't have said it any better, friend. But wait, I'm now getting word that Hollywood Hogan of 


the nWo is coming on...and yes, he's on the Titantron! 


Hogan: Flair, you no good, rotten scoundrel! I've seen the Horsemen do some shady things in my day, 
brother, but re-wiring the B.O.Z.E. has to the one of the lowest. Me and the nWo dudes are going to remember 


this, and so will B.O.Z.E..... 


CIC: What's goin on? Flair is still trying to command B.O.Z.E, but Radical Red has come around and 


attacked Flair! And now...Commissioner Noth, Caleb Trane, and Tearin' Jarod are comin’ ringside. 


Commissioner Noth: Hold everything! Actually, the three of you can keep fighting, all we need is 
B.O.Z.E. You see, while many of my hated enemies have accused me of handing out favors and aligning 
myself with certain factions at Destigeddon, you can rest assured that isn't the case. In fact, Hogan came to 


me personally and reminded me that Flair's own son, David, works the days as a computer programmer. 


JT: This is gone bonkers, folks. B.O.Z.E. has an order to stand down, and meanwhile, Flair is getting 


mauled by The Mega-er Powers and Tearin' Jarod makes his way around to help the Nature Boy. 


Noth: So, seeing as how Flair has tainted B.O.Z.E., | had management call in the best tech nerds and 


have a defragmenting of B.O.Z.E....Caleb, reset his motherboard and load that chip in him! 


JT: Well, I'll be a blue nosed gopher! Flair was up to his cheating ways after all. 


CIC: Hey, he's da Dirtiest Player in the Game. Can ya blame him? 


JT: No, but as B.O.Z.E. is being reset it looks like Tearin' Jarod has replaced him as Flair's partner, but 
isn't fairing very well. In fact, Savage just hit him with the elbow drop! 
Hogan: Now that the playing field is a little more level, you yellow bellied coward, | think after | kill both 


Flair and "Nacho Man" at the Legends match, brother, no one will want to mess with the Black and White. nWo 


4-life, brother! 


JT: Poignant words from the Hulkster as Flair is screaming at the top of his lungs at Hogan up on the 


big screen and at Noth, who is reprogramming B.O.Z.E... Look out! 


CIC: Oh, and Radical Red wasn't wastin' any time as he gives Flair a massive Clay High Uppercut as 


the Nature Boy turns around. Row 6 just got some dental souvenirs! 


JT: Radical Red rolls Flair into the ring where Savage goes for the cover and the ref counts three! This 


match is over... The Mega-er Powers are victorious! Noth still has something to say, though. 


Noth: Alright, Trane, walk B.O.Z.E. to the back. Nice job, kid, put me down for 8 of those iPad 2's you 
got. Flair, heed my warning. | like you...l really do. But if you try and pull a stunt like that one more time, | will 
ban you PERMANENTLY from Destigeddon and send you back to peddling your tell-all books in Podunk Wal- 


Marts faster than you can say "limousine ridin'!" Ahhhh-woo, Flair. 


CIC: Looks like Flair stepped on one too many toes as of late. Well, we'll be back after deez words. 


Walmart, EAT SHIT! 


JT: And we are back, fans, waiting on Panther Joe to come to ringside. In the meantime, oft injured 


Dingo Danielson is in the ring being interviewed by new ring girl, Jennifer Lawrence. Take it away, Jen. 


Jennifer Lawrence: Thanks, Jeff. Well, Mr. Dingo, we haven't seen much of you since being injured at 


Punchgiving last fall. How do you think you fit into the scheme of things here at Destigeddon? 


Dingo: Well, lass, | ain't gon' kid, ole Dingo here has been mendin' back to health, waitin’ for's crack ata 
title. But | still ain't forgot about me chap, Al'n Trehern, and how he drop me body some 200 meters off da 


Cano. 


Jennifer: Trehern is no longer the champ, Dingo, but he still has numbers in the nWo. What's your plan 


to exact revenge? 


Dingo: Ooooi, it ain't exactin' I'm worried 'bout, lass. That nWo group has got enough problems up to 


their knickers, aint they? Nah, consider me... 


Lady Von Erik [appearing through curtain]: Jen, you WHORE! What are you doing interviewing my 


wrestlers on my show?! 


Jennifer: Hey, management said it was okay. Besides, they know l'm the top dog here anyway. You're 


yesterday’s news! 


JT: Oh, Carl, it is on. Lady rushed the ring and we have an old fashioned beauty brawl on our hands! 


CIC: Look at Dingo, half-assed tryin’ to break things up. Let 'em fight, Dingo! Ohhh, solid hair pull by 


Jennifer on Lady Von Erik! 


JT: While that's getting sorted out by Biggar security, Panther Joe has arrived as Dingo is departing! He 


issued the challenge to either Triple H or Bentley Powers, let's see if they answer! 


Panther: Ladies, ladies, no need to fight over moi. Hah, just kidding. Seriously, this is a man's 


sport...send the diva wannabes back East! 


[Biggar male contingency in the crowd jeers] 


Panther: As you can see, Canada, I'm here. | issued a street fight to either one of those DX 
chumps...both of which are quite ungrateful to be clogging up the title chase, | might add. So, 


Hunter...Bentley...who's coming on down to spin my wheel of pain? 


JT: It's gotta be Triple H....he may be visceral, but he never backs down from a challenge. 


[Suddenly, Sexy Boy music hits] 


CIC: Can you believe it, Toag? Turns out neither guy was up here in Canada, but the Heartbreak Kid, 


Shawn Michaels, was. Representin' DX tonight...| like it. 


Panther: Shawn, I've got no interest in beating your ass tonight. This is between your two so called 


buddies and myself. 


HBK: Lemme stop you right there, pal. Ya see, me and Hunter go way back. Back even before you 
were sippin' milk out of a carton thinkin’ about your 2nd Grade teacher's tatas. If you've got an issue in the way 
H conducts himself, or how my boy Ben P has scratched and clawed, no pun intended, up the ladder, than you 


have a problem with... 


[Michaels sets down mic, does his crouch pose, and pyro goes off] 


HBK: ME! Look, | brought my Lee's, and by the looks of it, you got your Wrangler's on. Nice choice, 


Brett Favr-arino. **HBK begins running down the runway* 


Panther: Shawn, | love you man. You were one of my idols growing up...| had your poster on my wall. | 
had all your matches with Diesel, Sid, Undertaker, and Razor on VHS. I'm going to ask you one last time, 


Shawn. Stand.....down! ** HBK slides into the ring and stares down Panther 


HBK: Hey, kid, | was a lot of people's idol. Get over it. This is business. 


Just then, HBK went for a superkick, but Panther ducked and swept Michaels’ plant leg out from under him. 
The street fight had begun, and in front of a crowd, no less! A crowd twice the size allowed in the Diamond 


Lodge, according to the Biggar Fire Marshall. Neither Panther nor Shawn gave an inch, tearing the ballroom 


apart while the crowd went crazy. The nonstop brutality continued for about 15 minutes before Panther finally 


hit the Panther Plunge on Michaels. 


JT: That's gotta be it. HBK has only connected on about 2 of 7 on his Sweet Chin Musics, but it looks 
like his age may be catching up to him as Panther plans his next move. The legendary Heartbreak Kid is bent 


over and delirious! 


CIC: | don't mean to call anyone out, but it almost looks as if Panther's eyes are a bit watery. He 


definitely doesn't look like he wanted it to come to dis... 


JT: Well, as Panther lets out a loud yelp of "BENTLEY!" he picks up a podium and smashes it over the 


back of HBK, who is now in writhing pain! 


CIC: Yeah, this is brutal. Shawn will never quit, but maybe the ref should consider callin’ dis match, 


y'know? 


JT: Panther is now meticulously stacking a table on top of another table next to the stage. He is...oh, 


no...he is dragging HBK up onto the side speaker... 


CIC: He's gotta be twenty feet up off da ground! Don't do this, Panther! 


Panther: WHERE’S MY CAMERA?? **stares down the barrel of Camera 3** Triple H, this is what 


happens when you pussy out! [whispering to Shawn] HBK, you're still the Show Stoppa in my book... 


JT: Oh my Jesus! Panther has powerbombed HBK through that stack of tables! Michaels is motionless 


as Panther covers for the easy three! Call it, and for the love of all things holy, CALL A MEDIC! 


Panther: **grabs mic** One last thing, boys. It'd sure be a shame if one of you guys couldn't make the 
title match in two weeks. Hunter, Ben P: happy Slamrock-ing. Thank you, Biggar, you've been great. Quoth the 


Panther, everlasting... 


JT: I've been in this business too long...that sounded like an open ended threat to me, Carl. 


CIC: Sure did. If | were either Triple H or Ben P, I'd make sure to avoid Panther at all costs for da next 


two weeks. 


JT: But can he, Carl? There will be another Detonation next week, and Powers has already confirmed 


via Twitter he will be in the house. 


CIC: Mark me down as, "skeptical," Toag. Until | see it, it would make sense that Ben P try to keep his 


enemies off guard, y'know? 


JT: Well, we'll have to wait and see. For Coney Island Carl, I'm Jeff Togo. Thanks to the community of 


Biggar for having us, and goodnight everyone! 


DG News Ruljletin 


With the normal girls, Jen Lawrence and Lady Von Erik, still very much in Canada and in hot water over 
their skirmish at tonight's Detonation, management has summoned me to deliver your Desti-news update. I'm 


Kristen "Calves" Bell with late breaking news about DX member Shawn Michaels. 


Following his devastating powerbomb through two tables at tonight's Detonation from Biggar, Michaels 
will reportedly be sidelined indefinitely with a severely bruised coccyx, sprained shoulder, and a Grade 2 


concussion. 


The news quickly hit home as Michaels' DX brethren were saddened and disappointed by Panther's 


lack of regard for Shawn's wellbeing. 


"It's pretty ridiculous, | think." DX associate Bentley Powers commented. "We are trying to make a 


living, and spots like this are way too dangerous, especially for the older guys." 


Panther, the other wrestler involved in the match, had slightly different sentiments. "Accidents happen. | 
performed the high risk maneuver to the best of my ability. But in a way, something like this needed to be 
done. DX is getting far too much pull in this company and it has to stop. Both guys in the main event at the 


biggest PPV of the year are from DX? Give me a break." 


Regardless of the politics at play, the working aspect of the business can usually bring most parties 


together. 


"| look up to Shawn [Michaels]," Panther added. "I can only hope he gets better soon to help guys like 


us become better entertainers." 


With these injuries it is now doubtful that Michaels will be in person to witness the Triple H versus 


Bentley Powers match at Slamrock on April 24th... 


NATION 


ROAD TO SLAMROCK! 
BLOG PARTY 


[As the broadcast starts, the camera cuts into the nWo locker room. The Giant has come back from 


lunch to discover a letter left on one of the chairs.] 


The Giant: WHAT?!?! You guys, get in here! Now!! 


Hollywood Hogan: Listen, brother, this hair needs at least 30 minutes more of conditioning. What's the 


big announcement? 


Giant: Read this....this damned letter that DX sent us! 


"Dear New World Order: 


We, Degeneration X, wanted to let you guys know that your mothers have been officially 
and collectively plowed by us. Totally, and without regret. Indeed it is in our deepest sadness 
to regret to inform you that your mothers are hot, but keep solace in knowing that in this 
case, the quantity won out over quality. That's right, all five of us got busy with all your 


moms...now that we think of it, our math will not fail us in deducing that a grand total of 25 


sessions took place. But please, don't bill us...they weren't even that great. Enjoy the lush 


Mississippi scenery! 


Suckingly ours, 


Nash: Wow. Those guys have balls, I'll give them that. But a pulse? Let's analyze that situation real 


soon. 


Hogan: Trehern's about to have a match, but since HB-lame, Shawn Michaels, is laid up somewhere in 


Texas, | think us four can take those junior varsity punks out, brother! 


Hall: Alright, but let's make this quick, chico. My sushi is on its way, and you know tempura doesn't sit 


out well. 


[cut to broadcast booth] 


Jeff Togo: From the sounds of it we have a very volatile situation brewing up backstage between the 
nWo and DX. But hello, wrestling fans, Defonation is coming to you live from a nearly packed Cow Barn in 
Starkeville, Mississippi, on the campus of the Mississippi State Bulldogs. l'm Jeff "I'll Take That" Togo and here 


with me is the always colorful Coney Island Carl. 


Coney Island Carl: It smells like sh*t in here, Toag. Did anyone bring da Glade? Spring Blossom scent, 


please. 


JT: They actually play some college volleyball in this building, Carl. You should check it out 


sometime...very competitive stuff. 


CIC: Women's sports? Getttt-outtttahere! Dey get all da perks, while us gents play the games the right 


way. Don't you ever wonder bout dat mysterious "ladies tee" on da golf courses. It's a joke! 


JT: Wow, already you've managed to insult an entire university and possibly piss off our lady viewers. 


Keep that up and Worthington over at Maelstrom will take your job faster than you can say "gogoplata!" 


CIC: Wit all due respects to J-Worth, your boy Carl is unequivocally the best announcer in da company. 
Da line starts here...Worthington, Cobra Conqueror, Jenkins...dare good 'n all, but dey ain't Coney Island 


Certified! OWWWW! 


JT: Boy, | can't wait for the Destigeddon company picnic. Speaking of verbal jabs, what do you make of 
DX stirring the pot with the New World Order, just a week before they could potentially walk away from 


Slamrock with both the World and Tag Team titles? 


CIC: Y'know, dis is what these guys are....brash, crude, and immature. But people love 'em, so in a 


way, they've cranked up the heat on their enemies while garnerin' fan support. | appreciate their style. 


JT: We will keep an eye on that situation and have our lovely backstage girl, Jennifer Lawrence, report 


any breaking news. But that music can only mean one thing...LaBen is coming to the ring! 


[some lame Hans Zimmer music crackles across the speakers] 


CIC: Yeah, dis is his first appearance on American programming in a while, but he is definitely hand in 


hand with one of the new DestiGal wrestlers, Christina Hendricks. 


JT: LaBen is being treated to a mix of applause and boos, which really doesn't say much considering 


his "FREE KOBE" shirt he's sporting. 


LaBen: Cut the music! As some of you may know, | hail from sunny Los Angeles, and up until now | 


thought the concept of a cow pie was a myth, but Jimminy Christ Starkeville, crack a window or something! 


Christina Hendricks: Now, LaBen, play nice. This is the Bible Belt South, not the seedy underbelly of 


Hollywood! 


LaBen: Hey, ginger snap, | tow you around to hold the rope for me, fold my shirt, and watch my 


briefcase. Let the men sort this out! 


CIC: Dat Hendricks, she prolly plays from da women's tees, huh Toag? 


LaBen: Anyway, last | saw of Detonation | was fighting for a shot at the Destigeddon title against 
Panther Joe in a contenders match. If you recall, Panther somehow slapped together a half-assed effort and 


bested me, partly due to Alan Trehern's insufficient ref skills. 


Hendricks [rubbing LaBen's deltoid]: He's not half the ref you are, honey! 


LaBen: So, in a roundabout way, you could agree that that nWo wannabe Trehern cost me my title shot 


and sent me on a direct flight to that third string Hell they call Maelstrom! Alan, get your ass out here! 


JT: The nWo music hits and here comes Trehern to a chorus of boos. The match is under way with 


LaBen attacking Trehern as he enters the ring! 


CIC: With all da time LaBen has missed over in da States, | think this win could go miles in insurin' he 


stays afloat in da World title picture. 


JT: Well, some would argue that he had his chance and blew it. And from what | saw, Trehern tried the 
best he could to call that match dead even. Trehern gets whipped into the ropes, and LaBen hits him with a hip 


toss into an armbar. Great move! 


CIC: A reversal, Trehern flips over The Corporate Casanova and delivers a fallin' headbutt. Up on da 


top rope, Trehern continues with a clothesline that sends LaBen reelin'! 


JT: Some nice back and forth chain wrestling is happening, but it sounds like Jennifer Lawrence is hot 


on the trail of the nWo. What's up Jen? 


Jennifer Lawrence: Hey, Jeff, the nWo is slamming on DX's locker room and | expect a full on drag-em- 


out here any second! 


JT: We will stick with that situation as Trehern pins LaBen in the corner, climbs the second rope and 
starts delivering roundhouse rights straight to LaBen's cranium. But after the 6th punch, LaBen lifts Trehern off 


the ropes and drops him for a spinebuster! 


CIC: Hold da phones, da Titantron is on and Jen is smack dab in the middle of a heated gang war! 


Jennifer: Guys, guys, quit the shoving! Back up! Back up! Back up! What's going on here? 


Kevin Nash: This letter is what's going on! Hey, Triple H, are you asking for a death wish with this 


crap?! 


Triple H [looking at letter]: Wha....hey, we didn't write this! Ass, Dogg, Bentley....any you guys write 


this?!? 


[all remaining DX members deny writing the letter] 


Scott Hall: Hey yo, how can we believe you guys? 


Bad Ass: | don't know, Hall, but we sure as hell didn't pen that sorry excuse for a joke. We got bigger 


fish to fry...the Tag Team title match....hear of it? 


[Hall and Ass start brawling as more security pours in to separate the two factions] 


JT: Wow, first DX writes the tasteless note and now they are flat denying it! Meanwhile, Trehern saw 
the action going down with his nWo brothers and bolted from the ring, just as the nWo, DX, and security pour 


down onto the entrance ramp! This is madness! 


LaBen: Hey, get back here Trehern! This isn't done. Ref, don't you dare count ten....this ends in a pin! 


Bentley Powers: Hey, everybody, look! These now dolts were so dumb that they couldn't even see it 


right in front of their face! Look at the corporate letterhead...."Playing Field - Leisure Time LLC"..... 


Trehern: No....it can't be. That's Panther's company!! 


[as all parties continue to jabber on the entrance ramp, the Titantron goes static and Panther appears] 


Panther: Call me the modern day Chuck Manson, because my plan....kind of worked. Great job, 


gentlemen. You all were stupider than | thought. 


Triple H: Show yourself, coward. Wherever you are, | will find you. What you did to Shawn last week... 


Panther: What | did to Shawn was inevitable. He needed to be put down, just as much as the nWo 


needs to be up in arms about this DX monopoly on the World title. 


Hollywood Hogan: You know something, Panther dude, we handle business internally. And while DX 
sucks rooster, you aren't any kind of authority figure around here. You have to wear the black and white of the 
n....W....0 to push us around, brother. So take your Tool albums, your mascara, and lone wolf attitude, and 


SHOVE IT, dude! 


[even more security files in as Commissioner Noth enters the arena] 


Greg Noth: Woah, woah! What's going on here? Do any of you amateurs realize we have a show to put 


on? A show...that people...these lovely people...paid for. Trehern and LaBen. Fighting. Like, right now. 


Panther: Stay out of this, puppet. I'll be the vigilant one while you be the flustered, middle management 


hood ornament that can't book a damn card! 


Noth: Yeah, hey, Sting called from Daytona. He wants his shtick back! 


Triple H: Why are we even here? | gotta title match to worry about, so let's blow this joint and leave 


these ladies to their squabbling. C'mon guys... 


Noth: Actually, sure. Yeah, Triple H, | was thinking you can pack your bags and leave if you want. But 
The New Age Outlaws and Bentley Powers are staying. And since Trehern and LaBen just up and quit on their 


match...you guys should stay, too. 


Trehern: Hey, I'm done, Commish. I'm taking Kat out later to see the new Scre4m. 


Noth: Consider this me stuffing a rain check in that gaudy leather jacket of yours. No, no, here's what I, 
Commissioner Noth, propose. And Panther, you'll want to listen to this real closely as well. Since you seem to 
have some deep-rooted issues with DX and their relative success, I'm putting you in a tag match tonight 


against The New Age Outlaws and the No. 1 Contender for the Destigeddon World title, Bentley Powers! 


Panther: A 3-on-1 beatdown, huh? While | won't say | don't deserve it, how will a mugging of that 


caliber entertain the fans, Noth? 


Noth: Who said anything about a handicap match? You'll be teaming with LaBen and the nWo's very 


own....Alan Trehern! 


LaBen: Hold the phones! | enjoy the occasional Tyler Perry flick, but | won't stoop to the level of 


teaming up with Hogan's bag boy and Emo McBitchalot! 


Trehern: Who you callin' a bag boy, Shia LaBent-Over? 


The Giant: Wow, Trehern, that comeback was a GIANT TURD! 


[DX, nWo, LaBen, Hendricks, Cow Barn Security, Noth, and a few fans start brawling as they go to 


commercial] 


A FILM BY 


SCRE 


“I came back for this??” — Wes Craven 


JT: What an explosive announcement from Commissioner Noth just now! In our main event, it's going 
to be DX's Bentley Powers, Road Dogg, and Bad Ass against the unlikely combo of Trehern, Panther, and 


LaBen. 


CIC: Yeah, da three bloggers! Before dey came to Destigeddon, all three of deez guys ran 
websites...LaBen was da hottest movie reviewer in LA, Panther covered sports for a brief time, and Trehern 


pined over literature and music. 


JT: Let's not forget about Powers, who before wanting to become a wrestler, blogged briefly about 


movie news. 


CIC: Is dat different than what dat LaBen was doing? News...movies....it's all da same. 


JT: | think the blogging world would beg to differ, Carl. However, let's send it ringside where Lady Von 


Erik has caught up with The Russian Rhino! 


Lady Von Erik: Hey Rhino! Oh my god, | just love your outfit! Is this the new Rhino look or what? 


Russian Rhino: | come back to Americas to talk about fashion? No, | am here to tell world about 


crushing of that Westerner poster child, THE General! 


LVE: You guys have a match at Slamrock over in France next week, but you also have that shiny North 
American belt in your possession. Management has pretty much asked you to, you know, give it back. What 


say ya, Rhino? For little old me? 


Rhino: | don't get...you are neither little nor old, young lady. You may stand shot at local Miss Kiev next 
year, but | stick with USSR women. Cannot beat. About belt...I will make decision after | trounce that sorry 


General and have him exterminated like cockroach. 


LVE: But...it's not yours, Rhino. 


Rhino: | put my life on line for company, | figure | keep it warm. | go over to East Europe, thrown out of 


vehicle, end up in Eli Roth movie...many bad stuff. Beside, who can beat Rhino? Have they seen my cape?! 


LVE: Okay, just so you know, this isn't a title match, Rhi... 


Rhino: No more answer and question segment. | let my fist do conversation. See all in South of France! 


LVE: Awesome. Hey, Jeff and Carl, see how good | did? Unlike some tramps | know...**cough cough** 


Jen Lawrence **cough** Winter's Bone was a wank at the Academy **cough cough... 


CIC: Lady, you need some Vicks or sumpin? That sounds bad, girl. 


JT: No, it's the art of cough-talking. Not very subtle these days...anyways, as the ring clears out, Dingo 


Danielson's music hits as he comes out to face Goldberg. 


CIC: Yeah, Goldberg bested Dingo's friend, Soldier Britain, last time out...let's see if he can exact some 


revenge. 


JT: And here comes Goldberg with pet dog Uga in tow...the ref rings the bell and Goldberg opens up 
with a vicious Spear! He's looking to end this one quickly. As Goldberg sets him up for the Jackknife, Soldier 


Britain appears from the crowd...what's this about? 


CIC: Well, it did enough to distract Goldberg because Dingo has reversed da move and kicked his 


opponent square in da yam sack. Ouch township!! 


JT: Dingo continues to open up with more offense, coming off the ropes and putting Goldberg ina 


sleeper hold, as Britain yells obscenities toward his nemesis. 


Soldier Britain: Ooi, wah you do now, chap? Me'en Dinguh gotcha weakness...like all col'nists is that 


pooch ain't it?! 


JT: Goldberg is struggling to talk, but Soldier Britain is walking slowly over toward Uga...this can't be 


good. 


CIC: | like some good ole fashioned villain activity, but leave the animals outta dis, right Toag? 


Soldier Britain: Heyah slop face Manx poo grubbin' gremlin! Com'ear wit Uncky Britain....Gole-berg 


y'mess wit da wrong bloke, hear? 


JT: As Soldier Britain makes off with Uga, Goldberg can only watch as he muscles through the sleeper 


and tries to follow through the crowd, but is held back by security. 


CIC: Britain can lollygag tru da crowd but Goldberg can't? Is that fair or is that fair?! 


JT: | think it's because Goldberg is performing tonight...nonetheless he walks back into the ring, but 
doesn't see Dingo perched on the top rope to the side....BAM! Dingo hits him with the Brisbane Bazooka, 


totally catching Goldberg off guard. 


CIC: The ref counts....and three! Goldberg loses to da Aussie! 


JT: A bad day indeed for Bill Goldberg...he not only loses his match, but All The King's Forces have 


apparently dog napped his best friend, Uga. 


CIC: That's a surprise...none of deez fine Mississippi State students attempted to stop it! 


JT: That had to be the King's Forces plan all along...of all the tour stops we are making, this has to be 


the most likely place where Goldberg wouldn't be a clear fan favorite. 


CIC: Dey say the SEC is a tough place for rivalries...but damn that's cruel. Da 3-on-3 match is comin up 


after deez words! 


Buy the all-new 2010 Hyundai Accent at CARL HOGAN TOYOTA. 


JT: Okay we are back as DX idles in the ring, waiting on the arrival of Panther, Trehern, and LaBen, the 


quintessential mix of jackasses if you ask me. 


CIC: Also, | got this fax straight from management. All members of DX, nWo, Horsemen, and pretty 


much everyone other den da six men in this match are barred from ringside. Even Christina Hendricks! 


JT: Oh, the pain and suffering! Now that's what | call fair. Maybe these three jerks will get what's 
coming to them. Trehern is no doubt one of the guys trying to stuff Commissioner Noth's pockets...Panther just 
complains when he doesn't get his way, and LaBen will do anything to push his elitism. Free Kobe?!? From 


what, the tyrannical hold of saying and doing idiotic, mind numbing things? 


CIC: Well, some points are valid in my book. You take the biggest pay-per-view to date, SLAMROCK, 


and you frontload it with DX guys? Perhaps it's DX who's pullin' da strings with Noth, ay? 


JT: Despite all this corruption talk | believe my GOOD FRIEND Noth when he says he has stayed clean 
of bribes since taking the job. Well, here comes LaBen, followed by Panther and Trehern...none of them are 


talking and none of them are making eye contact. 


CIC: Da ref says start da match and it looks like it's Trehern going up against Road Dogg, which quickly 


spills outside! 


JT: Meanwhile, look...Panther has ran around and gone after Bentley Powers, while Bad Ass Billy Gunn 
fends him off. Remember, folks, this is elimination rules, meaning every member of the team has to be pinned, 
submitted, or otherwise lose the match for it to be over. Trehern is getting the better of Road Dogg on the 
outside, climbs up to the top rope and delivers a Trehernicide, TO THE OUTSIDE, RIGHT ON DOGG'S HEAD! 


Holy shit! 


CIC: Nice, Toag, let it out! While LaBen is on his Blackberry or whatever, Trehern rolls Road Dogg into 


the ring for da 3-count! Road Dogg is eliminated and helped backstage. 


JT: And Trehern violently slaps the back of LaBen, signaling a tag. LaBen takes umbrage, throws down 
his phone, and belts Trehern in the face with a quick right hand. Now these two are battling up the entrance 


ramp as Bad Ass and Powers have thrown Panther back into the ring, continuing the double team. 


CIC: Listen, Toag, da ref is countin ten for someone...it's gotta be LaBen...he's da legal man! Now he's 


havin' Lady ring da bell... 


Lady Von Erik: The referee in charge has counted out LaBen. He is eliminated from the match! 


JT: Wow and just like that it's back even, two on two. It looks like Trehern disappeared back into the 
bowels of The Cow Barn while Panther is absolutely getting mauled by Bad Ass now. Ass goes for his 


Fameasser finisher, but Panther musters a block, shoving Ass into the ref and knocking him down! 


CIC: Even with da ref down, security has created a perimeter around da ring...where da hell is Trehern? 


JT: I'm not sure, but...wait, what's that? A man has crawled out from under the ring, armed with a steel 


chair! What's this about? 


CIC: He's all covered up, too. All black get up, with an army fatigued helmet, black sunglasses, a 


bandana covering his face, and long, greasy, curly black hair! He's getting into the ring, Toag! 


JT: As Panther stumbles by the ropes, Bad Ass sees the mystery man and scampers out of the ring, 


next to Bentley....has someone hired this goon to take out DX? 


With DX out of the ring, the mystery man helps Panther up to his feet, turns around and delivers a "Suck it!" to 
the fans before blasting Panther in the head with the chair. Completely unconscious, the mystery man slides 
back out of the ring as Bad Ass tries to wake up the ref. The new guest sets his chair down by the guardrail 


next to the fans, sits back, and enjoys the show. 


JT: It couldn't be...you think that might be Triple H in disguise? He could risk getting fired for a stunt like 


that! Nobody on the roster is supposed to interfere...you all heard it, too. 


CIC: | don't know, but the ref is finally awake to see Bad Ass posing over Panther's body with a foot on 


his chest, and he counts da three. Panther is eliminated as Bentley Powers joins Ass in the ring. 


Powers: Hey, ref, where's Trehern? Start the ten count and call DX the winners... 


JT: Look up at the big screen. One of our camera men is catching Trehern leaving the parking lot in his 


1998 Cadillac! Nothing happened to him...he scrummed with LaBen, then took the coward’s way out! 


CIC: Da deck was stacked, Toag. Not only was DX a cohesive unit, dey apparently have dis mystery 
guy on their side, too! And there's the ten count... Trehern has been counted out and Bad Ass and Bentley 


Powers have been declared da winners! 


JT: Oh, what, and NOW security is hauling away the intruder? Perhaps we'll find out the identity of this 
guy, and why exactly he was helping DX. As Road Dogg and Triple H join the other two in the ring for a 
celebration, we are just eight short days away from Slamrock, and probably have more questions than answers 


at this point. 


CIC: Yeah, first and foremost, can da New Age Outlaws win the tag team titles with the potentially 


volatile situation within their ranks? And who do dey side with...Bentley or Triple H? 


JT: Also, what will be the situation with the North American title and how will it factor into The General 
and Rhino match? Management has also announced a dark match to open up in France on Saturday....that 


could be anything, Carl. 


CIC: And we really haven't even scratched the surface of the blockbuster Legends match. Neither 
Macho Man nor Flair were in town tonight, but Hogan has to be distracted, what wit da bad blood between his 


boys and DX. 


JT: | am sure we'll know soon enough. There will be one more episode of Maelstrom to come before we 


embark on a three city, two day, and five match mega-event called SLAMROCK, starting next Saturday! Hope 


to see all of you there...for Coney Island Carl, I'm Jeff Togo...goodnight from Starkeville! 


This Week On... THORURNBUGKEE WITH STU WINTERS 


Stu: And so Noth has sent along the Sorcerer Squad to recapture the North American title from the 
General. And a special seminar with Eric Bishoff titled STEALING IDEAS AND TANKING PROMOTIONS: My 


Life in the Shadows of Others....ALL THAT AND MORE THIS WEEK! 


CRAMPIN DOTH STYLES 


*“backstage** 


Desti-Intern: What the hell?!? Someone's hacking into our titantron! Someone from...Atlantic City, New 


Jersey???? 


**cut to Smith and Worthington** 


Jeff Worthington: Hello, America! Here we are again, Horace and the Worthingtones, bringing you the 


best of the best in southern Australian wrestling here from Cape Hope, Africa! 


Horace Smith: Jeff, | like the enthusiasm, but 97% of that was inaccurate, and disturbingly bizarre. Hey, 
Maelstrom fans! It's Horace Smith and Jeffrey Worthington back to bring you the action from the Tombeau 
d'Alexandre Casino here in Beausoleil, France, Monte Carlo's handicapped cousin!! Already on tonight's 


episode we... 


Worthington: Hold up, Snorace! Something's poppin’ up on the titantron! I'm guessing it's Bosom 


Buddies re-runs... 


*“image of Trehern appears** 


Trehern: What's up, Euro-nutsacks! It is |, former champion Alan Trehern, calling from the Midtown 
Hampton Inn and Suites here in The Big Garbage Disposal, New York City. Just wanted to let everyone there 
knows how much Maelstrom bites the big one. | mean they hired Worthington for gods' sake; that guy hasn't 


worked in years! 


Worthington: It's like he's staring straight into my soul... 


Trehern: Listen, I'm just stopping by to give my full support for the Russian Rhino in his match against 
the General. Seriously, that guy has balls for keepin’ that belt away from Noth. F*ckin' Noth pisses his pants 


every time he hangs up the phone with Maelstrom MGMT. Furthermore... 


**reaches off-screen** 


Trehern: | wanted to introduce the new Maelstrom belt, which | welded together with some old tin cans, 
dog fur, a copy of Glen Beck's new book, and some Musk du Dusty Rhodes. It's not much, but it represents the 
emotions | feel toward that European garbage the JV team over there put on and call a product. So as a token 
of my extreme indifference, | award the Worst Loser Ever Belt to Chet Thornberg: giving kids reasons to stop 


wrestling since 2007... 


Worthington: Haha! That Thornberg sure does suck! But | don't appreciate what Trehern said about 


New York...your morning walks are wafted by the urine-soaked cabbage of the gutters. 


Smith: Great job, Jeff. Now we have to wait even longer before heading back to the states. Trehern is 
nothing but an uncultured terrorist within this organization, and his affiliation with the nWo has corrupted him to 
the point where redemption is almost unreachable. | hope Flair and Savage beat the piss out of Hogan, and 


then save some for that pompous douche! 


Trehern: | heard that, Horace! Mind your language, or I'll sign myself up for a Maelstrom match and put 


you guys outta business by burning whatever backwater Polish village you’re sucking d*ck in TO THE 


Smith: What an asshole. Jeff, you got anything to say about this?? 


Worthington: My mind's made up. I think I'm gonna have Wendy's tonight. Whew, thought | was gonna 


really torture myself over that one... 


Smith: With the main event coming up, we see the Sorcerer Squad, here on detail to search for the 
Rhino and the missing North American Belt, enter the concourse. They've got paranoid looks on their faces, 


meaning that the rumors of the Grand Nobleman sneaking around has hit them hard. Right Jeff? 


Worthington: All | Know is that the guy in the metal pajamas and the guys with towels tied around their 
necks don't like each other. Oh, and last time, metal guy beat a flying Egypt monster with Hendrix's Purple 


Haze... 


Smith: Wow. Wow. If | didn't know any better that was the most coherent you've been about this gig in 


months! Keeping with their unrelenting attack on the Nobleman, the Squad enters the ring... 


Mordack: The Commissioner would like the Russian Rhino to come forward to pay for his crimes. But 
since we just saw him appear in Mississippi, we've turned our attention to the Grand Nobleman. Since you 


have your help from last DETONATION, we thought it privy to reveal our third and FINAL member... 


**Nobleman's Music** 


Grand Nobleman: Aye, lads, | did bring some help last we convened. Now there be only Varda Herself 


who can stop me from your treacherous monsters. Come on out and greet the squad, Ultimate Warrior... 


**music hits, and the Ultimate Warrior just trucks it to the Nobleman** 


Warrior: The skies have opened, and the stars reveal their true brightness! | am the Ultimate Warrior, 
hailing from Parts Unknown to this plane of humanity, where the well of souls has pointed me to you! Where 
the evil lies | must be, to fight back what cannot live!! And in that cavern | will find the chalice that holds the 


water of Truth, and we and all the Warriors out there will drink from it and be strong!!! 


**awkward pause** 


**Nobleman adjusts helmet** 


Nobleman: Ne'er did | say he wouldst make sense. But his words are verily honorable, and | too wish to 


end your most evil...uh...cavern? 


Mordack: Ahahahahaha!!!! You have brought a mad man!! His inane ramblings will not save you when 
we have brought our last, and most treacherous, member to this stage...and not only that, we have summoned 


the last monster you will e'er take on! 


“black smoke fills the casino, elderly patrons lose their nickels and Worthington wanders over to the 


Mongolian BBQ buffet** 


Smith: This is unbelievable folks! Standing in the ring, with the wizard Mordack and Turdukkendorf, is 
the third member of the Sorcerer Squad. Standing almost eight feet tall, and glowing with blinding light, he 


points to the Nobleman and light fills the room!! 


**telecast goes white** 


Nobleman: TURDUKKENDOREF!!!! WARRIOR!!! WHERE ART THOU!!??? 


Smith: What is that?!? It's got the Warrior tied up! Is it a huge cobra??? A dragon??? 


Worthington: Hey **munches on lamb and rice** looks like a pet iguana | stole from this kid once... 


Strange Squad Member: We may not meet today, Nobleman, but | am taking your Warrior as collateral. 
After SLAMROCK, after these worthless specks of dust fight their battles, you and | shall meet. | am S6L, and 


this is my pet: the mother of all monsters... 


Smith: And just like that, everyone is gone but the Nobleman!! He dashes around looking for them, but 
to no avail. What an exciting yet unresolved appearance by the Sorcerer Squad. Will the Nobleman meet this 
"mother of all monsters"? Will he ever get his hands on Turdukkendorf, his sworn nemesis? Stay tuned to 
DESTIGEDDON to find out! Well, Jeff, you getting ready for the DestiGals match and the General/Rhino 


showdown? 


Worthington: No, | already went to the zoo today. 


Smith: **sigh** Ladies and gentleman, a true professional right here. If you're just tuning in, here's what 


happened tonight on Maelstrom: 


Glunderson def. The General 


Team Hadouken def. Middleburg Mayhem 


Victory def. MC Slam 


The Grand Nobleman vs. Sol: no contest 


Keep it tuned to DESTIGEDDON for this season's biggest PPV, SLAMROCK, happening this weekend!!! 


Jeff and | have announcing duties on the Battle Royale: DestiGals division and the Rhino/General showdown. 


"Rhythm and Rhino is no more, but who will settle the score?" From France, we're out! 


TUESDAY NIGHT TUSSLE 


*“Ragin’ Rash enters Noth’s office** 


Rash: Commissioner, we have a situation... 


Noth: No, Hogan’s Chinese hair extensions have been sent back for the final time! | don’t know what 


color “quail egg yellow” even is! 


Rash: No, sir. It’s the DestiGals division. They’ve unionized and are on strike. They feel the DG 
contracts Trehern wrote for them were baselessly misogynistic, crude, and in crayon. They won’t wrestle at 
Slamrock until all of them are re-titled as wrestlers, paid equally to other rookie male wrestlers, and they want 


vacation time to roll over every year. 


Noth: Get Larrity on the line. And cancel the Battle Royale; lm sending these girls to a Sonny’s BBQ 
and a spa in hopes of apologizing for that turd Trehern’s boomer behavior. And please take a memo: 
“Trehern, show up for the next Maelstrom in Australia...we have an HR training you are NOT going to want to 


miss. Be there or be FIRED!” 


DG News Ruljletin 


The Original Ring Girl with the Mostest, Lady Von Erik reporting 


With SLAMROCK just days away, it's my honor to reveal the special guest host of the illustrious event, 


Brandi from A&E's "Storage Wars." 


| caught up with the fifth most frequently used personality on the show for a few words. "It's quite an 
honor hosting this event. | mean, my father grew up watching guys like Ric Flair and Hulk Hogan wrestle in 


front of packed houses. Wow, I just let that sink in. Holy shit, those dudes are old!" 


Brandi is scheduled to kick things off Saturday in Nice, France for the Rhino/General match before 


taking the red eye back to the States and hosting Sunday's portion of the show in Atlantic City, New Jersey. 


I'll also hope to be covering the entire event, because let's face it, this is a professional job and no other 
DestiGal is cut out for it. Brandi also had these remarks about my duties at Destigeddon: "Lady is the end all 
be all of reporters and that no good, corn fed hussy Jennifer Lawrence is an abomination to the craft. Jennifer 
also tried to steal Lady's boyfriend, sex her way up the company through Commissioner Noth, and regularly 


eats bear claws even though she won't admit it. Gross, right?" 
My thoughts, exactly, Brandi. 


That's all for now, and remember, catch SLAMROCK, broadcast exclusively through Destigeddon and 


Estonia 3TV this weekend, starting Saturday at 9PM sharp! 


Toodles! 


THE RUSSIAN RHINO vS. THE GENERAL 


Horace Smith: Welcome back, fans from around the world! This is Slamrock and we are coming to you 
from the Oui Love Wrestling Community Hall in the lovely seaside town of Nice, France. In lieu of the DestiGals 
Battle Royale, Chet Thornberg wrestled the 92-year old Jonas Vanderpulp, famed French boxer. Thornberg 


tapped in under 13 seconds...a far cry from the hootenanny we would have seen with the Gals. 
Jeff Worthington: How about *this guy*, huh? Yeah, the ladies love it... [BELCH!] 


Horace: Welcome back. The man needs no introduction...Jeff Worthington. Jeff, how is that 
indigestion? 
JW: I'm not gonna lie, Horace, it feels like Andre the Giant is riding a scraper bike through my entrails. 


He's French, you know. Andre the Giant. 


Horace: Okay, well keep it together. We have one more match to do before we send it over to Jeff Togo 


and Coney Island Carl over in Jacksonville, and ohhhhh, boy, what a match it is. 
JW: Another bikini battle? Slap me silly and call me Glen Rice. Magnificent! 


Horace: No, of course | talk about the grudge match...the loser leaves town match...two former friends 
and tag team partners...The Russian Rhino defends the honor of his people against what he calls the 


incompetency of The General. 


JW: Ahhh, yes, now | recall. The General tries to implement several props in the ring to garner the 


upper hand. Possibly because Ruskies can't afford props, Rhino is jealous? 


Horace: Great theory, but that doesn't matter now because it all ends here tonight. One man is sent 
packing permanently....and let's not forget, Rhino has possession of that vacant North American title. 
Commissioner Noth is said to be in the building and alleges he will make a ruling on the status of the belt by 


night's end. 


JW: Who would want that thing anyway? There's two singles titles in this company...the other being the 


World title. Seriously...North America. The World. Easy call in my eyes. 


Horace: Okay, well the fans are settling back into their seats, the ring has been sanitized and boo-yah! 


Here comes our special guest host of the evening, Brandi! 


Brandi: Whaaaaat's up, Slamrock?! 


Crowd: EEEEEeeee, OUI Oui!! 


Brandi: Now, when | was first contacted about this event, | asked my husband, what is a Destigeddon? 
But like many great things in my life, | bought in on the storage locker called Slamrock, discovered some old 
relics like Ric Flair, and | think | turned a profit of: AMAZING!! And what an opportunity for some cross 


promotion, right? 


JW: | hear her future husband bought a locker, camped out in it for three months, told her he had died-- 
what, she believed him? Is he a f*cking ghost?!--received a letter saying to bid on this abandoned locker on a 


certain date, she won the locker, and he was in that thing, ready to propose! 


Horace: Weirdly enough, | would believe that story. 


Brandi: Seriously, | think | opened the proverbial can of worms with Destigeddon! Or in my business, 
the lockbox with serious mega bling in it! | get to promote my hit show, Storage Wars, while fan boys who lust 


after my business prowess Bing© the hell out of me! Pageviews, exposure, wrestling! 


Horace: Hey, lay off the wine, young lady. 


Brandi: So, without further ado, let's get this match rolling! Out first, hailing from Williston, FL: The man 
that turns water into gas and holds the record number of daily sales in Slim Jims in the entire North Central 


Florida area...give it up for The General!!! 


Horace: And look what just walked in...not only is The General hauling out his gas pump and Mountain 


Melt, but he's also come out in a rather large military grade tank! What a sight! 


JW: Don't worry about the tank, Horace. The French are used to that sort of thing, right? But what | am 
concerned about, gravely, is his wearing of that combat helmet. Unethical wouldn't even begin to describe the 


act of using that blunt object as a weapon. 


Brandi: And his opponent, coming to us from the distant Ural Mountains...he is the.... 


The General [grabbing the mic]: Hey, you're kind of a hot chick, but | don't watch shows that aren't 


abbreviated or on Lifetime, so scram! 


Horace: Hey, come on, ya chump! Brandi's our guest of honor! 


The General: Now, before | wipe the Doritos aisle floor with the Rhino, | want you fans to know one 
thing: The General will never lose a match from here on out! I'll take control of the North American belt, hire on 
an assassin to win those tag belts, and eventually conquer Destigeddon by winning the World title! | may have 
lost to Glunderson early on this week in Blowa-sosa or whatever that town was we were in, but don't get me 


wrong! This is the match that will.... [BAMM!] 


Horace: Unbeknownst to The General, the Rhino had been hiding out in the crowd and lashed his 


opponent over the back with a 10 day old, stale as a rock baguette! This match is on! 


JW: Let's do this...Cold War Style! USS-"R"-able vs. USA! USA! USA! See what | did there, Horace? R- 


able? Hor...Horrible? 


Horace: You are on an impressive run of outdated, stereotypical historical references my friend! But 
let's get back to the action as Rhino is still mauling The General, who is set up for his nasty spear, but General 


spills out of the ring! 


JW: Defense is the best defense, in my opinion! 


Horace: The General is reeling and already reaching for his Mountain Melt. He tries to turn the corner 
and smash Rhino with that greasy, hotel pan of fried chicken, French fries, cheese, and bacon, but Rhino sees 


it coming and boots it right into the face of The General! There are scolding hot calories EVERYWHERE! 


JW: French fries: not invented in [burp], France! 


Horace: This match has already broken down on the outside, and as the fans erupt, here comes 
Commissioner Noth! What we didn't see is that as Rhino snuck in the ring, he dropped the North American title 
on the outside. He still possesses the belt, but something tells me that'll all change tonight if Noth brings the 


hammer down. 


JW: Dammit, Horace, they are on the outside part of the ring on the other side of us. | can't see a 
thing...| suppose l'Il just guess at what's happening...King Kong Bundy, Jeff Jarrett, Charlie Sheen, Danzig, and 


Chinbeard just entered the fray, and boy do they have stern looks on their faces! 


Horace: Hold the phone, Slamrock fans. None of that is happening...all those former guests at 
Destigeddon are either dead, missing, or married to horses. Wait, was Danzig ever in a match here? That's the 


joke you were going for, right? Past celebrities who made cameos with us? 


JW: Horace, you've known me for eons. You ought to know, | never joke. 


Horace: What's no joke is how Rhino is dismantling General right now as the action continues on the 
outside. Rhino picks him up, and wow! Powerbomb into the guardrail! As Rhino comes over for the choke, 


General stuffs one of those chicken Zingers in Rhino's mouth, causing temporary asphyxiation! 


JW [jokingly]: By the chicken skin of his teeth! Right? You listening, CBS? Hire me, Jeff Worthington! 


Horace: Meanwhile, Noth has meandered his way over to the North American title, picks it up, but slips 
on the chicken grease, falling back down and hitting his head! That Mountain Melt is devastating everyone as 


The General turns to his trusty friend, the gas pump! 


JW: Uh oh. Looks like it's time for the Fill ‘Er Up! Not a joke. That's what the finisher is actually called. 


Horace: The ref is staying away from the ten count and has mutually decided with the audience that this 
match must end in the ring. Good call on their part, but here comes The General, ready to douse Rhino in 


gas...and BOOM! General also slips on the chicken grease! 


JW: Have the tides turned? Will Christina Applegate find success after Married...With Children? 


Horace: Jeff, I'm not sure you know how syndication, the past, and general time assumption works. 
Anyway, Noth is still down, Brandi has picked up the North American belt for safe keeping, and Rhino has 


picked up the gas pump.... 


JW: There it is, the Fill ‘Er up, The General's own signature move, used on him! Classic! 


Horace: Rhino is spraying the entirety of the portable gas pump on his opponent and | pray to Napoleon 


that France has some sort of indoor smoking regulation. 


JW: Finally, those assclowns are back in the ring. If | wanted to see fighting not in a ring, I'da 
suggested this take place in, oh, | don't know. Ireland. Libya. Egypt. Cambodia. Actually, really any place that 


isn't U-S-A! U-S-A! or the prissiest country in the world! 


Horace: You are absolutely right...the action has taken to the ring for the first time since the bell 


rung... The Russian Rhino hooks the leg and goes for the pin.... 


Ref: One...two....... THREE! 


Horace: Three count! This match is history! The Russian Rhino is victorious and The General is no 


more! 


JW: Wow, didn't see that one coming. The guy with chicken, bacon, and gas in his face lost the match. 


Horace: Indeed, The General has lost and is knocked unconscious, Noth is writhing in grease on the 


outside, while Rhino is demanding the microphone and the North American belt from Brandi. 


The Russian Rhino: Thanks much for the cheers, but | finally come to senses. How many times have | 
pined about real men that wrestle without tools, tricks, and weapon? You all saw, yes, | used General's fuel 


pump against him but only in making point. 


Commissioner Noth [woozy]: Hold....oh, dear, hold up, Rhino! 


Rhino: Shoosh, now, | am done in minute. | believe now that company Destigeddon uses too much 
dramatics and will not showcase real men. Therefore, | apologize fans, but Rhino has fought his last match at 
Destigeddon! [throws title belt down on General's body] Even | go home chin high, | will be the one leaving 
town and this guy, my ex comrade, can be allotted my spot on roster. Thanks for showing up fans, | already 


have booking next week! Come see me at Kamchatka Khaos next Saturday! Goodnight! 


Noth: You fool, you. Leaving the fastest growing organization in the industry? You could have been a 
champion, too. That's right, | just got off the phone with management and they made the ruling, based on 
Destigeddon bylaws, that possession is 9/10 of the law when it comes to title belts. Therefore, you would have 
been the new North American champion had you won tonight, and doubly therefore, as of tonight, the new 


North American champion is.... 


[the fast food-covered body of the General vibrates as a fart releases from his jiffy uniform pants] 


Horace: The General?! 


JW: El General?! 


Noth: The General!!! 


Horace: What an announcement from Commissioner Noth! The Rhino wins the match and summarily 
quits the company, leaving the vacant North American Championship in the hands of Chevron's own, The 


General. 


JW: Now look, Kendra is rascal-ling back down the ramp. What the devil does she want? 


Kendra K. Krinklesac: | thought about it long and hard back in the DestiGals locker room ‘bout whose 


corner | wanted to be in...and well... 


Noth: Hey, don't say me, hun. I've got Ragin’ Rash doing the secretarial work, and she's already 


clamoring to me about a rematch between the two of you... 


Kendra: Sorry, Noth-y, but | finds you abrasive and full of yourself. No, because I’m better and faster 


than all them other girls...1 choose...The General! He's the new champion and we's going to the top! 


[Kendra hoists The General over her lap and rolls back up the ramp in her Carl Hogan Medline Scooter] 


Noth: Awesome, but you know, be back in time for the next Detonation. Your new man, The General, is 
going to be defending that belt against all those guys he traveled with on Operation North American Title 
Recovery. The General, MC Slam, Mighty Oak Glunderson, and former champion Mr. Victory in a Fatal Four 


Way match for the title! 


Horace: Yet another bombshell dropped just now! | guess we'll have to call The General a fighting 


champion now. And how will Kendra mesh with him as his new partner? 


JW: Don't you worry, Horace, bombs will be dropped momentarily, if you know what | mean. 


Horace: Well my nasal passages are rejoicing because this leg of Slamrock is complete from France. 
Looking back, Thornberg lost to Vanderpulp, Krinkesac ate an entire AYCE smoked buffalo, while The Russian 
Rhino defeated The General, and immediately retired, giving The General his job back and awarding him the 
vacant North American title. I'm Horace Smith, and that's Jeff "I'm Advising You To See A Doctor" 


Worthington...let's send it over to Togo and Carl in Jacksonville...goodnight! 


THE MAC:RATIO VS. THE NEW AGE OUTLAWS 


Mac Taylor [backstage, with Horatio]: Hey, listen, buddy. We got this. Those guys in DX can't get the 


upper hand. Us two versus those two lowlifes. Triple H and Powers are up in Atlantic City for their match, and 


Shawn Michaels is sipping cran-grape juice somewhere in intensive care. 


Horatio: Tonight, the Outlaws will receive tons of intensive care... ... .... ...... [puts on glasses]... 


...minus, the care! WAHHHHHHHHHH! 


Jeff Togo: Good evening and welcome to the third match of Slamrock! Tonight we will see The 
Mac:Ratio defend their Destigeddon Tag Team titles against DX's The New Age Outlaws! We are live in 
Jacksonville, FL coming to you from Swisher Gymnasium, home of Jacksonville University women's basketball 


program! With me as always is the best color guy in the biz, Coney Island Carl. 


Coney Island Carl: Hey, y'know, kinda wish | drew dat straw sendin’ us up to AC, but Jacksonville's 


turnin’ out to be a nice little city. 


JT: Pleasure to be here. But how about the news that we will be calling two main event title matches in 
a row. Commissioner Noth made the decree just minutes ago, stating that new North American champion The 
General will defend in a Fatal Four Way against Mr. Victory, Glunderson, and MC Slam this week at 


Detonation! 


CIC: The follow up show comin’ off a Slamrock? The company is already expecting this to be da 
highest rated Detonation yet. You won't wanna miss it...Soldier Britain is taking on Coronary while Panther gets 


the Sorcerer Squad member, Turdukkendorf. 


JT: An explosive card that'll be. And there's the music fans, here come your challengers... 


Road Dogg: OHHHHHHHHHHHHHEH YOU DIDN'T KNOW? !!!?? YOUR ASS BETTA CALLLLL 


SOMEBODY!!! 


CIC: Da crowd eats dis stuff up, Toag. I'm pullin’ for em to finally shut up those Mac:Ratio squares. 


Road Dogg: Luhhhhh-ladies and gentlemen, boys and girls, Destigeddon fans of all ages! Degeneration 
X proudly presents to you, your soon to be Destigeddon TAG TEAM CHAMPIONS OF THE WORRRRRLLD, 


The Road Dogg Jesse James, The Bad Ass Billy Gunn... THE NEW...AGE...OUTLAWS!!!! 


Outlaws [with crowd]: SUCK IT!!! 


JT: Both guys look to be in great shape and raring to win those titles. With that, The Who comes over 
the arena and here come your champions, Mac Taylor and Horatio Caine...The Mac:Ratio! Carl, these guys 


have been champions since Punchgiving...do you see an upset on the horizon? 


CIC: Upset? Da Outlaws have been champions several times in multiple organizations. If dey can slow 


down Mac Taylor and Bad Ass can hit da Fameasser, | dink we could be lookin' at new champs tonight! 


JT: There's the bell and we are starting with Horatio against Road Dogg. The two lock up but Horatio 
quickly catches Dogg in a sleeper hold. Dogg counters with an elbow and hits him with a Lou Thesz Press! 
Reigning down punches, Dogg carries Horatio over and tags in Bad Ass, who delivers a couple quick 


uppercuts. 


CIC: Horatio is gettin' torn apart as Bad Ass goes to knock Mac off da apron, but Mac pulls down da 


rope and Ass is sent flyin' over! Nice counter! 


JT: Mac drops outside and clotheslines Ass into next week! Ass is rolled back into the ring for the 
cover, but only a two count! You are right, though, the crowd is feverishly behind the Outlaws. Road Dogg does 


live in rural North Florida, and | just don't think these country boys care for the big city antics of the champs! 


CIC: Horatio chases after Ass and chop blocks his knee before he could tag in Road Dogg. Dirty move, 


but smart. 


JT: Yeah, that knee is really the focus of attention now as Horatio has put Ass in the figure four leglock, 
while also grabbing the bottom rope for leverage as the referee checks on Ass' condition. But here comes 


Road Dogg to break the rope hold! 


Road Dogg: Watch the damn rope, skippy! 


CIC: Dogg’s clearly irate at the ref not catchin' dat blatant cheating. 


JT: Horatio kicks Ass in the stomach before tagging in Mac, who immediately begins back on that knee, 


putting Ass in a laydown knee bar. 


CIC: Yeah, | don't know about this...if Ass can't tag in his partner soon it might be too late. 


JT: Releasing the kneebar, Mac sets Bad Ass up for a devastating catapult into the turnbuckle. Mac 


begins to taunt his opponent, but Ass takes advantage and goes for a school boy pin! 


Ref: One, two, Thr..! No, no, only two! TWO! 


JT: Two and a half count...we almost had new champions! Mac is so irate he doesn't see Bad Ass 


crawling away and tagging in Road Dogg! 


CIC: Talk about whoopin' some ass! Dogg sends Mac into da ropes and dropkicks him outta da ring! 


He goes over and suplexes Horatio back into da ring! 


JT: The ref is trying to restore order as Mac and Dogg are the legal men. Dogg is now back outside with 
Mac and gives him a knife edged chop, a knee to the gut, and a DDT for his troubles. He is thrown back into 


the ring as Dogg now focuses back on Horatio as the ref tries to coral both men into the ring! 


CIC: Look, Ass is stumbling back onto his feet, bends Mac over and gives him a Fameasser! 


FAMEASSER! That's gotta be it... 


JT: Road Dogg slides back in to make the cover on Mac... 


Ref: One...two....Thre.....! Only two! 


JT: Another painfully close two count. Road Dogg picks Mac back up but Mac fights back and bulldogs 
him to the mat. He runs over to tag in Horatio, who chases after Road Dogg, yanks his leg to prevent him from 


tagging...but Dogg slaps the hand of Bad Ass and here we go! 


CIC: Ass is hobbling but exchangin' punches with Horatio...Horatio sends him into the ropes and 
catches him wit a cross body. 

JT: But the momentum of the slam rolls Ass back over on top, and now he's raining punches in like no 
one’s business! He picks up Horatio, swings him into the ropes as Mac slaps him on the back, blind tagging 
himself into the match. Ass goes for the Fameasser as he catches Horatio, but Horatio counters the move, 
hoists Ass on his shoulders and drops him back down on his back as Mac comes crashing down from the top 
rope with a frog splash! 


CIC: Did | just see dat? A Fameasser reversed into The Autopsy?! 


JT: Yes, Mac has hit The Autopsy. Horatio scrambles over to tackle Road Dogg as Mac goes for the 
pin... 


Ref: One.....two.....three!!! That's it, it's over! 


JT: And just like that, The Mac:Ratio have defended their titles. What a back and forth match that came 


to a halt with what I'm seeing evolving into one of the most devastating finishers in the business...The Autopsy. 


CIC: It's a game changer I'll tell ya that much. We saw a couple a close calls by da Outlaws, but there's 


a reason Mac:Ratio has been champs for so long now. 


JT: And look at this! Not seconds after Mac and Horatio celebrate they begin to handcuff Ass and Dogg 


and haul them down the ramp! 


Mac: You idiots are charged with date raping us at our last match, costing us the victory! I'm sure 


Duval's Finest will sort things out with you guys at the station. 


Horatio: Looks like they took the moniker to heart.... .... .... .... [sunglasses on]... .... New Age... ... 


. OUTLAWS. WAHHHHHHHHH! 


JT: The fans are booing Mac:Ratio out of the arena but | think they know in their hearts they saw a 
great match. Well, that will about do it for tonight's portion of Slamrock--from Jacksonville, I'm Jeff Togo, and 


for Coney Island Carl, goodnight and we will see you all tomorrow night in Atlantic City! 


DG LEGENDS MATCH 


**mad pyrotechnics, opening to a cheering crowd, most with mullets, others children from the 1980s** 


Rusty "Parts" Jenkins: Holy cow, COBRA! Here we are, at last, at the most prestigious event in Desti- 
History!! SLAMROCK, the spring season's one and only PPV that promises to bring the hurt and the DG 


superstars!!! 


UE IGEDOON LEGENDS MA T LH 


COBRA Commander: Can you send this back? It's cold. That's right, Rusty! Day Two of the fervently 


planned event known as SLAMROCK starts tonight with a LEGENDS match between the Nature Boy, the 
Macho Man, and the Hollywood Hulkster. And to throw it back even further, we're broadcasting LIVE from the 


Sheraton Hotel Convention Center here in Atlantic City, New Jersey! 


RP: We actually had Twump Plaza as our venue, but after finding out Twump wouldn't pay the crew or 
provide a basic lunch of cheese and mayo sandwiches, we switched over to the Sheraton. He's too busy fake- 
running for the presidency, anyway®. We wish him all the best in sending his esteemed slum-lord career 


straight into the ground. 


COBRA: Our first entry in the LEGENDS match is "Nature Boy" Ric Flair, who is accompanied by his 


fellow Horsemen (Tearin' Jarod, Ole and Arn Anderson). It was DETONATION 13 where we saw Flair's 


5 Ron Howard: Actually, it wasn’t fake... 


puppet, B.O.Z.E, get re-programmed and released from the grasp of the "dirtiest player in the game". I've 
heard the ole' boy is thinking of running with the LEGEND title and entering the presidential race! Can you 


imagine calling Flair "MISTER Nature Boy"??? 


RP: Good lord, the thought of Desti-Drama entering the White House has me soiling myself. And here 
comes nWo leader, "Hollywood" Hulk Hogan, accompanied by former DG-champ, Trehern. Ever since losing 
the belt to Triple H, Trehern has been nothing but a tool. His recent appearance on Maelstrom has him acting 
like he did BEFORE getting the belt. To think | want the guy to have it back, so | can get a decent night's sleep 


without worrying my place of employment hasn't burned to the ground! 


COBRA: Enough about Trehern! The real threat now is Panther Joe!! He's been popping up 
everywhere, and by all indications, he could be at every one of these main events this weekend. But as Hogan 
and Flair exchange pleasantries (i.e. cussing each other out), we see "Macho Man" Randy Savage enter the 
plaza to his Pomp and Circumstance! Following closely is his Mega-er Powers tag team partner, "Radical Red" 


Bartram. 


RP: Now that all three fighters are in the ring, Earl Hebner calls for the bell and we're off!! Savage, 
Hogan and Flair are all in this to gain the title of DG Legend, but only one will leave a true generational 
champion. Hogan and Flair start off by teaming up on Savage! An elbow to the forehead, then a quick North 
Carolina leg sweep, but Savage manages to stay on his feet. But Hogan grabs Savage and hand delivers a 
choke slam, while Flair knee drops Savage in the face! Nothing but warfare from here on out!! And then a 


backhand from Ric Flair to Hogan!!! | guess that mutual partnership is over! 


COBRA: Let's not forget Flair/Hogan at Bash at the Beach '94, nor Savage/Flair at Wrestlemania VIII, 
OR Hogan/Savage at Wrestlemania V!! These guys have long histories of hating each other, and we see it all 
on display tonight! A fist to the Nature Boy, courtesy of the Hulkster... Now Hogan has Flair by the mullet and 


throws him on top of Savage! We got a mini-dog pile going on! 


RP: Hulkster rips apart his shirt and starts taunting the crowd. Nobody digs the bad guy routine, so they 
boo him. Trehern yells at the crowd and threatens to beat an audience member with a folding chair. The rest of 
the outer ring crew, the Andersons, Blanding, and Bartram seem to be keeping their distance from each other, 


probably to prevent a DQ. 


COBRA: Hogan has now started mocking Flair by doing the patented "strut". The Nature Boy is 
outraged, and after rolling off Savage, immediately jumps up to the top rope. But Savage follows and grabs 
Flair!!! He tosses the old man over his head!!! Flair's back slams into the mat, as Hogan claps with enthusiasm. 


Savage climbs the ropes and eyes Flair... 


RP: But Macho Man delivers a high-flying elbow slam to Hogan, who rolls across the ring into the 
Horsemen's corner!!! Now the Horseman have Hogan, and Savage begins kicking Flair in the ribs!! He picks 
up the Nature Boy and tosses him outside of the ring into the clutches of Trehern!!! Apparently the Macho Man 


is planning on a DQ by both parties except the Mega-er Powers! 


COBRA: That would be a great strategy, except Official Hebner has nothing under control! And MGMT 
would be pissed at him for DQ-ing some major players in a major PPV match! | mean, Hebner's a nice guy and 


all, but he will sell out faster than Justin Bieber tickets! 


RP: The Horsemen toss Hogan back into the ring without doing much damage, while Trehern lays a 
couple of chair hits into the Nature Boy before sliding him back into the ring battered and bruised...Of course, 


we all remember the history THERE. 


COBRA: With both Hogan and Flair rolling around in pain on the mat, Savage takes the opportunity to 
climb the ropes again and deliver a mighty atomic elbow to Flair!! He then moves over to Hogan and places 


him into a camel clutch submission hold!! Hogan struggles, but then starts to slow! 


RP: Hebner raises Hogan's arm, and drops it. That's one! 


COBRA: Flair tries to stand up, tough talks an invisible opponent, takes a few swings at thin air, then 
falls face first into the mat! The Nature Boy has lost a few brain cells from this bout!!! And as Flair begins to 
bleed from the head wound trauma of Savage's elbow, we turn to the Hulkster who may submit sooner rather 


than later!!! 


RP: Hebner grabs Hogan's hand again and drops it for a second time! One more drop of the hand, and 


Hogan involuntarily submits, and Savage is the new DG LEGEND!!! 


COBRA: Arn Anderson steps into the ring without Hebner seeing and attempts to wake up Flair! 
Trehern, however, catches on to Anderson's cheatin’ ways and enters the ring to confront the Minnesota 
Wrecking Crewman! He slams the chair into the Anderson brother's head, but Ole is right behind him to give 
Trehern a DDT!!!! Now that Flair is up but still dazed, Radical Red jumps into the action and gives the elderly 
Ole Anderson the ole Clay High Uppercut, and then another CHS Uppercut to Flair!!!! Red dodges out of the 


ring and continues to root on Savage! As if nothing happened, cheeky bastard... 
RP: Hebner raises Hogan's hand for the third and final time... 
COBRA: But it stays up, and Hogan motions that he's still in this! HE'S HULKIN' UP FOLKS!!! 


RP: Savage tries to punch Hogan in the face, but no effect! Then he tries the gut, but Hogan keeps 
shaking his head no!!! Then the Hulkster points right at the Macho Man and yells, "YOU!!!" And it looks like the 


Hogan finisher is coming to end the match!!! 


COBRA: Hogan sends Savage into the ropes, and on the Macho Man's return, Hogan delivers the BIG 


RP: Hogan starts to follow up with the mighty leg drop, but Flair comes out of nowhere and grabs 


Hollywood's yam bag!!! The nWo big man goes down with tears of pain in his eyes!!! 


RP: They don't call him the "dirtiest player in the game" for shits and giggles. Flair grabs Hogan's legs 
and places him into the Figure Four!!!! Now Hogan is in the kind of pain he's only dreamed about in his 


precious Wynn Hotel hideout!!! 


COBRA: Savage rolls back and forth holding his neck, where the big boot did the most damage. 
However, Macho Man manages to crawl up to the Hogan/Flair lock up and deliver a knife chop to the Nature 


Boy's chest!! Then delivers one to the Hulkster!!! Then Flair!!! 


RP: Savage slowly brings himself to his feet, and drops an elbow on Hogan's chest!!! Then a leg drop 


to the Nature Boy!!! This Figure Four is the best thing to happen to Savage!!! 


COBRA: Savage climbs the ropes, waiting to deliver the diving elbow drop!!! But now Tearin' Jarod 
climbs the turnbuckle from the outer ring, and starts choking Savage!!! Meanwhile, Hogan attempts to reverse 


the Figure Four!!! 


COBRA: Slowly but effectively, the Nature Boy begins to turn over, and Hogan uses the ropes as 
leverage. Hebner is busy looking for the tap from Flair to notice Hogan's illegal use of the ring environment... 
BUT WAIT!!! Savage grabs Blanding and places his head under his arm!!! The Macho Man raises his 


forefinger and lets out a triumphant "OQOOQOQOHHHHH YEEEEAAAAHHHHI!!!!" as he drops Blanding with a 


their revenge on Savage... 


RP: But Bartram and Trehern race into the ring, and start dropping elbows on the remaining members 
of the Horsemen! Looks like a quick but effective truce between Radical Red and the High Rise Terrorizer! 
Meanwhile, Hogan has reversed the Figure Four, and Hebner is asking Flair if he wants to tap! Flair shakes his 
bloody head, then screams in pain!! Another shake of the head!!! Now he's managed to flip the Figure Four 


BACK OVER, giving Hogan the abuse now!!! The Nature Boy just won't quit! 


COBRA: Recovering from the suplex, Savage quickly climbs the ropes AGAIN and launches himself for 
a body splash on the Hogan/Flair Figure Four!!!! Now all three champs are piled up, with Hogan and Flair's 


shoulders touching the mat!!! Hebner goes in for the count!!! 


Trehern launches himself at Hebner!!! 


THREE!!! 


RP: UNBELIEVABLE!!!! Trehern's futile attempt to mess with the count did not work, and the ref calls 
it!!! Macho Man Randy Savage has defeated Hollywood Hulk Hogan and Nature Boy Ric Flair!!!! This means 
the title of "Destigeddon Legend" is his and his alone!!! What an admirable and undisputed win for the Man 


with the Machismo!! 
COBRA: Let's go down to Brandi, of Storage Wars fame, to interview the champ! 


Brandi: Hey, Macho Man. Big fan. Jarrod found some tassels in a storage unit few weeks back, thought 
maybe they'd be yours... Wanna price those out for me? No? Alright, never mind. How's it feel to be the first, 


and currently ONLY, DG Legend!? 


Macho Man: The one and only, never to be lonely, totally dominating and makin’ the ladies salivating, 
the Macho Madness reigns supreme. This is for my dear Miss Elizabeth, and also for the friendship of my main 


man, Radical Red, the Macho Redness! YEAH! 


Radical Red: Legend, I'll tell you what, brother, keep things classy. First this title, then the tag team 
titles, then the DG Championship! If a jabronie like Trehern can get that thing, who's to say the Mega-er 


Powers can't? Can | get an OHHHH YEEEAAAAHHHH??? 


*“entire crowd OOOHHHH YEEEEEAAAAAHHHHHHs** 


Trehern: Hey, asshats, I'm right here! 


Macho Man: That punk Hogan and that womanizing bitch Flair can keep enjoying their complimentary 


buffet of mat while Red, Brandi, and the MACHO MAN hit up every club from here to Sarasota, Florida!!! 


RP: Wow, what a great match!! Hope you folks enjoyed it at home!!! 


COBRA: Hmmm, interesting. Macho Man gunning for the belt would really be something to see!! But 
what we ARE going to see up next is the championship match of the decade: Triple H versus fellow DX 


member Bentley Powers in a DestiCano match!!! 


RP: That's right folks! Meet us over in Sheraton Hotel Convention Plaza South for the climatic 


BENTLEY POWERS VS. TRIPLE H 


“shadows clear, the crowd cheers, and the DestiCano is ready for brawling in the Sheraton Convention Center 


Plaza South** 


Brandi: Welcome, ladies and gentlemen, to the SLAMROCK MAIN EVENT!!! This match is a 
DESTICANO battle, and it is for the Destigeddon World Heavyweight Championship!!!! Entering the arena 


now, at 6 feet 1 inches, the Main Media Consumer, Bentley...POWERS!!! 


COBRA: Welcome to the second part of Day 2 of SLAMROCK! Lots of action going on so far this 
weekend! We've had LEGENDS Matches, Tag Team bouts, a North American discrepancy and a battle royale! 
Head back to the lobby to check these events out for yourself, if you haven't already. We're here in Atlantic City 
for the World Heavyweight Championship match between Ben P and Hunter Hearst Helmsley, fellow members 
in the DG faction, Degeneration X. And here, announcing by my side, the maniac with the microphone, Rusty 


"Parts" Jenkins!!! 


RP: Thanks, COB. Let's get back to our special guest SLAMROCK host, Brandi... 


Brandi: And entering the Twump Plaza at this time... The WORLD Heavyweight Champion! Hunter 


Hearst Helmsley!!! 


**Mlot6rhead music hits; crowds loses their shit** 


RP: Oh, boy, time to play the game!! The Cerebral Assassin Triple H has entered the arena to ground- 
shaking applause! He's definitely been succeeding as Destigeddon champ, and now he's gotta settle the score 


with his fellow DX brother in arms. 


COBRA: Oh, that's just the tip of the iceberg! Not only is Ben P vying for equal respect in the faction of 
DX, he's looking for that belt as well! Ever since Trehern, Powers sworn enemy, gained that belt over all others 
at PUNCHGIVING 2010, Ben P has been hellbent on bringing down those assholes in the nWo. But in recent 


months, he’s felt he'd do a better job as the DX leader than Triple H... 


RP: And with the Heartbreak Kid in the hospital, and the Outlaws in Jacksonville, it looks like a mano y 


mano match between these two guys! 


COBRA: Well, senior official Timmy Tee is down in the ring, has regained control, and starts off this 
match! As per the rules, Powers and Helmsley start at the bottom of the Stairs of Madness, but as the bell 
rings out, Triple H starts by clothes-lining Powers!!! Powers is down!! Now Triple H grabs a loose boulder from 
the side of the DestiCano and motions to drop the huge stone onto the downed Media Consumer, but Ben 
drops his boot into the larger man's diaphragm!!! The stone drops behind Helmsley, and he stumbles over it, 


falling backwards!!! 


RP: Ben P jumps on top of Triple H and begins wailing on his pal's face!! ONE!! TWO!! THREE!! 
FOUR!! FIVE!! Then he picks up the big man, gets a fireman's carry ready, and drops him onto the boulder!!! 


Triple H's back should be powder at this point!! 


COBRA: WOW! Ben P is being emotionlessly relentless! Obviously, Powers has watched reels of 
Hunter's match with Trehern, and saw that his DX friend can be a white-heated storm of destruction, so to 


attack early and effectively is his best chance at the belt... 


RP: Powers now has Helmsley half-way up the Stairs of Madness, dragging as best he can the DG 
champ. His end game? To throw Helmsley down Losers' Leap, ending the match and giving him the victory! 


That sweet, sweet gold around his waist. Who you pulling for here, Commander? 


COBRA: | like DX: they're reckless, but they have that strain of honor to them. Causing chaos doesn't 
always have to be violent and detrimental to the company, nWo. But | feel Powers is a young and worthy 


candidate for the belt, but these past couple weeks, we've seen a veteran like H really show up as the champ. 


And it looks like the champ is coming to, and flips around Powers for the double knee backbreaker!! Boy, what 


a move! Cowboy James Storm is spitting up his horse piss Beer Money lager right now! 


RP: These guys are fighting dangerously close to the edge of Death's Flight, the 650 foot drop to the 
lower ring here on the DestiCano. And suddenly, the mountain shakes, and a large boulder comes loose from 


higher up, and starts to tumble toward the competitors!! Watch out guys!!! 


COBRA: Helmsley manages to dodge out of the stone's path, but Powers gets caught by the great 


rock! | THINK POWERS HAS GONE DOWN DEATH'S FLIGHT WITH THE BOULDER!!! 


RP: My glory, what a terrible way to end a career! There's no way that Ben P survived the crash of that 
huge block of jagged stone in the lower ring. Helmsley recovers and regrettably looks down the cliff to see the 


destruction he's caused... 


Helmsley backwards, teetering on the edge of the huge 'Cano drop!!! But Powers grabs the Cerebral 
Assassin's wrists and swings him around toward the Shards of Despair! Now this is one facet of the 'Cano that 
just screams "inhumane". A slow hill of nothing but jagged rocks and glass, which ends with a drop into the 
dreaded quicksand! Remember when the Honky Tonk Man fell into that trap set by Panther Joe??? Lawsuits 


out the ass!!! 


RP: Helmsley catches his footing, and barely avoids stumbling down the glass covered cliff! As Ben P 
trucks toward him for a possible spear, Helmsley turns quickly for an extremely dangerous cutter!!! Now both 


men are on the ground, reeling in pain and flirting with the Shards of Despair! 


COBRA: | haven't seen this much human on human violence since my trip to Esclar IX. Crossover with 


the Decepticons...don't ask... 


RP: Interesting, COBRA. Both men are still down, and it's around this time that major DG players would 


enter the arena to either help, or hinder, the competitors. But it looks like everybody is somewhere else. 


Trehern, Hogan, Michaels, Outlaws, LABen, everybody! What'd you think of tonight’s match ups? Worthington 


and Smith sure can put on an entertaining broadcast if they set their minds to it... 


COBRA: Hold the phone, mon frere! Helmsley is up, and he's piggy-backing Powers up the remainder 
of the 'Cano!!! Looks like Losers' Leap is going to have another resident, as Triple H prepares to send the Main 


Media Consumer into the hellish eye of the DestiCano!! 


RP: Triple H manages to toss Powers into the upper ring, but dives under the ring to grab...yep! A 


SLEDGEHAMMER!!! Wouldn't be a Triple H match without one!!! 


COBRA: But as H raises his head with weapon in hand, Ben P has climbed the top rope and sends 
himself into the air for a drop kick!!! Wow, the hammer goes flying!!! Powers recovers and, with what might and 


energy he still has left, sends Triple H's limp figure into the upper ring! 


RP: Ben P follows and prepares H for a twisting vertical suplex, but Helmsley starts punching! One to 


the chin, one to the gut, the chin, the gut!!!! Then, a quick double underhook!!! OH NO!!! 


COBRA: THE PEDIGREE!!! Helmsley delivers a mighty blow to Powers' face!!! Ben P lays motionless 


on the edge of Losers' Leap, and with one swift shove from H, Ben P goes down into the DestiCano's depths!!! 


RP: Wow, what a violent and exciting match!!! Regardless of how Triple H retained his title, both men 
gave each other hell, and if Powers doesn't get an equal spot in DX, | don't know of another way he could 


prove his worth! 


COBRA: I'm getting the signal from Brandi, looks like we have the Champ and a special guest down in 


the lower ring!!!! 


Brandi: Congrats, Champ! Looks like you busted down the storage door of Ben P's challenge to retain 


the title! What do you have to say? 


*“Helmsley grabs mic** 


Triple H: Ben P? You're the craziest, stupidest, most self-centered and outrageous wrestler I've ever 
met! You treat your body like a cheap Kansas City whore and wallop anybody who messes with your plans! 
But damn it, man, you're one of my good pals, and | am happy to promote you to the high ranks of 
Degeneration X!!! This isn't a victory for me! It's one for us!! You! Me! Dogg! Gunn! And of course, Shawn 
Michaels!!! As an equal member now, if you choose to stick around, | say you and | go get Panther!! Show him 


this DestiCano violence is just the tip of what we're gonna do to him!!! 


**miles away, in a hospital bed, with crane-grape apple juice in hand, HBK chuckles at the innuendo** 


Brandi: And here's someone else that wants to congratulate you!! 


Donald Twump: Thank you very much, Brandi. Hello everyone! Triple H? | want to be the first to say 
"thank you" for delivering so much entertainment to us tonight. I'm pretty sure | made $6.3 billion in 
concessions alone. With that, | want to officially offer you a spot on my presidential cabinet when | get into the 
White House! How's Secretary of Treasury? Attorney General? Maybe head of NASA??? What do you have to 


say to that, young man? 


Triple H: **pauses a moment and looks to the applauding audience** Mr. Twump, with all due 


respect...I've got two words for you... 


Twump: Thank you? 


**Helmsley performs Pedigree to the unofficial RNC presidential candidate** 


*““Brandi moans longingly** 


RP: My gawd! The DG champ has taken a stand on how this company views shameless presidential 


pandering. And | for one think that Pedigree should have been delivered weeks ago... 


COBRA: Hey, Twump in the White House would be dream for me! Easily conquered American real 


estate is exactly what I'm looking for in 2012. But let's not focus on MY vacation plans, let's again congratulate 


Triple H, his retained championship, Ben P's shot to glory, and a great SLAMROCK!! Ben P, now in the lower 
ring, raises the big man's arm in victory! A quick man-hug sets the crowd a buzz, and each DX member starts 


"suck it" motioning to the downed Twumpster to rile the audience up!!! What a bunch of fun guys!! 


RP: Keep tuned to Destigeddon, folks, for an upcoming and exciting episode of DETONATION! Until 


then, from Atlantic City, I'm Rusty Parts and this is COBRA Commander!!! When the arena is SLAMROCKIN', 


**mad pyrotechnics fill the arena, and Twump is gurney-ed off stage** 


DESTIGEDDEN 


NATION 


KRINKLESACKED 


Jeff Togo: Okay, we're on! Welcome, fans, to another edition of the action packed, shortest running pro 


wrestling telecast in the nation! We are coming to you live from Winters, Northern California in the lovely 


Winters Community Theatre on the banks of the Putah Creek! 


Coney Island Carl: | don't know about you, Toag, but alls | can smell is mary jane. I'm surprised the 


town mascot ain't Hyena the Contact High! 


JT: Anyway, let's get you caught up for tonight. We are smack dab in the middle of this Soldier Britain- 


Coronary matchup. What's your assessment so far, Carl? 


CIC: Britain is da brute while Coronary flies around like a buzzard! Da real scoop is what are Britain and 
Dingo planning for tonight? They still have the kidnapped Uga, and no word as to whether Bill Goldberg is in da 


building. 


JT: In fact, | haven't seen Dingo, either. We will surely keep you updated! Now, back to the action as 
Britain catches Coronary off the ropes and scoop slams him with authority! Britain has been a little hot as of 


late while his opponent has been off and on on Maelstrom. 


CIC: Yeah, da Europeans love the high flyin' antics of da little guy, but | dink Americans love big, 


muscular dudes more den dey hate the British. 


JT: Right you are, the crowd is kind of split and not really into this one. Britain sends Coronary into the 


ropes, but the Mexican avoids the potential discus clothesline and turns it into an around the world DDT. Britain 


is dazed as Coronary is back off the ropes, springboards into a handstand scissors and rolls him up for the 


pin...kickout! 


CIC: Dat's exactly what Coronary is gonna have to do...avoid the power moves and go for quick, 


effective strikes. 


JT: Coronary is back up, goes for the spinning heel kick, Britain ducks but he gets hit with the 
secondary low abdomen spin kick! Coronary goes for the rollup pin again, but Britain catches him this time, 


wraps the arm around the neck and puts him in the guillotine choke! 


CIC: Ooooh, what a crucial mistake. Coronary had him where he wanted him, but he's not tapping yet. 


JT: That's because he's going to sleep. Just before his arms go completely limp, Coronary taps the 
shoulder of Britain, signaling a white flag and that desire to regain oxygen back to his brain. Smart medical 


decision, but Britain wins via submission. 


CIC: And, of course, the villain has sumpin' to say.... 


Soldier Britain: Go'berg, y'ranky musheata! I'm giv'da decree bout comin'ere 'n fightin’ us inda name 


ovda Crown! Two bluh-y weeks, right? Er yer pooch's stew! 


JT: So there it is! All The Kings Forces have announced that if Goldberg doesn't face them in a matter 


of two weeks, something bad will happen to his beloved school mascot, Uga. 


Britain: Er if y'like fired cuts, wicken accom'date! Looky de big screen, Bergy! Suppa's up!! 


JT: Wow, that is just revolting, Toag! Britain’s home movies featuring a backyard grill and seven 
massive steaks cooking away! COULD IT BE UGA??? Goldberg, if you are watching, because it's apparent 


that you're not here, stop these two bastards! For America! And wait, what’s Britain up to now?? 


Britain: Oi! And dees bloddy masks dey wrestlers wear is sheer bullocks!! Wankahs like dis need to be 


oomiliated. 


JT: Good lord, Solider Britain has whipped Coronary back into the ring like a rag doll! He struggles 


momentarily, but the London Lumper has grabbed hold of Coronary’s mask and rips it off!! 


CIC: Hahahaha! Dat’s not a Mexica luche-libre: its TEARIN JAROD BLANDING! 


JT: Unbelievable! Coronary’s identity revealed right here on DETONATION...hold on...but didn’t those 


guys wrestle each other at one point? 


CIC: Sounds like sumpin a nerd would say Toag; let’s hit that commercial break! 


Emilia Clarke. Game of Thrones. HBO. Do it! 


JT: Okay, fans, we are back and not a moment too soon as Sorcerer Squad lieutenant Turdukkendorf is 


in the ring awaiting his opponent. 


Turdukkendorf: HAHAHA! Evil......spares no one! Time.....waits for no man! Soon....the Destigeddon 
world will see our strength, feel our vengeance, and know our disposition! | informed Sol and Mordack to stay 


behind, as my intent on destruction as a single unit will be on fair display. SQUAD OF SORCERY! 


[Metallica's Unforgiven blares over Winters PA] 


Panther: Evil forces? Vengeance? What are you and your little boyfriends playing dress up and 


LARPing around California? How much did that swine Commissioner Noth pay you for this gimmick, anyway? 


Turdukkendorf: Panther, | believe we hold adversaries in common, but our agendas are somewhat 


different. Come down to the ring so | can commence your dismantling! 


Panther: This is typical of "Desti-get-on-board-or-you're-fired-and-on-your-ass!” huh? Does anyone 
realize how much a plane ticket out here was, what with the gas hike? But Noth sits up dapper in his 
mahogany lined condo, sipping scotch and munching Kobe sliders! I'm here fighting this costumed clown while 
so much injustice is going on around here! DX is still suckling from the teet of management, the DestiGals 
division has yet to be dismantled, and Joe over at The Playing Field continues to objectify women with his hot 


lists and Nickel girls! 


JT: Now I'm confused. Aren't Panther and Joe...the same person? What's he talking about? 


CIC: Look, it's Commissioner Noth on da big screen! 


Noth: Panther, are you, or are you not, the worst, most disenfranchised employee in the history of 
paying people to do jobs?! | don't care how many people you call cogs or what you think I dine on...buck up, 
get in that ring and fight Turdukkendorf! As an added perk, | enlisted one of our hired DestiGals...you'll love this 
part...to be your little chaperone to the ring! Really, it's to keep you in line...and if this measure is broken...if she 
isn't present at every one of your matches from here on out...I'll have no other choice but to terminate your 


employ! 


JT: Wow, this match is just getting weirder by the second. More music hits and.... 


CIC: It's Madison Rayne, Da Queen Bee of Knockouts Wrestling! Her showing in da first ever DestiGals 
battle royal on Tuesday Night Tussle was atrocious, but | like dis move. After the ranting we heard tonight, 


somebody's gonna have ta keep an eye da Panther. 


JT: Here we go as Panther and Dorf lock up, with Panther shrugging him off with a forearm before Dorf 


launches some sort of energy projectile at him! 


Panther: OHHH CUTE, DUDE. WHERE'D YOU GET THAT, RADIO SHACK?! 


CIC: Yeah...uh, dat can't be street legal! Panther is back up, blocks the right hand of Dorf spins around 


for the leg sweep and immediately puts Dorf in the sharp shooter submission. 


JT: Turdukkendorf looks to be in pain, but thrusts his hips and arms up, literally breaking the hold and 
launching Panther through the ropes and out to the floor. What strength! Madison comes over to counsel The 


Panther, but he shrugs off the Ohioan beauty. 


CIC: Dat is one lady | would never shrug, Toag. But business is picking up as The Grand Nobleman 


repels from da rafters directly on da head of Turdukkendorf! Where'd he come from?! 


JT: You said it....the rafters! The Nobleman is now unleashing a flurry of rights and lefts as the ref calls 
for the bell and Turdukkendorf will win by DQ. This must be the Nobleman's venting about having to fight all 


sorts of monsters under the control of The Sorcerer Squad. 


CIC: Not seconds later, here comes Mordack and Sol to fight Nobleman. Dey help up Turdukkendorf, 
who overhead presses Nobleman into the air and drops him across his knee, a finisher move he calls da 


Marsh Landing Madness! Nasty! 


JT: Looks like The Panther is pissed that he lost, so he spares no time in grabbing a large heating lamp 
from the crowd and going to town on The Sorcerer Squad! Sol is hit in the face, Mordack is reeling with a brutal 
shot to the back...he squares up Turdukkendorf, points to the seats, and call it a home run because he swings 


and sends Dorf reeling over the top rope! 


CIC: The fans love da action as Grand Nobleman stumbles to his feet and offers his hand in thanks to 


Da Panther. 


JT: As Madison Rayne comes in to supervise her wrestler, this seems to infuriate Panther and BOOM! 


Nobleman gets a little heat light treatment for his troubles! 


Panther: | didn't do it for you, Sideshow! Fight your own battles...and Madison, put some damn clothes 


on! 
CIC: Terrible assessment, Panther. Let's hit a break.... 
CamelClutchBlog.com - The best in wrestling news! 


JT: Okay, we are back and the maintenance crew is still cleaning up the broken shards of glass from 
those heating lamps. Carl, if you're Panther, and YOU KNOW DxX is gunning for you big time...why wouldn't 


you want some allies? 


CIC: Well, | guess some guys just don't play well wit others, Toag. You can sometimes survive on 
instincts, like dat Will Smith guy in dat one zombie movie, but I'd rather have friends in low places in a time 


dominated by gang warfare! 


JT: Okay, well let's send it backstage as Lady Von Erik is interviewing one quarter of this Fatal 4-Way main 


event: Mr. Victory. Lady? 


Lady Von Erik: I'm here with the first ever North American champion, Mr. Victory. You're going up 
against the champ, The General, MC Slam, and Mighty Oak Glunderson, all of whom you spent almost a 
month with on the road, over in Europe, on Operation North American Title Recovery. What's your strategy for, 


um...Victory, tonight? 


Mr. Victory: First off, sugar ass, you tell the boys in the back to start calling me the North American 
champion because those three couldn't frog splash the ocean if they were stranded on a buoy! Second, why 
are these other guys involved? | was the fighting champion... went over to BF Europe...and | recovered that 


damn belt. 


LVE: Well, technically saying, The General sequestered it and then The Russian Rhino stole it and 


brought it back home... 


Mr. Victory: Are you dense or is that just an act? It's "technically... SPEAKING" sweetheart. Just sit 
back, drink your diet coke and vodka, and watch me school these clowns. Maybe afterwards, I'll, ugh, give you 


the ole' Gaston Victory Lap if you know what | mean... 


LVE: If that means a ride back or jump start, I'd be much obliged, man. My Sunfire has sure been giving 


me trouble... [Mr. Victory exits] ....Victory....so, you have my number? Wait! 


JT: It's called regular maintenance, Lady. Anyway, here comes Mr. Victory to a smattering of boos. 


CIC: Da dude is bred to be a champion...|'m callin’ it right now...he's taking home the gold, tonight in 


Winters! 


JT: MC Slam is out next to some rap song off his new album MOTOR HOME INVASION, clocking in at 
88 on the Adult Contemporary charts. And following MCSlam comes The Brawniest Brawny Man 


himself...Mighty Oak Glunderson! 


CIC: Soon to opening up his own line of flannel shirts, | hear. 


JT: Out last is the champ, The General, who is donning pro-oil spill BP trucker hat to go with his gas 
station attendant uniform...and come on, he is actually riding shotgun on the lap of his new escort, Kendra K. 


Krinklesac in her Rascal scooter. 


CIC: Talk about hated...dis town could give the key to the city to Victory if this keeps up! 


JT: Finally, The General evacuates the Rascal and gets into the ring, motioning the others to keep their 


distance as Kendra claps on! 


The General: Hear he, HEAR HE! Welcome to the reign of your new North American champion.... THE 
GENERAL! First off, you guys watch the San Francisco Giants?!? What is that? All you liberal loving fans out 
there know that if your San Fran Giants and MY New York Football Giants played a game of football...New 


York would win...every time! YEAHHHH! 


JT: | won't argue him on that...well, what would you call it... a point? 


The General: And America, how about those gas prices, huh? Hey, suckers who haven't learned to 


carpool or get your lazy asses out and bike...thanks for lining my fat pockets! 


CIC: Where is dis new, inflated ego coming from?! 


The General: And finally, before we start this main event that | will have no problem, hello, WINNING, a 


moment of silence for a great man in the gas world...Osama bin Laden! 


[boo00000! fart noises! Abba Zabba bars thrown into ring!!!! ARGHHH] 


The General: Sure, some things the man did were downright heinous, but the man had a knack for oil, 


am | right? And me, THE GENERAL, or T. GENERAL for short, am in the oil bus..... [boom!!] 


JT: Thank God. Before The General could continue his diatribe ALL THREE competitors converged on 
the champ and attacked him! MC Slam and Victory hold him up as Mighty Oak Glunderson goes up top for the 


Trembling Timber, a double axe handle chop to the chest. 


CIC: Now MC Slam hits his Drum & Bass finisher, a backbreaker-DDT combo, and Victory finishes him 


off wit a piledriver as they kick da General outta da ring!! 


JT: Now, the rules stipulate that the first pinfall wins...technically The General could never be pinned 
and lose his belt, which comes into play now as he’s nearly unconscious on the outside. The seat of his khaki 
pants have turned brown as the Champ soils himself on contact from his competitors...a sad day for the legacy 


of the North American belt. 


CIC: Glunderson has wasted no time, picking up Victory and putting him into a Torture Rack. 


JT: Surprisingly, MC Slam comes out of nowhere and kicks out Glunderson's leg, sending the logger 


reeling on top of Slam, but Victory falls on top of Glunderson...the ref counts... 


CIC: Jus a 2-count, Toag. If dey were smart, Glundy and Slam would combine forces to weaken Victory 


and to make da odds more in dair favor! 


JT: As Kendra comes rolling over to a fallen General, she motions to the ref that he may be seriously 
injured. Senior referee Timmy Tee pokes his head between the ropes, but Kendra blindsides him with a loaded 


nacho platter from Cinco de Mayo! The ref is out and Kendra hoists her man back on the Rascal... 


CIC: Meanwhile, MC Slam has Victory in a sleeper hold, but Glunderson comes over and puts MC 


Slam in a sleeper! Double sleeper! 


JT: Kendra has rolled The General over to the outside turnbuckle, and what the hell?! A lift appears 
from under a cut out portion of the mat and is hoisting the Rascal up to the top rope. What, did she rig this 
herself?! Referee Timmy Tee is still down as Kendra ascends to the top, straps The General in, and wow! She 


came crashing down, wheels first, on the trio of competitors in the ring! 


CIC: Yeah, it looks like some sorta hydraulic lift you'd see in commercial garages...how someone 


installed dat without us knowing is beyond me, Toag. 


JT: The loud crash has stirred the ref as Kendra positions the champ on top of the squashed heap of 
humanity and flings herself out of the ring through the first and second rope...the ref counts three and this is 
over! The General defends, but the assist goes to Kendra and her apparent knowledge of Jiffy Lube 


equipment. 


Kendra: Did someone say, Jiffy?! | use the chunky kind on my popcorns and krackel jacks! 


[Kendra picks up her battered champion and plants a wet one right on his lips] 


CIC: Get a room, cheaters! 


JT: Indeed. Those two make me ill. We were looking forward to a great back and forth match and all we 


got were Kendra shenanigans. 


CIC: Unfortunately, it was a night of villains, Toag. Soldier Britain, Turdukkendorf, and The General all 
took home victories, but dis laid back crowd is probably more excited for their free taco at Del Taco and 10 


dollars off the next Muse concert under dair seats! 


JT: Yeah, tonight's action sure put things in perspective. Perhaps Destigeddon matches should use two 
refs for each match? What is set in stone, though, is that in next week's Detonation, Rusty Parts and COBRA 
will be bringing you an explosive card, and one match already revealed is a non-title tag team match between 
the The Mac:Ratio and The Mega-er Powers, featuring the newly crowned DG Legend, Macho Man Randy 


Savage. For Lady Von Erik, Coney Island Carl, I'm Jeff Togo...goodnight from Winters, California! 


The feed cuts out as a clip is shown on screen in the arena of Dingo Danielson, drinking in a local Sacramento 
pub, being attacked by a group of PETA members, apparently offended by Dingo dressing up the kidnapped 
Uga as late Aussie television star, Steve Irwin. The leader of the group duct tapes Dingo to the barstool and 


runs off with the dog... 


DG News Ruljletin 


Kristen "Calves" Bell back on the scene with some huge news breaking from DestiGeddon offices in 


central Florida. 


Commissioner Noth has announced that he will be at Detonation 17 with news that will shake the foundation of 


the company. 


"After some long nights on my patio, I've mulled it over and talked with management about this 
decision. At Detonation 17, live from Fandon, Illinois, | will let the entirety of the Desti-Universe know 


my plans," Noth stated.” 


While nothing has been confirmed, rumors have been swirling all week, ranging from Noth stepping away from 


the company to the potential purchase of the company and a rebranding of the product. 


Not to be outdone, DestiGeddon management has finally unveiled plans for their end of season pay- 
per-view event, Solstice Showdown, to take place somewhere in either Arizona or New Mexico in late July. 
Already announced for the card is the eventual showdown between rival factions nWo and DX, along with 


other action packed matches. 


"Our plan is to give fans a resolution to most of the continuing conflict within DestiGeddon," a 
representative said. "This also includes title matches and most loose ends to be settled before the 
wrestlers go on break. Most everyone is tired from the constant touring, and we owe it to our loyal 
fanbase to cap off this inaugural year of DestiGeddon action with the two factions that started it all...the 


nWo and DX. Thank you." 


There you have it, fans, DestiGeddon will continue on strong through July with the promise of exciting matches 
to bring this first year to an end. Keep up with weekly Detonation episodes, Maelstrom shows, and updates 


from the news desk for everything to keep you in the know! 


AWESOME AUSSIES AWAY! 


*“a lone spotlight...an empty lectern...a quiet crowd** 


COBRA Commander: Good evening, folks. COBRA here, along with my main man, Rusty. 


Rusty “Parts” Jenkins: Greetings. This is a solemn episode of Maelstrom, coming live in Brisbane, 
Queensland from the Pat Rafter Arena. Commissioner Noth has fingered Trehern alone to atone for his 
miscreant treatment of the DestiGals division, and to make right by not just talking the talk, but walking the 


walk. 
COBRA: Shush, Parts, here he comes, that twit. 


**Trehern quietly approaches the lectern, removes some papers from a manila envelope, places on his lens- 


less reading glasses, and clears his throat** 


Trehern: Good evening, ladies and gentlemen. | appear here in one of the world’s greatest continents 
to make right so many wrongs. The Destigeddon Wrestling Company, LLC is a staunch supporter of women’s 
rights, as they are human rights. The DestiGals Division, founded by me, was a misogynistic, archaic, and 
frankly disgusting attempt at comedy and sexual harassment. It was wrong then, and the way we treat them 
now is wrong. Women shouldn’t be reserved to just ring-side announcers and escorts. THEY CAN BE 


WRESTLERS. EQUAL TO MEN. VYING FOR THE SAME CHAMPIONSHIPS. 


So from this day forward, and into the next millennium, the DestiGals Division will be hereafter titled the 


DESTIGALS WRESTLING DIVISION. And their belt... **lifts above his head** forged from the crystals of the 


Zebes Moon, the leather of Atalanta, and the platinum crown of Elizabeth the First, shall anoint the best, 


brightest, and most powerful women wrestler of ALL TIME! 


**crowd erupts in huge applause...lights fill the arena revealing a packed house** 


Figure 3.4: As mentioned, constructed from the crystals of the Zebes Moon, the leather of Atalanta, and the 


platinum crown of Elizabeth the First. 


Trehern: But its TOO BAD that I’ve already declared MYSELF the first ever DestiGals CHAMPION! 


“fhe boos rock the beams of the stadium...trash flies onto the stage... Trehern sulks his way down the 


gangway and into the ring...the DestiGals belt over his shoulder...he nods at the crowd** 


Trehern: Gosh, it looks like Noth’s plan worked! ** more boos from the audience** Little did he know 
re-establishing the DestiGals and using the High Rise Terrorizer as a whipping boy would crown ME your new 


QUEEEEEN! All shall love me and despair! 


RP: What a despicable Neanderthal! This man should be fired!! You can’t just declare yourself a 


champ!! 


COBRA: Oh gods, here comes Noth over the titantron! 


**feed cuts in** 


Noth: SO...you thought you had me there, didn’t you, Tredurf? Well, let me pose a question to you. 
How does a champ get dethroned? By fighting in a championship bout, of course! And what better way to 
begin the era of DestiGals Saturday Morning MegaClash, exclusively filmed across the great Australian 


continent, then with a No Fists Street Fight...NO DQ...NO MERCY! 


COBRA: Well, well, well. Looks like the predator has become the prey! My style of snare!! Trehern 
stands speechless in the ring holding the holiest of heirlooms with the DestiGals championship. Surely his 


declared status should be scrubbed from the record books! 


Noth: Any woman can become a champion TONIGHT. Just beat the shit out of Trehern, and pin him. 


No fists allowed by either party! 


RP: Well it looks like New Zealand MP Jacinda Ardern has graced us with her presence in the ref 


stripes, and this open call for the championship is under way. 


Trehern: Come ON! Any women in the back want to take me on?? No fists? No problem! | can 


Trehernicide the men AND the women! It’s an equal opportunity destroyer! TITLE 69!! WOOO! 


COBRA: Trehern is lucky the Aussies have free healthcare, ‘cause his Trehernicide lands him in the 


hospital more times than that guy has been filed on by the NOW. 


*“Don't Treat Me Like a Woman, Don't Treat Me Like a Man...Don’t Treat me Like you KNOW ME** 


RP: By the daughters of Medusa, it’s none other than the butt of every nWo joke! It’s CHYNA! 


COBRA: Trained by Killer Kowalski, Chyna is a former Intercontinental champ at that company up 
north. But tonight, it looks like she’s challenging Trehern for the Gals Championship. And dammit, | hope she 


gets it! 


RP: Chyna enters the ring, and gets into the face of Trehern. She towers over him, and he looks 


pissed as hell! 


COBRA: And he moves fast! He tosses the belt, and grabs Chyna around the waist in an attempted 
suplex. But the statuesque warrior doesn’t even budge! She quickly headbutts him, and Trehern tumbles back 


into the ropes and gets twisted into them! He’s been taking acting lessons from the Nature Boy. 


RP: Trehern eventually wrestles the ropes longer than he’s wrestled his opponent, and manages to get 
himself free. As the crowd continues to hurtle trash at him, Trehern angrily climbs up the metal steps, and 


mounts the top rope! Is he going for it?? 


COBRA: Yes, he leaps into the air for a Trehernic—CAUGHT IN MID AIR! Chyna has the lowlife over 


her shoulders like a sack a potatoes. And immediately into a jackknife powerbomb! UNBELIEVABLE! 


RP: She could go for the pin now, but she leans into the ropes and drops a powerful leg drop. Then an 
elbow drop! Then, no wait, she’s picked him up for more punishment!! The crowd has tossed the DestiGals 
belt back into the ring, and Chyna lays it flat into the middle of the ring...AND WOW! A Pedigree!! What a 


MOVE!! Trehern’s face is smashed into the plate of the championship belt!! 


COBRA: So this soulless scoundrel does bleed!! 


RP: As the blood gushes from Trehern’s forehead, Chyna maneuvers Trehern into a standing position 


and just LAYS Trehern into a bridging German suplex!! 


COBRA: MP Ardern lays out for the pin! 


THREE! 


RP: That'’s it!! The first LEGAL DestiGals Wrestling Champion is none other than CHYNA! Suck it, 


Trehern! 


COBRA: And suck it, nWo. Using a Triple H staple to crack the skull of the Solar Shithead really shows 


what team she runs with... 


RP: Looks like Chyna is grabbing the mic... 


Chyna: Listen up: You are strong. You are powerful. You are women. Now, girls, he’s all yours... 


COBRA: Oh no! The abuse does not stop here... Every women in the back, DG wrestler and 
employee alike, have started a parade from the back and are huffing it to the ring! Some of them are new 


faces, some established DG superstars, and ALL of them are pissed at Trehern. 


RP: Gol darn it if Emma Watson hasn’t shown back up, and just clotheslines the hell out of Trehern! 
COBRA: ...Samus Aran drops a mighty elbow from the top rope in her interstellar suit...absolutely 


painful. 


RP: ...dragging Trehern to the center ring, Hendricks is using her long red hairbraid to choke out the 


former DG champ... 


COBRA: ...Ooof, looks like Atalanta and Xena are tag-teaming to put Trehern through a gauntlet of 


Tombstone piledrivers... 


RP: And don’t forget Power Girl using her heat vision to light his jeans on fire... 


*“the episode finally fades out, but the women of the new DestiGals Wrestling Division continue to 
punish the Solar Sentinel editor into the wee hours of the Brisbane night...his tattered remains were eventually 


found on the dilapidated set of Baywatch: Down Under... ** 
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COBRA: And you know tonight is gonna be action packed, folks! Welcome to DETONATION, live from 


the La Louisiane Recreation Center here in Fort Polk South, Louisiana. I'm the FBI's NEW #1 most wanted, 


COBRA Commander, and this here, tonight, is Rusty "Parts" Jenkins. Parts, welcome back from Brisbane! 


RP: Thanks, Cob! We have some exciting news tonight, ladies and gentlemen. In two weeks, the 
Grand Nobleman is going to be up against the rumored "Mother of All Monsters" and SöL for DETONATION's 
main event. If you didn't catch it last week, the match between Panther and Turdukkendorf was cut short due 
to interference from the Nobleman. Nobleman's ally, the Ultimate Warrior, has been taken hostage by The 


Sorcerer Squad, so hopefully some questions will be answered soon... 


COBRA: But now, we see Main Secretary Ragin' Rash enter the rec center. Her clip board is ready, 


and it seems she has a very important message from the Commish. Let's listen in... 


Rash: As l'm sure you've seen from the news updates at DESTI-NEWS CENTRAL, the Commissioner 
has dropped some major news this week. But tonight, more news is to be revealed. With the North American 


belt solidly in the hands of the General, we need a new #1 contender... 


**Mr. Victory's theme interrupts** 


Victory: Hah HAH! Listen, o' most fairest of the MGMT wenches, look no further for that #1 contender, 
for |, Mr. Gaston VICTORY, will be the next North American champ, even if | have to arm wrestle every single 


man in Louisiana!! 


**crowd cheers, Victory enters ring with Rash** 


Victory: ...if there WERE any men here in Louisianal!!! 


**immediate boos** 


Victory: Now, Miss Rash, how about we see if note taking is the ONLY talent you have... 


**Ke$ha music blares, enter LABen** 


LABen: Hold up, bro. If my memory serves me correctly, you ineptly LOST the North American belt! On 
Maelstrom, no less!! | couldn't find a more incompetent man to hold the belt, and | have every connection in the 


business!! 


Victory: SCAMP!! How dare you talk to me like that! Will | have to steal another one of your girlfriends 


to shut you up!!! 


LABen: | TOLD YOU...!!!! **ahem** "Calves" never meant anything to me... 


Victory: HahahahahaHAH!! Sure, that's what all those tear-soaked, sticky love notes said. Now, what 


was your big plan here, tonight, LABitch!! 


LABen: Oh, good one, Gaston. Reminds me of the humor in Something Borrowed. Hudson's career- 
defining performance is only off-set by the film's glorious writing dynamics. And **SPOILER ALERT** she gets 


the guy in the end. 


**crowd starts to boo, then realizes moving pictures haven't come to Louisiana yet** 


LABen: Now, | want that #1 contender spot for the North American belt! And Rash... | WANT IT 


Rash: Well, as per my orders, | must now deliver the big news: The first two men to approach me about 
the North American belt must now compete in a Best of 3 Series!! The first match will be TONIGHT, with a 


submission ONLY contest! 


COBRA: What?? A best of three series to determine the #1 contender spot?? With LABen and Victory? 


What a night this is turning into!!! Let's cut to commercial and bring some tag-team action, when we return. 


80s cartoon podcast...tolerable when you NEED to waste time 


RP: And we're back folks, knee deep in a huge bout between Mac:Ratio and the Mega-er Powers. This 
non-title match has the fans on their feet, as Radical Red continues to bear hug Horatio Cane. Now we saw the 
Mac:Ratio successfully defend their titles at SLAMROCK against the New Age Outlaws. But why all of a 


sudden are the Powers out to get them? 


COBRA: Well, it's simple. The Outlaws are out of the picture, solidly locked in a jail cell somewhere for 
using a date rape drug in their pre-SLAMROCK shenanigans against MAC:RATIO. Oh, and a left hook to 
Bartram, courtesy of the Miami police lieutenant. After the huge win in the LEGENDS match, Macho Man is 
riding high, and he promised his tag partner AND his fans he was reaching for Macho greatness, so | suppose 


his first step is to gain the Tag Team Belts. 


RP: Cane tags in Taylor. Taylor takes the pained Bartram and starts to work the leg! He gets the 
Bodacious Blue Devil onto the mat and manages a tight ankle lock. Radical Red is howling, and Macho Man 
worries helplessly in the corner. Taylor twists the ankle more, but starts to lose his grip as Bartram attempts a 
reversal! But Cane has dragged Macho Man from the corner and slams his head onto the outer ring!! That has 


got to hurt! 


COBRA: The ref is now yelling at Cane and Savage to get back to their corners, and Radical Red has 
flipped over and released the ankle lock. He slings Taylor against the ropes and then delivers a mad upper cut, 


followed by his signature carpet snap!! The CLAY HIGH UPPERCUT!!! Red goes for the pin!! 


RP: But the ref is still distracted with the other members of the Powers and Mac:Ratio! Savage drop 
kicks Horatio, and then tosses him into the ring! Savage climbs the ropes and lands an atomic elbow on 


Cane's chest!!! Wow, what a flyer! But now, Red has Taylor in a crucifix powerbomb maneuver, and Savage 


climbs the ropes AGAIN and delivers a mighty leg drop from the top rope as Red drops Taylor to the mat!!! 


WOW!!! 


COBRA: | think they call that move the MEGAVERSE, but what do | know, | just hang out in my 


compound under Easter Island. Red goes for the pin!!! 


1...2...3!! 


RP: And the Mega-er Powers have upset the Tag Team Champs!!! What an unbelievable turn of events 
for this popular and now rising tag team relation between Macho Man Randy Savage and Radical Red Zach 


Bartram. Oh, looks Savage has some words to spout! 


Macho Man: OOOOhhhhh YEah! Get the work done, time to get some sun! What do you say, Mr. 


Red!? 


Radical Red: Mad props to my main man here. Macho Man, everybody!!! Now let's keep it real for a 
sec. We've taken down the champs, but we don't have those belts. Which means we'll be coming back for the 
po-po...and SOON. Meanwhile, Outsiders? Get off yah ass and come fight us!!! We didn't get enough 


beatdown time in Alliance back in February! Come out now, ‘fore the Powers drag you out! 


RP: And a major challenge to those nWo tag members, and also a future challenge for the tag team 


belts. The Mega-er Powers are here to stay and they’re taking names, wrestling fans! Now let's take another 


short cut to some sponsors and make some money... 
> wn 


VES HS niv 


COBRA: Welcome back, you worthless drones! Keep the hate mail to yourselves, because COBRA 


Commander is not going to back down, and will live in infamy FOREVER. 


RP: Uh, COBRA, is there something you'd like to share with the class? 


COBRA: I'm sorry, Parts, | just get so flustered when DG fans call for my assassination ON AIR!! It just 


really rattles me and kind of overlooks everything I've worked so hard to achieve. 


RP: Well, | doubt universal terror is an "accomplishment", but let's move on to the main event. In the 
first of what could be THREE matches, the Hollywood Hombre LABen and the Golden Giant Mr. Victory are 
going to have to submit one another to win the match. No DQ. No pinfall. Submit ANYWHERE! Now where do 


you think their heads are at at this crossroads, COBRA? 


COBRA: Huh? Sorry, looking over my shoulder. I'll tell you, Victory is probably still thinking about 
banging Ragin’ Rash, while LABen is probably thinking about banging a DVD copy of THE SOCIAL 
NETWORK. In any case, this should be an exciting match and the first submission match here at 


DESTIGEDDON! 


RP: Well, the combatants are in the ring, and we see LABen/Victory lock up! Victory starts with a knife- 
edge chop to the chest, and then another. A left hook to LABen's face, and then a powerful belly-to-belly 
suplex. What an athlete! Although LABen's Italian suit is a little tattered, he manages to stand up and raise his 


fists. 


COBRA: LABen drives his boot into Victory's gut, and then grabs his neck and attempts a vertical 
suplex! The Hollywood Hound-Dog places the Golden Giant's legs on the top rope, then DDTs him into the 


mat!!! Wow, painful. 


RP: LABen now has Victory in a position to take advantage. LABen goes for the sharpshooter!!! Victory 
roars in pain, but starts to reverse! LABen, trying to hold onto his Starbucks coffee, stumbles and loses his 
grip! Victory kicks LABen's legs out from under him, and LABen hits the floor. Now Victory spins around and 


wraps a reverse chinlock on the Movie-Going Mauler!!! 


COBRA: LABen is starting to drift into sleep, but not before we hear the music of The General, who enters 
the arena in his vintage army tank!!! What a toad!! The General, with belt on, stumbles into the ring and 


hammers his big boot into the face of Victory!!! 


RP: The General then climbs the ropes at a sloth's pace and prepares his mighty melt!!! 


COBRA: But not before Victory rams his shoulders in the turnbuckle, forcing the General to fall off to 


the outside of the ring and land directly into his own Mountain Melt!!! Mmmmm....hot, steaming pain! 


RP: While Victory trash-talks the General from the ring, LABen has come to and grabs the arms of 
Gaston and places him in an abdominal stretch, known as the Los Angeles Elongation!! Victory attempts to 


grab the ropes, but LABen drags him to the middle of the ring!!! Now Gaston has NO WHERE to go!!! 


COBRA: Gaston is having trouble breathing, and slowly, taps LABen on the shoulder. The ref calls it 
and this match is over!!! LABen has won the first of three matches on the road to the North American 


Championship! Oh, and LABen doesn't waste any time!! He runs and leaps over the top rope to body splash 


RP: And that's not all. I've just got word the second match in the series is going to be a mixed tag team 
bout, with LABen and Christina Hendricks versus Gaston Victory and...MGMT secretary Ragin’ Rash!!!! That 


steamy match will be in a few weeks!!! 


COBRA: And with that, let's say farewell to Fort Polk South, LA, and get pumped for DETONATION 


17!! I'm COBRA Commander (TERROR!) and this is Rusty Jenkins...GOOD NIGHT! 


DESTIGEDDEN 


NATION 


DECOMMISSIONED 


[Bentley Powers and Triple H backstage] 


HHH: Listen, Bentley, you know it, | know it, these people know.... [looks around]....they know it. This 
war with the nWo is only gonna heat up and they know we are at least two men down. AT LEAST! And who 


knows about Shawn and his injuries? 


Bentley: H, | got it figured out. | mean, have you seen Savage and Radical Red? Those are the types of 


guys we need to recruit. Hey man, | get it. | loved Ass and Road Dogg just like you. But we have to move on... 


HHH: Yeah, Hogan and crew do have it out for Savage...and the dude is a legend. DX needs the power 
back. The Megaer Powers will beat The Outsiders tonight, and me and you are gonna give these Midwest fans 


a show they won't soon forget! 


[cuts back to announce booth] 


Jeff Togo: Believe it not, fans, we are smack dab in the middle of nowhere. Literally. The former capital 
of Forgottonia...Fandon, Illinois, here at the lovely Archer-Bethel Cemetery and Memorial Fairgrounds. With me 


as always is the best in color, the liaison of layin’ it down...Coney Island Carl. Carl? 


Coney Island Carl: Seriously Toag, who da f*** books these venues? FANDON?! There are five 
cemeteries in this frickin’ town, and no traffic lights. | may have flunked out of KCC Statistics, but correlation 


anyone? 


JT: | think your p-value is way too high. P-value? Is that right? [mumbling, getting softer]....doesn't 


sound right. Unhhh, huh, anyway. Tonight, we promise to bring you nonstop action with enough twists and 


turns that if this were a game of Twister, you'd be probably be having sex, twice, at the same time, and not 


even know it! 


CIC: Yeah, as many a youse may know, Commissioner Greg Noth, huh, if we can still call him dat, says 
he has a big announcement for tonight's main event, as well as a surprise musical guest that has been setting 


up on the other side of da field. 


JT: Yes indeed, rumors have been swirling all week about what exactly Commissioner Noth has to tell 
us, but the dirt sheets have been pouring in all week, and most agree. Regardless of what's going on, a family 


friend has reportedly leaked that Noth will no longer be Commissioner...effective TONIGHT! 


CIC: My theory? Someone in da company, maybe a wrestler, maybe an announcer...who knows...has 
dirt on the Commish and is blackmailing him to step down! Why else would he be doing it? He has da 


power...in fact, some, like Trehern and Panther, have even accused him of having too much power. 


JT: Alright, well here come The Megaer Powers out for their match against The Outsiders. Carl, Macho 
Man and Radical Red scored the monumental upset over the longstanding champions The Mac:Ratio last 
week, and it's pretty much a lock that if they can beat The Outsiders, they will earn another match, but this time 


for the belts. Can The Megaer Powers do it? 


CIC: Not only dat, but Macho Man surprised everyone by beating Hogan and Flair in da Legends match 
at Slamrock. He won da respect, several hundred free Legends pizzas from Dominos, and is now parlayin' dat 


into tag team success. 


JT: Yeah, | think it's only a matter of time before this balanced team of youth and exuberance and in 
ring smarts surpasses the mighty tag team division and becomes a very serious threat to The Mac:Ratio. Well, 
The Outsiders music hits, and what is this? Of course...they are flanked by the entire nWo...Hollywood Hogan, 
Trehern with that garish, homemade Losers belt, and The Giant, who for some reason is carrying a large card 


table. 


CIC: Hmmm, looks like Poker night as Hogan, Trehern, and Giant are sitting down ringside and dealin’. 


Hall and Nash are in da ring and callin’ for da mic... 
Scott Hall: Unhhh, uh-Uh---Uh, U-Hey-YO! Fandon, you know what time it is.... 
Fandon crowd: SURVEY TIME! 
Hall: That's right, survey time. So, everyone tell me...who's here to see.....Savage-and-Red?! 
[mixed cheers] 
Hall: Okay, okay. | see. And who's all here to see.....the-nWo?!! 
[slightly louder, drunker mixed applause/cheer] 
Hall: Okay. Results are, ugggh, in. SURVEY SAYS...... a... 
Kevin Nash: No chads, no wammies, no chads, no wammies, ha! 
Hall: ONE MORE......for da good guys! 


JT: And with that the match is under way as Radical Red squares up with Hall, and on the outside it 
looks like The Giant wants to play Hearts, but Trehern's explanations of the four player standard seem to be 


futile. 
CIC: I've played with Hogan before. Saw him shoot the moon and shave both his legs simultaneously. 


JT: Well, watch out, because Radical Red has shaken off Hall and hip tossed him outside as Kevin 
Nash makes the phantom tag and clotheslines Red. He's got Red backed into the corner and delivers a mighty 
Diesel Splash, using all of Nash's momentum to squish Red between the turnbuckle and his large frame! 


Ouch! 


CIC: Nash sets Red up for da big boot, but Red swats away his leg at da last second, and dives down 


to cut Nash's plant leg...great maneuver! 


JT: Red now crawls back to his corner, tags in Macho Man who unleashes hell upon Nash, putting him 
in the corner for 10 Big Right Hands. The crowd erupts and starts cheering as The Giant finally gets fed up and 


flips the table. 


Hogan: Hey, big man, those poker chips came as a set! Special order from Brunei, dude! Real zebra 


hooves! If one of them is lost, Giant.... 


JT: The Giant shrugs off Hogan's faulty geographical threats and folds up the table! Just then, Nash 
kicks Savage in the groin and is able to tag Hall back in. Hall throws Savage into the ropes, setting up for the 
fallaway slam, but Savage suddenly reverses it as The Giant flips up the card table over his head and against 


the ropes, nailing Hall! 


CIC: Da Giant was so flustered by the card game, he had his back turned and didn't even look up to 


see who he hit! Unfortunately for da nWo, Savage reversed and Hall is out! 


JT: Savage takes quick advantage, DDT's Hall and rolls him up for the three count! Thanks to The 
Giant's carelessness, The Megaer Powers win! Two straight wins over arguably the two best tag teams in the 


company! They have to get a title shot now! 


CIC: But look out because the celebration is short lived! Trehern storms the ring and lights up Red with 
a shot over da head with his makeshift belt, while Hogan eye rakes Savage and gives him da leg drop! Now all 


five nWo members are gangin' up on da MP's. 


[TIME TO PLAY THE GAME!!!!] 


JT: That music means only one thing...yes. Here comes DX, led by Destigeddon Heavyweight Champ 
HHH, and with him Bentley Powers and the mysterious masked man from a couple of weeks ago, armed with a 


chair! 


CIC: It's a fair fight now as a complete donnybrook has broken out across the stage and over the 
fairgrounds and into da cemetery! Da masked man winds up and BOOM! Nails Trehern square over da head 


with his chair! 


JT: The Megaer Powers are taking extreme liberty to the nWo swarm attack and are hauling The Giant 
across the field. Red has his hands while Savage has his feet and they swing him....back and forth near those 
tombstones! [crash!] After three mighty swings, they hurl him into the tombstone of the recently deceased 


Donal Terrierscode of Chicago! The large head stone falls to pieces as The Giant has been laid out! 


CIC: Fans, dis has gotten outta control as now local authorities and security are scrambling to maintain 
control for the safety of da fans. Man, Hall is now slammin' Powers' head into a casket. We gotta go to 


commercial... 


He built an empire These cops are going 


PRE $ lo Bring him down. 
a 


See you in hell, cop show nonsense! 


JT: Alright, we are back as security is still trying to hold apart the nWo and DX as the police try and 


corral all the fans back to their seats. 


CIC: Yeah, dis got ugly real quick. Worse den when, ugh, Toag's sister gets too many Landsharks in 


her. 


JT: While I think she's actually a Corona girl, that's not the point. DX and nWo are still going at it, The 
Giant is not moving and security is hauling The Megaer Powers away. And what's that? The Commissioner's 


music hits and Fandon about loses their minds! 


Comm. Noth: Good evening, Illinois! Now, now, let's just get this out of the way. Did anyone like what 
they saw tonight out of The Megaer Powers? Okay. Radical Red. Macho Man. You guys have your Tag Title 


shot against The Mac:Ratio the next time they fight. 


Crowd: Yeaahhhhhh, love that team, cheer, applause, FERVOR!! 


Noth: But, | can tell by all of your jaws and bated breath that that wasn't the big news you wanted to 


hear. Oh, no. Tonight...my friends...marks the beginning of a new era for this company. 


CIC: Just tell us, Noth! 


Noth: When | started watching wrestling, way back in the day, it was guys like Andre the Giant, Ricky 
Steamboat, and even you Macho and you Hogan, that inspired me to work hard, take my vitamins, love my 


family, and try my damnedest to reach the level of stardom that my heroes did. While | love this position... 


JT: Really emotional stuff as an unnamed female joins him on stage. 


Noth: ...the action...the glory....and MY DREAMS....lay in that ring! So, starting tonight, | am stepping 


down as Destigeddon Commissioner and henceforth will be wrestling for....you guys! 


JT: You hear that, Carl? Noth is stepping down! And he's wrestling? | mean sure, he looks in shape, but 


he'll be going up against guys 6 and 7 inches taller than him! And who is that by his side? A lady friend?! 


Noth: Hey, | can hear you guys through my ear piece, Jeff. Good call, though. Who is this with me? 
Well, management couldn't help but remind me that when | signed my Commish contract, there was a clause 
implemented that said that if | stepped away for any reason, | could hand pick my successor. Even if | was 


fired, | still have a say in the man....or woman...that would replace me. 


CIC: Not to sound sexist Toag, but if he's insinuatin' what | dink he is...nah. Women can't run wrestling. 


It's not in dair RNA or DNA. None of dair NA. 


Noth: So, please give a warm, Midwestern round of applause to my longtime girlfriend and that 


Saturday Morning MegaClash Manager down in Australia...Jennifer Juneau! 


Jen Juneau: Thank you Greg and thank you fans for being so supportive! Yes, | am a wrestling fan and 
yes | have a personal relationship with the former Commish here...but in no way will | play favorites. No sir-ree, 


Bob! 


CIC: My ass! I've seen dis in other companies...Noth will rise to the top quicker den Sponge Bob's 


basketball! 


JJ: In fact, | will continue the tradition set by my boyfriend that puts the fans first! You guys want action? 


I've got action! I've got lots of things stored up in this pretty little head of mine... 


Noth: And hey, guys, nWo, DX, calm down. 'Specially you, Triple H. This concerns you. 


[nWo and DX briefly stop commotion] 


JJ: Tonight, because this is such a momentous occasion...HHH will defend the Heavyweight title right 
here in Fandon! And anyone under Destigeddon contract is eligible! All of our names have been thrown in a 
hopper and a name will be chosen momentarily. It could literally be anyone...the refs, the announcers, 


even...myself and management. The luck of the draw, as they say. 


JT: Is she serious? Even me and you, Carl?! 


JJ: Well, we're gonna hit another commercial, but after the break get ready because we have a surprise 


set up on the other side of the field. A musical guest that'll rock the house down! Yeahhhh! 


he SIE 
o i 


Happy Endings--ABC's watchable again! 10PM Wed nights! 


JT: Okay we're back. Let's reset the table: The Megaer Powers get a title shot, Commissioner Noth 
steps down and appoints his girlfriend, Jennifer something-or-other as the new Commish...nWo attacks the 
Powers causing DX to defend Red and Macho and furthering the brawl....Macho and Red throw The Giant into 


a tombstone and have been kicked out of the cemetery for the rest of the evening. Is that all, Carl? 


CIC: You forgot the itsy-bitsy minute detail of our champ, Triple H, havin' to defend his belt against a 


lottery drawn opponent. Could be any wrestler, referee, announcer or management type. Crazy stuff. 


JT: All | know is that I'd be fighting in this JC Penney two piece and not much else. Well looks like the 
sound guys are all ready to go, and so are we. Look across the field, fans...performing their world renowned hit 


"Seventeen".... WINGER!!! 


CIC: Man dis jam is rockin’, Toag! But, what the f*$#?! The drummer just fell down...what's goin' on?! 


[record scratch, silence, followed by Metallica] 


JT: It's Panther and he seems hell bent on taking out every member of Winger with that...what is that? 


An oboe? 


CIC: Whatever woodwind it is it looks like it hurts like hell! 


JT: Panther has completely taken out the band as he poses over Kip and eventually drops the amp 


across his sternum. 


Panther [on mic]: You think...| wanted to do that? | mean, those guys suck, but everyone was having a 
good time...or...wait. THIS. SHOW. IS.ABOUT. WRESSSSTLING!!! Say it with me, Illinois...wresssss-a- 


linnnng! 


JT: Is this guy set out to ruin everything about this company or what? 


Panther: And how about this lottery set up by Noth's bottom puppet, huh?! You people actually think... 
me, Panther, has a shot of getting that random pull for the belt? Random, huh? Who wants to bet that Noth is 


lacing up right now, waiting to hear his name "randomly" announced as the contender? 


CIC: Wah, wah, wah, Panther. Where is security now when ya need 'em? 


Panther: And Jesus, folks, I'm not here for more than 20 damn minutes and whadda-ya-know....DX, 
nWo...DX...nWo...hey management, Noth, and whatever family members you have suckling from your teet and 
molding as future cogs...there are other guys on the roster. Guys like Caleb Trane...Chetty Thornberg...those 
Below Me guys. Talent. Wasting the days away while you old farts hog the spotlight. Hogan, you look like you 
should be chasing away guys like Below Me from dating your daughters...not wrestling them! And Flair. Christ 
Flair. What happened to you, friendo? You look like a House of Wax statue during a rolling blackout in 


summer. 


**somewhere in North Carolina, Ric Flair spits out his Busch Lite in rage** 


[Commissioner Juneau comes back out] 


JJ: Greg told me you were difficult. | should fire you right now...where is your handler, Madison Rayne? 


Panther: Ohhhh yeah, that. Come on out, honey. 


[Madison comes out in baggy sweatpants and a large Western Illinois sweatshirt] 


Panther: You see, | listen, lady. I've a family to feed, so I'll play by your sheep rules. Or, was that, 
Greg's rules? Think for yourself, Jenny. And while you're at it...no more tag team matches for me. No 
nonsense. | choose who | want to associate myself with. If anybody. Thanks for the hand last week Nobleman, 
if you're watching, but Panther runs solo. And, y'know, Madison here will keep me in check just as long as you 


don't cross me. 


JJ: You're an employee, Panther. What part of that don't you get? 


Panther [blankly staring]: In the end, sweet, sweet Jenny...aren't we all...employees? Come, Madison. 


Bring the Town & Country around....quoth the Panther....everlasting!! 


JT: And just like that, the new Commish storms off the stage while Panther and Madison leave the 


carnage of Winger behind them. After the break, Triple H's opponent is revealed! 


WIU: We're a real school! 


JT: We are back and Triple H has come to the ring and is awaiting the announcement of tonight's 
challenger for the belt. It looks like Commissioner Juneau is readying the hopper on the big screen. But Carl, 


just what do you make of Panther's erratic behavior and do you think the company is really out to get him? 


CIC: Not in da least. Panther probably can't handle a handful of losses and dat's exactly what's 
happened. He's lost lately, and instead of blamin' himself internally he is shiftin' it back on those around him. 


Classic denial for a guy that's clearly a little bit off da rails. 
JT: | can agree with that. Let's send it to Commissioner Juneau backstage! 


JJ: Okay, well the hopper is going and let's pull a name. And just so there is no doubt at all, let me hold 


it up to the camera: 
"DINGO D. DANIELSON!" 
CIC: Dingo?! Last time we saw him, he was duct taped to that bar stool by those rabid PETA guys! 
[Kylie Minogue music blasts across the tombstones] 


JT: Here he comes, but noticeably alone. No Soldier Britain and more importantly, no Uga, who was 


dog napped by PETA after Dingo initially napped him from Goldberg! 


CIC: Dis is great, Toag. No sign of DX guys or nWo or Dingo's partner in crime, Soldier Britain. Dis 


should be solid mano y mano action. Dingo's got da mic! 


Dingo Danielson: OYYYYYY! Welcome ta Thunda'Dome, Aitch Aitch Aitch! Consit'uh y'reign over, 


mate! Dingo's gon take the gol' and beat dat bloody nut Gol'berg five times ova wit it! 


JT: Uh oh, look out, HHH wasting no time as he knees Dingo in the head as he's getting in the ring. He 
drags him to the center, underhooks both arms and bam! Pedigree finisher! The Pedigree unleashed just 


seconds into the match. The ref counts! 


CIC: | dink Dingo talked longer than the match lasted, Toag. Holy crap! 


JT: Triple H celebrates as he tries to leave the ring, but here comes Soldier Britain to cut him off! He 
quickly dispatches Britain but Dingo reaches over the ropes and grabs HHH back in and levels him with an 


uppercut! 


CIC: They are tag teaming pretty nasty at this point. Where's DX? 


JT: You're right...Bentley and that masked man with the chair are nowhere to be found...but wait...the 


crowd erupts as....Mighty Oak Glunderson comes down the ramp....the odds are even now! 


CIC: Mighty Oak takes his axe handle and scatters Dingo and Britain off of HHH....but look out! 


JT: Glunderson just nailed HHH with the axe!! He's now high fiving Dingo and hugging Britain. It looks 


like Glundy has turned on these fans and aligned himself with All the King's Forces! What of this, Carl?! 


CIC: Well, | guess we did forget dat Glunderson was Canadian...and really, after seeing he couldn't 


even beat The General, his options were probably narrowin' fast! 


JT: This is just sick! All three men cower over HHH as Soldier Britain drapes himself with the Union 
Jack. But business is about to pick up, because better later than never...here comes Goldberg!! He storms the 
ring, knocks out Glunderson, jack-knifes Dingo, but Britain comes over the back with the axe handle and 


Goldberg is down as yes....here come DX. Powers and the mystery man! 


CIC: All three members of King's Forces clear out and Bentley rushes over to da shaken HHH and 


Goldberg revs up, tasting revenge as he was dat close to destroying the dudes responsible to takin’ his dog. 


JT: Slowly, Goldberg turns back around as HHH and Bentley are staring back at him. Looks are 
exchanged but no one is saying a word. Now, Goldberg screams, points at the mystery man.....who takes off 


his mask. My god! My....it's.... 


CIC: X-Pac! X-Pacl!!! 


JT: Goldberg looks like he approves, smiles at HHH and nods slowly. And....Goldberg and HHH shake 
hands! Has DX just gained a permanent ally in the fight against the nWo? And one of the original members of 
DX from the 90's...X-Pac is back with the crew! Huge news! Fans, we gotta run...I'm Jeff Togo, that's Coney 


Island Carl....goodnight from Fandon!! 


TEES EPISODE OF DETONATION IS DEDICATED TO THE LIFE OF 
MACHO MAN RANDY SAVAGE 


MACHOIMAN RANDY SAVAGE 


WE KNOW YOURE DROPPING AN ELBOW FROM THE RING UP 
IN THE SKY. 
GOGOO00H YEAARREE!! 
November 15, 1952 - May 20, 2011 


RADICAL RED SAYS GOODBYE 


Horace Smith: We now welcome fans joining us live in progress after that stellar Estonia League Bocce 


Ball regional, which saw Hesterkuyk BC outlast Baltick Ballers in extra balls. This is Maelstrom...that's Jeff 
Worthington, and we are coming to you from coastal Safi, Morocco in the Complexe Sportif. Jeff, how the heck 
are ya? 

Jeff Worthington: Did you know there's a town here called Casablanca?! Did you...do you kn...do you 
know the movie I'm talking about, Horace? 

Horace: Yeah, it's pretty... 


JW: And how about an original name, Morocco? Complexico de Sportif, eh? Come on, that's just 


Sports Complex in Morocci. 


Horace: Wow, Jeff, you're ALL over the place tonight, but | really don't blame you. We are coming at 
you mid match as Chet Thornberg and Caleb Trane go back and forth. Earlier tonight, Sake Bomb defeated 
the teams of Team Hadouken and Below Me, when Noah Brixx tried to bring a Jaeger Bomb in the ring for a 


toast, but the darn thing exploded in Ken's face, while Laotian Jeff saw the opening for the pin. 


JW: Was that what was going on down there? All those Asians and college kids in costumes...| thought 


a comic book convention was under way. 


Horace: No, still just good old fashioned wrestling, Jeff. Tonight's win now makes three in a row for 
Sake Bomb...any chance they will be in line to wrestle for the belts at Solstice Showdown...if they don't have 


them already by July's end? 


JW: Horace, I've never been a fan of tag teaming my entire life. All my ingenious, well documented life, 


this bird has flown...solo. 


Horace: We are literally famous for our epic adventures together, Jeff. Are you kidding me right now? 


JW: Ohhh, | didn't realize someone penned a Horace Smith opening croon. Perhaps you can be 


Veronica Mar's sackboy in Season 5...oh wait, that young lady couldn't last past the THIRD season. 


Horace: Hey, you're not all pixie sticks and gold dust yourself, there, Jeff. We are in frickin' Morocco, 


mind you. 


JW: Yeah, did | mention the Casablanca sign, already? 


Horace: Fervently, Jeff. Anyway, Chet regains the upper hand in this nice display of technical chain 
wrestling, but Trane quickly reverses the hammerlock, gets back control, and with his hands locked around the 
waist of Thornberg, Caleb Trane uses his backflip momentum to hurl both head over heels, with Trane's body 


weight crushing Thornberg to the mat. | believe that's his new finisher, The Software Upgrade. 


JW: Thornberg'll be down longer than Jimmy Stewart's monologues in Casablanca. 


Horace: Halliwell’s begs to differ, but the ref counts three and this one is finished. Caleb Trane collects 
a crucial win as the audience disapproves, and wait. Look at the top of the ramp...Panther is here with Madison 


Rayne, and the painted one is just slowly applauding with a slight grin on his face. 


JW: A deserved meek applause | think is appropriate in this instance. | mean, it is Caleb Trane were 


talkin’ about here. Jake "The Snake" Roberts isn't stumbling through that curtain... 


Horace: But still, | think that marks the first time in Destigeddon history that Panther has approved 
of...well, anything, Jeff. Trane catches wind of his onlooker and appears to be more baffled than we are. Just 


as fast, Panther disappears backstage as Trane timidly follows suit. 


JW: Professionally, | like Panther. He shows up whenever, treats Madison like she's not on a horribly 
dry, 60's based period drama, and is being labeled as a destructive wild card. Labeled by me, of course. | just 


made that up. 


Horace: It's not that far off. At this juncture, Panther has made enemies with management, DX, and the 
nWo. | don't think he's crossed paths with the Horsemen, but even their fraternal ways would probably draw 


the ire of the self-proclaimed, "Beacon of Reason and Deacon of Treason." 


JW: He told me once what that meant in a Perkins. Something about seeing through the cog-laced 
malarkey and being able to break away from the standards of established business and livelihood. His quotes, 


obviously not mine. 


Horace: Well here comes a group that certainly wants Panther's head on a silver platter...DX is coming 
to the ring in full force as the fans go bonkers. Triple H, being flanked by Bentley Powers and X-Pac, grabs the 


mic. 
Triple H: Billy Goldberg. Paging Goldberg! Get out here, son! 


Horace: The pyro lights up the Complexe as Goldberg makes it to the ring, setting himself up on the far 


side away from DX. 


Triple H: First and foremost, Bill, for what you did at Detonation last week...me, Powers, and Pac all got 


two words for ya.... ..... thank you. 


Bentley Powers [taking mic]: And to show our gratitude, we have a little arrangement we'd like to make 


with you. Let me ask you, who, or what, do you hate most? 


Goldberg: Rahhhhh! Those foreign "dick-lomats" that shit all over my great university. Soldier Britain 


and his two man servants...Dingo and Glunderson. 


Triple H: We thought you'd say that, and honestly | think we can scratch your back and you can scratch 
ours. Obviously, you know we have that 5-on-5 elimination match at Solstice Showdown against those bag- 
and-tag, gangland warfare punks, the nWo. But, as you probably heard from Jen Lawrence or Lady Von Erik 


back there.... 


X-Pac: Meow and double meow! 


Triple H: Nice. Anyways, as you heard, the Outlaws have been ruled out of the match due to legalities 
beyond our control. And with HBK not knowing if he'll make it, me and Powers had to scratch and claw to 


convince Pac to get back in the ring. | guess what I'm getting at is that we only have three healthy bodies... 


Powers: | got this, H. How'd you like to join us and fight the good fight. Think about it, Goldberg. You'll 
be fighting in the main event of the biggest extravaganza in the summer. Against all those guys you hate-- 
Hogan, Hall, Nash...all of ‘em. If you join us right now, I'll guarantee that we will assist you in taking down All 


the Kings Forces and getting Uga back from PETA. Does that sound like a deal or what? 


Horace: As they shake hands and welcome in the newest DX member, Muse plays over the loud 
speaker and here comes All the Kings Forces--Britain, Dingo, and Glunderson are out on the ramp, waiting to 


pounce. 


JW: Glunderson has the mic...how many ham steaks you think that guy ate this morning? 


Glunderson: First off, I'm not gonna sit here and feel that | owe anyone an explanation as to why | laid 
out HHH last week other than the fact that | just plain don't like guys like you. Guys like him that go behind your 
back in the locker room, screwing over the younger talent, and never relinquishing the silver spoon. Then, as 
some sort of twilight reparation period, Triple H doubles as this fun loving prankster that fans eat up like double 


thick maple cream of wheat. 


JW: That sounds like an amalgamation of five things | might eat if this was still 1800's frontier America. 


Glunderson: So | thought about my career, made my bed with these two guys that have fought for titles 
and are clearly the future of the company. This isn't the 90's DX...and we are ending this "bro party"...RIGHT 


NOW! 


Horace: The foreign trio start to charge the ring as DX prepares for the assault, but the titantron turns 


on and the new Commissioner, Jen Juneau, yells "HOLD ON, GUYS!" 


Commissioner Juneau: Just a darn second, you animals! Now | couldn't be in Safi tonight for the event, 
but that doesn't mean my authority doesn't cross the Atlantic. Triple H, as the current champion, | have other 
plans for you in the coming weeks, but in just two weeks at Detonation 19 from suburban Chicago, | am 


ordering Bentley, X-Pac, and Goldberg to fight All the Kings Forces in an especially themed tag match! 


Soldier Britain: En'jes wuh migh' that be, y'durry wench?! 


Juneau: Good evening to you, too, Mr. Britain. Well, my wheels got to turning and | came up with the 
perfect cross-promotional battle for the city by the lake. It's DX vs. All the King's Forces...in a Tables, Ladders, 
Bears, and Cubs match. Throughout the arena, you'll encounter steel folding chairs, poorly assembled wooden 
tables, and irate and raging Chicago Bears and Cubs players, ready to dispatch anybody and anyone. How's 


that for a showdown? 


Goldberg: Hey lady, you see what | did up in the Liberty Bowl last winter? Consider this an encore! 


Horace: That sounds official, guys. DX vs. ATKF in two weeks up in Illinois. Jeff, your thoughts as we 


head to commercial break? 


JW: I don't think Traceyy Sosa or Ryne Sandberg are in any condition to be wrestling. Or Ditka. 


Horace: I'm not sure you were listening, but we'll be right back with "Radical Red" Zach Bartram. 


Talk to Bret Hart! Seriously. 9PM Tuesdays--Hitman and Groberman! 


[Radical Red comes out to Pomp and Circumstance, dressed to the nines in neon gear to honor the fallen spirit 


of Macho Man Randy Savage] 


Radical Red: You know, Morocco, it's been twenty years since | remember seeing my first Macho Man 
match, and me thinking, leaping off couches...that's what | wanna do. That's who | wanna be. And for eight 
terribly brief months, | was able to share the ring, share matches, and work together in The Mega-er Powers 
with that very man. | know everyone here, in this arena tonight, felt the magic of Macho and knows that without 


him, this business wouldn't nearly be as electrifying and eccentric. 
[almost everyone in the stands rises and applauses, chanting "Macho! Macho! Macho!"] 


Radical Red: As you all kKnow...me and Macho won our last match together against The 
Outsiders...earning us a tag title shot. | do believe, that through hard work, attention to detail, and 
perseverance, it was only a matter of weeks that we took those belts from The Mac:Ratio. However, | think it's 
only appropriate that with Macho's ascent into the heavens he take with him the great name brand of The 


Mega-er Powers.... 
JW: Is he retiring? Seriously, is Red hanging up the sneaks? 


Radical Red: But knowing the Madness, he would want the spirit and drive of the team to live on! He 
would want me to continue to pour sweat and dedication into a title run...and he would want that to 
continue... TONIGHT! So without further ado, let me introduce to you my new tag team partner, a guy who was 


more than willing to answer my call and accept this responsibly amidst this dire tragedy... 
"Hacksaw" Jim Duggan!! 


[Hacksaw comes out with his two-by-four waving, letting out patriotic "HO's!" throughout the arena] 


Hacksaw: HOOOOOO! Glad to be here, Red. Anything for a former great friend and wrestler, and 


hopefully, a future one, too. HOOOOOO! 


Radical Red: Thanks, Duggan. But what to call this perfect union of youthful determination and 
seasoned veteran prowess? Like | said, | mulled over keeping the team name, even tinkering with it...calling us 
"The New Mega-er Powers." But fans, from the ashes rose the phoenix that will be your new tag team 


champions...real soon. "Radical Red" Zach Bartram. "Hacksaw" Jim Duggan. Introducing... 


"Radical Red White & Blue." 


JW: Radical Red White n Blue? Hmmm, | think that leaves that susceptible to vast one-ups-manship. 


You wanna bring in a ringer tag team? BOOM. REDDER Red White n Blue. 
Horace: | think the name is just fine and Red has honored Macho Man to the fullest. 


Radical Red: So let's hear it, Safi! You wanna see a title match or what? Mac and Horatio... know you 


guys are back there...come to the ring and let's do this! 


Horace: Wow, and just like that the music hits and here comes The Mac:Ratio. We are now getting 
word that this match has been sanctioned...Hacksaw has passed all the physicals...Jeff, this match is for the 


Destigeddon Tag Team titles. Can you believe that? 


JW: | believe in mood rings, Middle Earth, a female David Bowie existing, and the Shamrock Shake 
eventually becoming a year round phenomenon. Pffft. Something tells me | can believe four men fighting it out 


for two decorative pantaloons accessories. 


Horace: All right, well we're under way as Hacksaw and Horatio start things up, with Hacksaw cornering 
Horatio against the turnbuckle, winding up and delivering a double axe handle chop to the chest! Ouch! He 
quickly rolls away, tags in Mac, who is immediately met by a clothesline, then another! Mac sidesteps and 


kicks out Duggan's leg to stop the onslaught. 


JW: How old is Duggan? I'm going to guess anywhere from 40-70, but there's still a chance that's 


wrong. No one that young is unhip enough to still rock the patriotic colors. It's all about hipster anti-culture with 


these youths. Have you seen that CW channel, Horace? | bet not one of those heathens even knows about 


"The Star Spangled Banner." 


Horace: You may be right, but Mac is really working over Hacksaw, pulling on his arms as he digs his 
knee into the spine of Duggan. Somehow, Duggan gets a loose hand, turns around, twists Mac's arm and 


drops an elbow across the clavicle! He scampers over to tag Radical Red in just as Mac tags Horatio! 


JW: Double doo switcharoo! They don't still sell Dunkaroos in this country, do they? 


Horace: Here comes Red with a shoulder block, then a drop toehold, followed by applying the camel 
clutch! Red is on fire but Horatio won't tap! Red tries another route as he picks Horatio up and, despite Horatio 
catching Red with an arm drag, Red follows that with a sidewalk slam to put Horatio down. He looks over at his 
partner, Hacksaw, who gives him the thumbs up and the HOOOO! Red goes over the turnbuckle and climbs 


the top rope...he points to the sky... 


[somewhere in the heavens...."ohhhhh yeahhh!"] 


Horace: Red lines him up, and splat! Red drops the flying atomic elbow and goes for the pin. 


JW: Ohhh, just a two count! | thought for Aldous Huxley that was it, Horace. 


Horace: Horatio kicked out a millisecond before the Senior referee Timmy Tee counted the three! 
Unbelievable. Radical Red tags Hacksaw back in who immediately powerslams Horatio and sets him up for 


Old Glory, his running knee drop finisher. That's it! The ref counts... 


JW: Dammit all, Mac rushed in and broke the count! 


Horace: | think for sure that was the definition of a save, Jeff. There was no way that after an atomic 
elbow drop and an Old Glory that Horatio was surviving. Radical Red is slowed by the ref but chases Mac out 


of the ring as Hacksaw circles around, HOOOing and breathing heavily. 


JW: Seriously, Horace...what do you think? At least 70, right? 


Horace: And there it is... Hacksaw drops down in his signature three point stance as Horatio wobbles 
back and forth...he charges for the football tackle, but Horatio ducks out of the way as Hacksaw goes flying by 


and colliding with the ring post! Hacksaw stumbles back as Horatio rolls him up for the pin attempt... 


JW: The ref counts...Oh my e.e. cummings, Horace! He counted three! Three count. That's it! 


Horace: And just like that, one false step and The Mac:Ratio have defended the Destigeddon Tag 
Team belts yet again! Hacksaw is in absolute pain and disbelief as Red is still trying to piece together the 


sudden ending. 


JW: In such a magical town as Casablanca South, on such an emotional evening as this...| would have 


bet the lychee farm that Radical Red White n Blue would have won. 


Horace: The ref is raising the hands of the champs as ring girl and time keeper Ariana Zax hands Mac 
and Horatio the titles. While Red and Duggan both look defeated, they look each other in the eyes, hug and 
extend their hands in sportsmanship to the champs. Mac looks apathetic and begins to leave, but Horatio 
grabs him by the shoulder, mouths something, and turns him around. And yes, now all four guys shake hands 


in the middle of the ring. 


JW: You just don't see that in sports any more, Horace. Have you been to a local U-10 little league 


game, lately? Chairs are thrown, orange wedges tainted...it's a battlefield. 


Horace: And as we leave you, the four combatants are still talking as you can clearly see Radical Red 
mouth "next time, guys. Next time." Thanks for Safi for having us tonight...for Jeff Worthington, I'm Horace 


Smith, we'll see you next time! 


CREDITS ROLL, TAPE FLICKERS WITH STATIC 


The broadcast then cuts to the Complexe parking lot dock as Caleb Trane is seen maliciously beating Triple H 


over the back with some scaffolding as cameras catch DX loudly knocking on their apparently locked locker 


room door. As the shot pans out, Madison Rayne is seen trying to halt the attack as Panther stands in the 


shadows, arms crossed and nodding in apparent approval. 


Panther: Where are your followers, now, Hunter?! No bond is ever eternal, champ, yet...the connection 


between your matter and your conscious truly is. The only deterrent being...the Cognitive Relapse.... 


[Panther hits the Cognitive Relapse finisher on HHH, a jumping inverted DDT] 


MEGA e ONLY ON 


AUSTRALIA 


THIS WEEK ON SATURDAY MORNING MEGACLASH!! 


J Law: Jenn Lawrence here, with Lady Von Erik, and we're on the 1s and 2s this week on MegaClash, 
LIVE from the Boradbeach Waters Municipal Arena along the Gold Coast! Emma Watson returns to action 
against Mad Minerva in a title shot match! Who will get their chance at the newly crowned Queen Chyna! And 
then anew PROMO from the Mines of Minnesota as Amadora Warhammer crashes Bentley Powers’ birthday 


party, challenging him to a match for his FOX Pun War Belt! 


Von Erik: Also, Charlotte Flair and Sasha Banks lock up in a Dead Diva match, while Auba Yaga and 


Winterstorm battle against Xena and Atalanta in tag team action! All that and more on this week’s MegaClash! 


J Law: Hey, VE, have you seen my chapstick...? 


NATION 


A NOBLE CONTENDER! 


*“backstage** 


Hall: Hehehe...So ole’ Goldy thinks he can join DX without any consequences from the nWo? Well, 
guess the monster doesn't remember da beating | handed him wit my cattle prod! **places live prod into 


Goldberg's underwear drawer** 


Trehern: Whatever, Hall, let me just put the finishing touches on this mad prank I'm gonna pull on Ben 


P... Black Gentlemen magazine, UNDER his bed, for his precious girlfriend to find. 


Hall: Hey yo, | didn't think he had a girlfriend... 


Trehern: **sigh** Think "long term" dude! All our toilet adjustments are too predictable. **tucks love 
note into the pages of Terriers: The Novelization** But this fake love note from Giant to Ben P should have him 


vomiting INTO that adjusted toilet in a matter of seconds! 


Hall: Sh*t in the upper tank? 


Trehern: Sh*t in the upper tank. 


[cut to DETONATION feed] 


Rusty Jenkins: Welcome Desti-Fans to the 18th installment of America's most favorite hour of wrestling 
and childish pranks: DETONATION! We're here in Red Deer, Alberta, Canada in the parking lot of Bo's Bar 


and Grill! Bo's...a free doughnut with every glass of water! Here to my left is COBRA Commander! 


COBRA: Bo's may be the place to be in Red Deer, but his steak tastes like raccoon. | don't know how 


the Hitman can live up here! What's on the ticket tonight, Parts? 


RP: Some exciting stuff, COBRA! We have a battle between Solar Sentinel Editor Trehern and the 
Main Media Consumer Bentley "Ben P" Powers! And it's for the #1 contender spot! A chance to take on Triple 
H for the Destigeddon Championship! Also, our main event for the night pits the Grand Nobleman against his 
most dangerous opponent yet: The Mother of All Monsters!!! | think we may have to cut to commercial...but 


we'll be right back for the #1 contender's match! 
Bret "The Hitman" Hart wrote a book...READ IT! 
RP: And we're back! Bentley Powers has made his way to the ring, and has mic in hand! 


Powers: Get the frick out here, Tredurf! It's about time | wipe the floor with your sorry ass so | can put 


ANOTHER niche into my belt! **looks at two Pun War belts** Make that...BELTS!!! 
*“Trehern entrance music** 


COBRA: Well, as Trehern trucks it to the ring in his angrily familiar way, Powers ditches the mic and 
starts wailing on the nWo member. Ben P and Trehern go way back, and this fight for the contender spot is 
going to be heated. Powers just came down from challenging Triple H for the heavyweight championship belt 


at SLAMROCK, and although he lost, Bentley is an equal in the ever-disintegrating Degeneration X. 


RP: Trehern's new femme fatale, Kat Dennings, slowly walks to the ring and begins to cheer on the 
Sentinel editor. What's with this guy? Did he start the DestiGals division just so he'd never have to beg for a 


date?? What a total tool! A genius...but a tool. 


COBRA: Not gonna disagree there, Parts! Ben P places Trehern in a headlock and begins a sleeper 
hold. The High-Rise Terrorizer starts to fade, but then begins punching Powers' kidneys, and soon breaks the 
headlock. Trehern tries a Pelé, but gets caught in the ropes! He stumbles to the mat, and Powers takes this 


opportunity to place his enemy in a Boston crab! DAMN! 


RP: Trehern is struggling to get out! He's in pain, but he's angry! If there's anything Trehern knows in 
that crazy world he perceives, it's to beat anyone who doesn't follow the Trehern-isms of life. And from what 


I've seen, the only people who agree with his chaotic lifestyle are the nWo! 


COBRA: Trehern grabs the ropes, and Official Boomer Jones breaks up the submission hold. Powers 
steps away, but then retaliates with a boot to the face! He then jumps to the top turnbuckle, points to the sky, 
and drops a mighty atomic elbow!!! WOW!!!! An homage to the Macho Man and a deadly offensive on his 


opponent!!! He goes for the pin!!! 


1-2-kickout! 


RP: Powers drags Trehern up to his feet and throws him into the ropes!! Trehern bounces off and starts 


to return to the foot of Powers!! Will it be a Degeneration Flux!?! NO!!!! Trehern spears Powers and then 


COBRA: Trehern stands and starts feeding off the negative reaction from the crowd!!! He points to 
somebody...HEY!!! Looks like the Outsiders Hall and Nash are in the audience with their dates, the Bella 


Twins! But they're not gonna be much help from 80 rows up!! 


RP: Trehern now stands Powers up, and punches him swiftly in the balls!!! Then quickly delivers a 


reverse facelock jawbreaker!!! HOLY BALLS!!! No pun intended, but I think we just saw the Trehernia!!! 


COBRA: ...How did you know that? 


RP: What? Am I the only one who reads the nWo tumblr? 


COBRA: Sounds like it! Trehern goes for the pin!!! 


3!! 


RP: He's done it!!! Trehern pins his arch-nemesis Powers!!! And now he's jacking the Pun War belts!!! 


Trehern: **out of breath** Hey!! Powers!!! Have fun getting lime-flavored, suppository JELL-O next to 
HBK!!! And by the by.... **hangs onto Dennings for balance** Sh*t, man, let me catch my breath! Anyway, your 


movie reviews suck, | banged you mom, blah blah blah, get owned! 


**DX music** 


COBRA: And here they come!!! It was only a matter of time before Trehern shot his mouth off too 


much! Now, coming from backstage is Triple H, X-Pac Sean Waltman and GOLDBERG!!! 


GOLDBERG: AAAHHHHHGGGGG!!!! 


RP: And a powerful spear!!! Trehern's body has bent one of the barricades!!! 


COBRA: And a Pedigree from Helmsley!!! As Waltman motions "suck it" to the fallen victor, H grabs the 
pun war belts and starts whipping the back of the young nWo member!!! And now here come Nash and Hall to 
the rescue, but Powers is there to give a double clothesline!!!! The Outsiders are out, and Helmsley grabs the 


mic!! 


Triple H: Once again, Tredouche...once again...I'm going to show you what a real Destigeddon champ 


can do, by bringing THE GAME to your FRONT DOOR!!!! 


COBRA: A kick to the balls from X-Pac!!!! 


X-Pac: Ding dong, bitch!!! AHAHAHAHAA!!!! 


RP: Let's cut to commercial so we can clean this mess up and get Trehern to a hospital! 


Send all "get-well HBK cards and wishes" to Destigeddon@gmail.com 


COBRA: And we're back with you here, broadcasting from Canada. Guh, the smell of jerky and 
sweatsocks is really starting to get to me, Parts. Can we just call it a night!? | have some serious plans to go 


over concerning invading Mexico City...I-I-I-l mean serious brownie recipes! 


RP: Are you kidding, COBRA? We have the most exciting match of the night! The Nobleman has finally 
climbed the ladder to the Sorcery Squad! And he faces the mother of all monsters tonight, and its owner, the 


strange and mysterious wizard Söl! 


COBRA: The Nobleman waits quietly, and the crowd barely murmurs in anticipation... 


**KRAKA-KOOOOMM!!!!!** 


RP: A huge lightning bolt!!! Storm clouds quickly cover the Canadian sky and Söl is ringside as the 
largest monsters I've ever seen starts slithering toward the ring from the mountains in the distance!!! | can't 


say, but that creature appears to stand at over 85 stories!!! 
COBRA: Hussein's beard-druffl!!! That isn't just **a** monster!!! THAT'S ECHIDNA!!!! 


COBRA: The Nobleman dodges the mighty tail of Echidna as she slams it into the ring and utterly 
destroys it!!! How can we have a match if there's no ring??? Special guest ref Daniel Tosh appears to have 
died, laying in a puddle of his own blood as the weak of heart dash to their cars!!! Only the most adamant 


Desti-Fans have stayed for this battle!!! 


RP: Sir Parcival motions for the great beast to fight, and quickly buckles down as the grotesque beast's 
tail hurtles toward him!!! But this time, the Nobleman has grabbed on and hangs on for dear life as Echidna 


swats her tail back and forth, trying to throw the "gnat" off her scaly appendage!! 


COBRA: Using what incredible strength the Nobleman has, he uses the momentum of a tail swat to 
hurtle himself nearly 60 ft into Echidna's unprotected chest! Wouldn't mind being there if she didn't smell like 
rotting corpses and bad eggs!! The Nobleman swiftly repels off the mythological creature, and the mighty claws 


of Echidna rip into her own skin as she tries to catch her opponent!!! 
RP: Good lord!!!! The howling scream is unbearable!!! Like my ex-wife, am | right? 


COBRA: Save the verbal slap-stick for the Carl-Togo crew!!! We've too much to announce!!! 


RP: Nobleman missile drop kicks Söl from what seems a skyscrapers distance, and begins to pummel 


the dark wizard!!! 


COBRA: But what's that glowing blue crystal in Sdl's hand??? Is that the source of his power?? Is that 


what has been controlling these monsters??? 


RP: Well, the Nobleman has it now!!! And he's crushed it into a thousand pieces!!! As he sprinkles the 


shards onto Sol... 


Nobleman: Prepare thy soul for your doom, foul wizard!!!! 


RP: As the Nobleman prepares for the final blow, a cloud of purple smoke erupts and Söl is nowhere to 


be seen! And the Echidna begins to wander away!!! But WAIT!!! 


COBRA: Nobleman has found his bow and arrow from under the rubble of the ring, sets his aim, and 
pulls the trigger!!! The arrow teeters up and down as it soars through the air, but lands directly below the brain 
of the mighty Echidna!!!! As she falls dead to the ground silently, the Nobleman drops to his knees in 


exhaustion!! 


RP: Folks, we've run out of time!! But more on the Nobleman/Sorcery Squad tale on the next 


Maelstrom!!! From Canada... 


COBRA: boooooo.... 


RP: I'm Rusty Jenkins and this is COBRA!!! GOOD NIGHT!!! 


CREDITS ROLL, WITH NEW EPISODES OF THE MAGIC JOHNSON SHOW COMING UP NEXT on UPN, 
THE SCREEN CRACKLES AND WE SEE ALIVE FEED OF THE GURNEY CARRYING TREHERN FROM 


THE PARKING LOT. PANTHER JOE IMMEDIATELY STOPS THE GURNEY. 


Panther: Great match tonight, Trehern. 


Trehern: Huh? Oh. Suck my balls, Panther! Aren't you late for a circle jerk with Howie Mandel at the 


APPLE store?? 


Panther: Hmmm, | came with the best of intentions. Your hate for the system almost mirrors mine. But, 


you are still unable to control that anger... 


Trehern: F*ck your mind games!! Now go get your nightly $50 for tea-bagging the General, or whatever 


you do on Maelstrom! 
Panther: .... 


Panther Joe climbs the gurney, wraps Trehern under his arm, and delivers the jumping reverse DDT, 


destroying the gurney... 


Panther: The only cure for the chaos you cause, Trehern, is the Cognitive Relapse.... And since we're 


everlasting! 


SIMUROAV MORNINGS NL TON 
EGAGUASH! 


AUSTRALIA 


THIS WEEK ON DESTIGALS SATURDAY MORNING MEGACLASH! 


Jennifer Lawrence: Hey guys, I'm backstage here with the brand new Destigeddon Commissioner, 


Jennifer Juneau. We are so happy for your new promotion, but we miss you down at MegaClash! 


Commissioner Jennifer Juneau: Thanks, Jen! You know, I've only been DG Commish for about a week, 
but everyone | run into is friendly, and for the most part, well mannered. Ric Flair did mistake me for the 


beverage cart girl, yelled loudly and said something about fertilizer. But other than that, | am happy to be here. 


JL: Now many have offered their early criticisms that you've never worked for a wrestling company nor 
have you been a long standing fan to really grasp the importance of your position. How have you handled this 


heat? 


[a door opens, Lady Von Erik storms the room] 


LVE: Sorry I'm late, Miss Juneau. So, where should | start? 


JL: Ummm, excuse me? This was my interview, Lady! What are you even doing here? Isn't there a pool 


that needs laying out by and a mid-day cocktail that needs drinking? 


LVE: Hah, very funny, Jen. But, umm, who DIDN'T vomit from that Dead Diva match? Ohh, yeah....that 
was MEEEE! That makes me the numero uno backstage reporter. So, scram, and maybe do a fluff piece on 


Sean Dovar or Senior referee Tee. 


JL: Looks like you missed the start time, Lady!. What happened, forget to screw your head on this 
morning? Besides, this is not professional and you are embarrassing us both right now! Sorry about that, 


Commissioner Juneau...where were we? 


LVE [ignoring Lawrence]: Commish, what will be your new plan to incorporate more DestiGals into the 


championship scramble during Generation 3 and what... 


CJJ: Well, first will be roster changes. As you may know, a lot of our older wrestlers are on one year 


provi... 


JL: LACEY! Quit it! And what...Commish...this is MY interview! 


CJJ: Both of you, hush! Seriously, how long has this been going on?! Since the start of the year? | 
thought maybe the rivalry died down after Trehern got his ass kicked and we re-formed the DestiGals 
Wrestling Division, but apparently it didn't! Lady, what's this | here about putting tuna fish in Jen's cabin air 


filter? 


LVE: But...it was, ugh....it was dolphin free tuna! 


CJJ: And Jen, | heard you went around telling all the Destigeddon wrestlers that Lacey had an STD?! 


JL [under her breath]: Pffft, that didn't stop MC Slam from slam... 


CJJ: ENOUGH! Really, while | can appreciate the competitive spirit of our wrestlers, you two are 


backstage reporters! Something has to be done... 


JL: Yeah, tell MC Slam he needs a couple of tests done... 


CJJ: Solstice Showdown, the two of you in a match...winner keeps her job as backstage reporter. 
However, the loser gets shipped off to Bogota Wrestling...you remember that chivalrous bunch, The Erskines? 


Yeah, that company... 


LVE: Commish, wait! We're not wrestlers...how can you schedule this? Jennifer and her huge man 


hands are gonna crush me! 


CJJ: That's why I'm making the match over two months in advance! You see, I'm cranking up my 


random wrestler generator that will select the wrestlers that will train you both in preparation for the match. 


JL: That sounds fair. | can see Lacey pacing under the table on her monstrous Sasquatch feet... 


CJJ: Alright, Jen. It's generating your wrestler right now....or wait. Should | say wrestlers....your trainers 


will be none other than...BELOW ME! Noah Brixx and Travis Webber! 


JL: Uggggh, kill me now! Those guys like texting the other dudes pictures of their scrotes in the locker 


room... 


LVE: By the way, does anyone need some Sun Bum Coconut lipbalm? 


JL: YOU BITCH. 


CJJ: And your trainer, Lacey....ooooohhhhh. How about the Bionic Operating Zone Enforcer? BOZE!! 


LVE: He's not even, like, human. What can he teach me? 


JL: Perhaps he can provide software upgrades to whatever's goin' on up in that head of yours... 


CJJ: Always the last word, Jen. Please leave, and I'll release Lady in a couple of minutes so you two 
don't get into it out there in the hallway. It's official ladies...for one of you, your time here is up come July at 


Solstice Showdown. 


NATION 


KICKED TO THE CURB 


Jeff Togo: Greetings from Downers Grove, Illinois for another installment of Detonation! We are coming 


to you from the Downers Grove South High School gymnasium, home of the Fightin' Downies and the alumnus 


of famed actress Denise Richards. As always, I'm paired with the incorrigible Coney Island Carl. 


Coney Island Carl: Yeahh, we gotta great show for everyone ton...wait, incorrigible? Is dat some sorta 


insult, Toag? 


JT: No, it's a characterization of your acute personality. Kind of like Bad News Brown. 


CIC: Well, whatever, but yeah, Toag. Totally. Denise Richards was one of my favorite actresses back in 


my college days. James Bond really stuck it to her, ya know? 


JT: I'd be surprised if she wasn't in the audience tonight. Bear with us, though...ever since Destigeddon 
rolled into town we've been having some severe technical difficulties, but luckily IT whiz kid Caleb Trane has 


been hard at work. But let's take a look at what went down a little earlier tonight... 


[video rolls as Caleb Trane is seen talking to Panther, about to service Commissioner Juneau's busted office 


computer] 


Panther: Caleb, think about the possibilities here. You can get inside the network and stick it to all these 
cogs. Cogs that are holding guys like me, and, more importantly, you, down. You could file their business taxes 


incorrectly, or better yet, yes, re-route someone like Triple H's plane to the wrong city... 


Caleb Trane: This is all quite in the future, Panther, but tonight, | commence operation Pigeon Coop, 


as we planned. 


[Caleb enters Comm. Juneau's plush office] 


Commissioner Juneau: Oh, hi, Caleb, thank God for your Al touch. It's a lifesaver... 


Trane: No problem, boss. By the way, would you hold it against me if I told you you looked radical 


tonight? Stunningly gnarly? 


Juneau: Ummm, why, thank you, Caleb. Hey, was that Panther you were talking to out there? Please, 


Caleb, you're a good kid. Don't get mixed up in the wrong crowd, k? 


Trane: Well, anything for the best superior a lad can have, am | right? 


Juneau: So, uh, this is the computer, and | can't access any of the spreadsheets and the darn thing 


reboots itself out of thin air. Make anything of it? 


Trane: Frankly, Jen, may | speak out of turn? 


Juneau: | don't quite understand that saying, seeing as how this is just a dialogue, but whatever. What's 


up? 


Trane [lightly grabbing Jen's hand, kissing it]: What is an extraordinary lady like yourself using a 
simpleton machine like this? Y'know, | could go back to my home office and get you situated with the newest, 


state of the art PC, built by yours truly. 


Juneau: While | appreciate your kindness, you know very well that I'm spoken for... 


Trane: Sorry, | was juggling whether or not that was too forward. Those guys in the black and white 


flicks make it seem so casual... 


Juneau [radiantly smiling]: Awww, | love those old movies. You're a great guy, Caleb, and God knows 
that if | wasn't with Gregory I'd be tickled to know | worked with such gentlemen as yourself. Have you talked to 


any of the DestiGals? | hear Anna Faris is lookin' for a brains-over-brawn guy... 


Trane: Hey, HEY. | got brawn, Jen. Well, Panther is waiting for me outside. Can | get you the new 


computer or not? 
Juneau: | guess | don't see why not. Can you put Angry Birds on it? | lovvwve Angry Birds! 


Trane: Yeah, sure, all the good stuff. Free anti-virus. Multipurpose media player. Microsoft essentials. 


Free Stickam account. 
Juneau: Well, sounds good, Caleb. Off ya go, then! Enjoy the show tonight! 
[Caleb leaves, smiling mischievously as Panther meets him and the feed cuts to the arena] 


CIC: Not doubt in my mind dat Trane is a warm-blooded male and seems like an okay guy. 'Cept for dat 


whole teamin' up wit public enemy number one and all. 


JT: If he is so concerned about the "man" working against him all the time, why doesn't Panther step 


into the ring and wrestle once in a while? He just skeeves around backstage, looking for trouble. 


CIC: Talkin' bout wrestling? Let's check out our first match, B.O.Z.E. vs. the tag team of Below Me ina 


handicapped match. 


JT: This match was set up in accordance to the wrestlers having to train rival backstage reporters 
Jennifer Lawrence and Lady Von Erik for their end-all match at Solstice Showdown. Seems the two were 
double-booked to interview Juneau a few weeks ago on Saturday Morning MegaClash, and once some 
chapstick went missing. Fireworks ever since. Lady Von Erik is already in the ring with her trainer, B.O.Z.E., 


while here comes Noah Brixx and Trey Webber of Below Me, accompanied by the lovely Jen Lawrence. 


CIC: You see her in dat X-Men movie? As the blue chick? Da girl's no Becca Stamos, but I'll be a 


Hamptonian if she didn't look fantastic! 


JT: Okay, well Jen immediately takes one look at Lady and decides she wants to charge her, but Noah 


and Trey hold her back, demand good luck high fives and get in the ring. Here we go! 


CIC: Wait, it looks like B.O.Z.E. was about to charge da duo, but both called timeout and are asking for 


a mic... 


Noah Brixx: Yo, yo, Bo-ZAY, pump da brakes fella! Hey, all you Grovers and Loathers out there, you 


dudes know that me and my boy T-Fresh Trey Dubs Webber are alls about the PAR-TAY! 


Trey Webber: Yeppers, and what kind of cool cat bros would we be fighting over some chicks? Am | 
right? Yo, B.O.Z.E., am I right? 


B.O.Z.E.: We have set and programmed to ent-er-tain these kind and faithful 


fans of Downers Grove town. located due west of Chicago in the state of Illinois. 


Protocol is not to be broken- Commence battle! 
Brixx: C'mon, my steel for realz, why should we have some boring match when what everyone wants to 


see is....those two ladies... 


Webber: Get. It. ONNNN! Yeahhhhhhh, boy! Brixxy's got the new Chet Haze album, | got the Joose 
variety pack. Jenny, get that tight little booty in here, and Lady, you fit piece a work, come on up and let's jive it 


out! 


Brixx: Aight, now this is a party! Even though we have established records, having won both wrestling 


and bro titles across the land...| mean, Lady, you check out our Liberty Bowl match up in Tennessee? 


Webber: Speaking of Tennessee, Jen, c'mon, get a little closer. Loved Winter's Bone for real, but you 


know what, girl? 


Jen Lawrence: If you're going to invite me to some kegger or something, just quit while you’re ahead. 


And Jesus, how much AXE are your wearing? 


Webber: Five different panty-moistening scents! Because, Jen, you're the only "ten | see..." 


Brixx: SHABOOOOK! Nice one, brother, I'll drink one to that. Yo Lady, grab one. Go with grape. You 


too, metal head. Fry your motherboard, you know what | means? 


Lady Von Erik: No thanks, I'll leave the being passed around from frat boy to frat boy sluttiness to Jen. 


Probably won't be the first time... 


Lawrence: Uhhh, whatever, bitch! Let's do this, right now! [lunges at LVE, stopped by B.O.Z.E.] 


Webber: Awwww, sheet, man. Chick fight! We totally taught Jenny that move! You best watch out Lace, 


cuz if she's as feisty in the ring as she is in the sack...then oooh boy! 


LVE: Nice one, whore. How long has it been since you've been working with these dumbasses, 


Jennifer? A couple days?! 


Lawrence: What, we never did anything! We've been sparring and | already made Trey tap. Twice! 


Brixx: Man, all this female femme fatale angst makes me wanna [burp]...fist pump! Hey, why don't you 


two, like, make out? 


Webber: Yeah, boooooy-eeee! Jenny...Lady! Make out! Make out! C'mon, B.O.Z.E.-y, compute that in! 


M-A-K-E-O-... 


B.O.Z.E.: Delay has transpired for too long without wrestling action. WEBBER 


and BRIXX have been re-tagged: TERMINATE IMMEDIATELY! 


JT: Oh man, Carl, looks like we're finally going to see some in ring action... 


[suddenly, Jen pushes B.O.Z.E. back and sternly looks at Lady] 


Lawrence: You know, B.O.Z.E? Stay back, because we got this one! C'mon, Lady, let's do this!! 


[Lady and Jen deliver simultaneous kicks to the groin of the Below Me boys, then knock their heads together 
and take their alcohol. The crowd cheers as they bash their cans together and chug. “I’m Every Woman” 


blasts across the speakers. ..] 


JT: | think we got an answer to that proposal! | take it both girls were fed up with the overtly chauvinistic 
ways of Below Me. They’ve joined forces now, and will this alliance last? We'll be right back after this with the 


in ring debut of the former Commissioner, Greg Noth! 
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X-Men: for the sophisticated dork 


[As Greg Noth is coming to the ring, he stops by his girlfriend's office, Comm. Jen Juneau] 


Greg Noth: Jen, seriously, what the hell was that | just watched on the tape? 


Juneau: Umm, that guy from Apple, Caleb Trane, was consulting me about a new computer...doing IT 


work...in case you haven't noticed, none of the computers work tonight! 


Noth: But, duh, he kissed your hand like he was SEDUCING you! Don't deny it, | can see it in a guy, 
and that guy is trouble. Plus, that guy he's with...Panther? Hates me. Hates me, Jen. Don't you think it's weird 


he was so thrilled to help you out and gain access to your files? 


Juneau: It's his job. He was just being friendly! God, | hate when you get like this sometimes. 


Noth: His job, here, is to be a wrestler, Jen. Use your noggin. Listen, just be careful of Trane, and 
whatever you do, don't let Panther in your office without me or one of the security detail around. Guy's a loose 


cannon, and | know he's planning an attack against me. 


Juneau: I'm a big girl, Gregory. He may be a little off his rocker with the 'cog' talk, but at the end of the 
day, he's probably just another wrestler. He probably clocks out, picks up a steak for dinner, and watches L/e 


to Me like the rest of us. 


Noth: Hey, leave Tim Roth out of this! But thanks for riling me up, Jen, | gotta get out there for my 


match! 


[Greg Noth comes out to raucous cheers, but still mentally shaken by the Jen situation] 


CIC: Dis should be interesting, Toag. Former boss about to get firsthand experience with his ex- 


employees. 


JT: Yeah, and as we learned this week, Greg Noth has been quietly training for the past couple of months, 
having made this decision to enter the squared circle back in February. He just didn't want to spill the beans 


too early. 


CIC: And here comes his opponent, all the way from several decades ago...break out da tie-dye kids 


because it's Dr. Boogie! 


JT: A formidable opponent for Noth in his debut match. Boogie hasn't exactly been on fire over on 
Maelstrom, but he blames it on, and let me see if I'm quoting this correctly, "all the righteous grass up in 


Northern Europe slowin' me down, man." 


The match starts and goes back and forth for about seven minutes, with Noth escaping lazy pins on several 
occasions. Between Boogie's antiquated fighting techniques and Noth's rookie prowess, neither puts on a good 


show. Towards the end, Noth's advantage in conditioning becomes a stark factor... 


JT: Boogie gets back up, goes for a shoulder block, but Greg Noth sidesteps him, turns him around, 
and yes! There it is, his new submission finisher, the Chandler Chokeout. Noth hails from sunny Chandler, 
Arizona, but what he's doing is gotten control of Boogie's back, wrapped his legs around Boogie's waist, 


brought him to the mat, and clinched his forearms around both of Boogie's jugulars... 


CIC: The Weed Man is falling fast! Even his custom-made spectacles have fallen off and...GASP! 


JT: You’ve got to be kidding me! TEARIN’ JAROD BLANDING has been Boogie this WHOLE TIME? 
What an absolute shock to all those Boogie Buds out there!! Damn, their frat vape parties just won't be the 


same! 


CIC: Look Toag! Dr. Boogie...! mean, Tearin’ Jarod...is out cold...he couldn't even tap! Noth wins! 


JT: In no way was this a dominant performance, but the very green Noth guts it out and earns a hard 
fought victory. You think his performance was hindered knowing that his girlfriend, Commissioner Juneau, is 


trying to be wooed by guys like Caleb Trane? 


CIC: It's like my dad always said, Toag. One hand per cookie jar! 


JT: Quite the multipurpose quip, Carl. We'll be back right after this! 


PROMO FOR THE NEWEST DG WRESTLER...JSB. 


CIC: What da...the heck was that?! Another Tearin’ Jarod persona? 


JT: | don't know, but whoever that was he looked like he was from a different era. But let's focus on the 


here and now, and in the ring is ring girl Ariana Zax who will explain the rules for tonight's main event. 


Ariana Zax: Tonight's DX versus All the Kings Forces match will be a Tables, Ladders, Bears, and 
Cubs match! Both teams of three will fight a no DQ, no countout match with various tables, ladders, and 
members of YOUR Chicago Bears and Cubs floating around the ring and outside, ready to attack anyone in 


their way! 


JT: Carl, this match is the result of growing tensions between new DX member Bill Goldberg and those 


he holds responsible for his missing pooch, All the Kings Forces, led by Soldier Britain. 


CIC: If DX can defeat Forces tonight, they should be able to solely focus their efforts on da nWo, but 


you never know deez days... 


Zax: Okay, here come your Bears and Cubs! Let me introduce to you...Jay Cutler! Matt Forte! Devin 
Hester! Robbie Gould! Julius Peppers! Carlos Zambrano! Carlos Pena! Aramis Ramirez! Carlos Marmol! 


Starlin Castro! Ryan Dempster!!! 


JT: The crowd is going crazy as the stars of both teams file in and position themselves among the 


hardware! 


CIC: What's this, a Carlos convention?! 


Zax: Oh, and let's not forget, the honorary special guest referee... 


CIC: Wait, | didn't hear about dis...who is it? 


Zax: "Sweet" Lou Piniella!!! 


JT: Wow, what a bombshell. The ill-tempered former 
manager of the Cubs, right here in Downer's Grove! All parties 
are accounted for as Her Majesty’s music hits and here comes 
All the Kings Forces...Soldier Britain, Dingo Danielson, and 


recent turncoat Mighty Oak Glunderson. 


CIC: And as we cut backstage, we can see Triple H tell his 
boys that he's gonna stay backstage and keep an eye out. If | 


was da leader of that group, I'd be out there, but you gotta 


respect DX not lowering themselves to the evil shenanigans of 


some other groups out there. 


JT: The fans get up again as Bentley Powers, Bill Goldberg, and X-Pac come out in matching DX gear, 


showing great solidarity. 


Bentley: **grabs mic and stares down the Forces** It's too bad our boys Ass and Road Dogg aren't 


here to say this, but listen up you un-American squares..."yadda yadda yadda....SUCK IT!" 


CIC: Boom! Bentley just nailed Dingo over da head with da mic and this is on! 


JT: Bentley and Goldberg quickly toss Dingo out, where Carlos Pena and Aramis Ramirez close in, but 
oh no, Aramis tweeked his hamstring just walking over, and he's down, folks! Cubs fans will undoubtedly be 
upset over this, but honestly, having their best players involved in a wrestling match isn't the smartest team 


decision in the first place. 


CIC: Bentley goes outside to get a table and nearly misses being tackled by Julius Peppers. Sheesh, 
it's not safe in da ring cuz Pac is getting beaten down by Glunderson, who quickly attempts his TREMBLING 


TIMBER top rope finisher, but to no avail. 


JT: Now Jay Cutler is up on the apron, but he trips over the skirt and falls off, twisting his knee. Wow, 
these guys are clumsy. Sweet Lou is now yelling at Cutler and paying no attention to Goldberg, who is taping 


Soldier Britain to a table... 


CIC: Uhh, the fans erupt, as, holy shit, Toag! Here comes....URLACHER! Brian Urlacher is in da house 
as he charges the ring, tackles Britain, clotheslines XPac, and is cleanin’ house! Now | think Sweet Lou is 


trying to eject Ariana Zax. Why? Who cares....look at this star power in da ring! 


JT: And here comes Dempster and Zambrano trying to untie Britain, but Bentley comes over and 
shoves them off...but Sweet Lou isn't having any of it, swings a Gatorade cooler, and knocks out all three guys! 


What...Lou Piniella is now climbing the ladder...what's he doing? You're over sixty, skipper! Don't do it! 


Sweet Lou: Thanks for getting me fired, asshats! 


CIC: Wow, just like dat, Lou comes crashing down on Powers, Britain, Zambrano, and the Dumpster! 


An equal opportunity badass! Lou is slow to get up, though... 


JT: Complete madness has broken down as it looks like X-Pac is finally recovering from that Urlacher 
decimation and sets up Dingo for the famous Bronco Buster signature move! Awesome display, but 
Glunderson catches him off guard and swings a table into his midsection, knocking Pac over. But here come 
the Bears as Robbie Gould bends over behind Glunderson as Matt Forte shoves him, sending Glundy reeling 


and spilling out of the ring! 


CIC: | didn't think it was dis bad, but this match has devolved into the Bears and Cubs kicking our guys' 


asses and Sweet Lou goin’ batshit! 


JT: Yeah, at this point, all the guys are down, Sweet Lou is calling for the Bullpen, and Brian Urlacher is 
like a heat seeking missile, looking for anything that moves...and that includes Starlin Castro, the stud rookie 


shortstop who gets absolutely lit up by the linebacker! 


CIC: Ohhh, man, these drunken Grove fans aren't happy with city-on-city crime. 


JT: As commotion surrounds the ring, it looks like Soldier Britain is starting to get pissed off at the 


antics, just as Bentley Powers comes to... 


Soldier Britain: Ay'ya, Chick-aga Bears, how dat meet'n go wit'em Packer lads up north, yeah? Y'shood 


call yer quar-back Puss-n-Boots, yeah? Real whiner, right? 


JT: He spoke too soon because Robbie Gould and Devin Hester jump Britain from behind and toss him 


out of the ring. Now they are helping Bentley to his feet. The Bears seem to be on the side of DX, finally. 


CIC: Hester now flies out of the ring, landin' on Dingo and putting him through da table! Wow, what air! 


The crowd loves it....Gould is calling for someone to throw a King’s Forces member into da ring for Powers... 


JT: Now Gould pulls out a can of tough actin’ Tinactin...and what?! He turns Powers around and sprays 


the athlete's foot aerosol right in the eyes! And a quick DDT from Gould...quite the wrestling move from an NFL 


kicker...now he's going up to the corner, where a table lay across the turnbuckle with a ladder on top...Gould 
flips through the air and nails Powers from well over three stories high. Hold the phone, people. I've seen that 


move...that's the Trehernicide!!! 


CIC: Gould turns to da crowd, gives the thumbs down, and takes off his helmet...oh, come on! It's 


Trehern! 


JT: And it was Trehern the whole time! This is an outrage, folks! Glunderson has been rolled in the ring 
and Trehern throws him on top of Powers. Sweet Lou comes over to count to five, and there it is. All The Kings 
Forces have won this matchup as Powers is out, Goldberg is buried under a table, and X-Pac is just coming 


to... 


CIC: Trehern is celebrating in da ring as Triple H's music hits and the champ stands at the top of the 


ramp, jawing at Trehern. 


Trehern: Hunter, look at the chaos | orchestrated tonight. If this was that easy, just imagine what I'm 


going to do during our title match when | take my championship belt back to the....N...W...O!! 


JT: Fans, everyone is still amidst the broken tables and other junk in the ring as HHH and Trehern 
continue their stare down, but we have to go. For Jeff Togo and Coney Island Carl, from Downer's 


Grove...goodnight! 


Hey guys! Stay tuned, because next week on Maelstrom, you'll see that sexy LaBen square off against Mr. 


Victory in match two of their best of 3 series. And The Grand Nobleman continues his quest to upend the 


Sorcerer Squad. l'm Denise Richards...sleep tight! 


NORWEGIAN DECADENCE 


Horace Smith: Annnnnd hello folks! Welcome to another riveting edition of MAELSTROM, 


Destigeddon's flagship show over here on the European continent. We're coming LIVE from Scandinavia 


tonight, coming ever so closer to the SOLSTICE SHOWDOWN in July. 


Jeff Worthington: Wow, this place is rockin’ louder than an elephant at a Dragonforce concert. And 
since we're here in Trondhjem, Norway at the Studentersamfundet, I've adorn myself with the traditional 


Norwegian garb... 


Horace: Jeff, you're just wearing a toga and a horned helmet, clearly indicating to the audience you 


know nothing about Norse culture. 


Jeff: That may or may not be true, Horace. But | feel that the effort is enough these days, wouldn't you 


say, pal o' mine? 


Horace: **sigh** As we start Maelstrom tonight, we see that the nWo has again shown up overseas this 
time to likely cause some havoc. Trehern, the #1 contender for Helmsley's championship belt, has his 


podcasting equipment set up and ready to use...let's listen in. 


Trehern: Alright, let's get this Solar Sencast up and over with. | have to produce at least 30 minutes of 
content a day to get per diem meals. So, Triple H, you roided up dude-banger, | have the chance to take back 
what has been rightfully mine since the beginning. Well, tonight, | know you and DX are here, so why don't you 


come on out so we can talk this out...mano y boyo! 


Jeff: These guys usually come in droves. | expect to see Gilberg, BMW Peers, Homesley AND 12- 
Pack. These guys come for a hurtin’, and with Trehern tied up with those wires and sound systems, | think they 


might get it... 


Horace: Wait a second, that's not Helmsley! It's... 


Trehern: PANTHER JOE!!!!?????? 


Panther: Heh heh heh! Again, Trehern, what motivates you to act like such a cog and waste these good 
people's money? A podcast IN the ring? You cannot be serious! And what's this?! Adding ANOTHER girl to the 


already insulting and overworked DestiGals division?? 


Horace: Panther has come with Caleb Trane and longtime ring girl, Madison Rayne. Trehern, on the 
other hand, only has famous indie actress and DestiGal Superstar Kat Dennings in the ring with him. The other 


members of the nWo, Hogan, Hall and Nash, were seen earlier tonight at a Trondhjem titty bar... 


Trehern: Kat, why don't you show our feline-affiliated friend what we think of HIS new "additions"... 


Worthington: Oh, and Kat seems to be chatting it up with ring announcer Ariana Zax, but has now 
socked her in the kisser and POWERBOMBS HER INTO SUBMISSION!!!! Trolls' to stone Horace, that looked 


painful!!! 


Horace: Indeed, Jeff. But it doesn't look like Trehern is done. He's jumped out of the ring and is running 
toward Panther's pack of supporters! The nWo member prepares for a shoulder check...BUT WAIT!...from 
nowhere, Panther whips out and nails Trehern with the Maelstrom Worst Loser Ever Belt, which Trehern 
himself forged with, and | quote, "old tin cans, dog fur, a copy of Glen Beck's new book and some Musk du 


Dusty Rhodes." 


Panther: Never again will you sully the name of this grand European wrestling product. And further... 


“swiftly kicks Trehern in the ribs** 


...| want that #1 contender spot. An anarchic cog in the wheel of deception like yourself has had his 
time in the light, and wasted it. Panther must now set things right. A match: you and me. No DQs, no count- 


outs, and NO interference. Trane, take this guy to the Genius Bar... 


Jeff: Unbelievable! | didn't know they had an APPLE store this far from civilization. We gotta hit that up 


post haste! 


Horace: Also, we just saw Panther challenge Trehern for his #1 contender spot. And as Caleb Trane 
drags off Trehern, Hollywood Hulk Hogan appears and pushes his way through the crowd to get to his 


comrade. The Outsiders, Hall and Nash, have grabbed hold of the podcasting equipment in the ring... 


Hall: Hey yo! Is dis thing on?? Jus wanna let you know, Trehern don't bend ova for nobody, Panther 
BLOW!! But | think we can handle a pipsqueak like you in no time flat. Street fight, in the street!! Then we can 


finally see Trehern mash your face into the trash, instead of seein’ dat trash come outta ya mouth. 


Nash: Quoth the Outsiders... 


Hall: ...ever BANGing! 


SAKU ORIGINAL: Legally, it can be labeled as “beer.” 


Horace: And what a night so far! But now, in the ring, is the Grand Nobleman. He's been on a 
seemingly neverending quest for a battle with Turdukkendorf, but tonight, he's pitted against Sol, the strange 
African wizard that appeared from nowhere after the death of the Gryphon and the disappearance of the 


Nobleman's partner, the Ultimate Warrior. 


Jeff: And it seems to be a handicap match (2 on 1), because Söl has brought some company. A dark, 


shadowy figure with glowing red eyes... 


Horace: Right you are, Jeff. And that shadowy figure looks very much like...**gasp** THE ULTIMATE 
WARRIOR!!! Warrior swiftly attacks the Nobleman, but the red knight counters with a leg sweep and an elbow 
to the inner thigh! Just then, the Dark Warrior is placed into the Sharpshooter hold! Warrior is roaring in pain, 


but Sol grabs the Nobleman around the neck and DDTs the Armored Adversary into the mat!!! 


Jeff: Ouch! Shout out to Natalya; Sharpshoot those digits my way, girl. Ahem, tell me, Horace, do you 
think the Nobleman will EVER get his grasp on the genocidal, kingdom destroyer known as Turdukkendorf?? 
And will my Grulsh mug EVER be refilled?! Come on, rookies, this is Maelstrom here, the most entertainment 


you'll get this century in this icy exile of a peninsula! 


Horace: Nobleman is back up and delivers a double clothesline to S6l and Dark Warrior!! Nobleman 
then climbs the ropes, slingshots himself into the air and moonsaults on top of the Dark Warrior!!! Another 
piece of crystal, which we've learned is used to control Sdl's monsters, pops out of Warrior’s mouth!!! Now the 


shadow has cleared and the real Ultimate Warrior is back!!! 


Söl: Demons of the underworld, come to my comm--- 


Looks like this guy has one move, but uses it to his advantage! 


Horace: And as the Warrior shakes the top ropes and calls for the spirit world to assist, Nobleman goes 
for his finisher, the Noble KneeDrop from the top turnbuckle!!! BOOOOM!!!! Söl is out and Nobleman goes for 


the pin!! 


3!!! 


Jeff: And he does it!! HE DOES IT!!!! The Grand Nobleman has defeated a member of the Sorcerer 
Squad!!!! With a third of them wiped out, the Nobleman is quickly climbing the ranks to his arch nemesis. 


Unluckily for him, one other member was in attendance tonight... 


**The wizard Mordack steps onto the top of the ramp, slow claps** 


Mordack: Well, well, well...it seems you have begun your inevitable, but futile, attempt to break our 


rank. But | assure you, when you and | do battle, a funeral will be in order... 


**Sorcerer Squad music blares, Warrior pep talks Grand Nobleman** 


The DG Grand Nobleman toys are..eh...not so good. 


Horace: And here we are, ladies and gentlemen, the main event of this evening! Let's go down to the 


ee 


*“ahem** "new" ring announcer, Nikki Bella. 


Nikki Bella: In the second round of the North American #1 Contender series, we have, at 6'8", and 
weighing in at 312 pounds, the Dominator of Decadence, Mr. Victory!!!! And his tag team partner, from Desti- 


Management, Miss Ragin’ Rash! 


** Victory and Rash walk down ramp, with Victory kissing his muscles** 


Jeff: Whoa, the gold on this guy has got to be worth a fortune! And that tag team partner of his has me 


having flashbacks to my stint on Van Halen's "Hot for Teacher" video... 


** Money, Money, Money, Money... Music blasts across speakers** 


Nikki: And entering the arena, standing at 6'0", and coming in at 215 pounds, the Hollywood Hombre, 


LABen, with tag partner Christina Hendricks!! 


Horace: Well, it looks like we have our players in line, and the bell is rung! 


Jeff: Oh boy, I'd like to ring that Bella any day! You think she has a landline? 


Horace: Oh Jeff. Victory and LABen go for the lock up and Victory, as usual, tosses his opponent to the 
mat. Now the rules of a mixed tag match are as follows: when tagged in, the female/male partner of the other 


team must enter. Men cannot battle women... 


Jeff: But of course, that isn't to say the women/men can't interfere with the match, right? 


Horace: Surely. And we see LABen kick off a Victory pin, and the Hollywood Hombre slingshots himself 
off the ropes for a clothesline! Victory hits the mat, but is back up quickly!! He grabs the running LABen and 


lands a side slam!!! Ooooh, what a hit!! 


Jeff: Victory tags in Rash, and as LABen rolls out of the ring, Hendricks comes in. All prim and proper, 


Hendricks slaps Rash and starts pulling her hair! But out of nowhere, Rash attempts a small package, but the 


Mad Men star kicks out! Then Rash drops an elbow, followed by a knee drop!! Man, this girl has been working 


out, while Hendricks spends time dicking around on BRAVO shows about 1960s food recipes! 


Horace: I'll take your word for that. LABen has his hand out, and just manages to tag out Hendricks, 
who stumbles to the outer ring and collapses. But Rash isn't far behind!! The MGMT secretary has grabbed a 


kendo stick from under the ring and is now pummeling the Crimson Buxom Beauty with it!! What an atrocity!!! 


Jeff: Back in the ring, LABen has been Irish whipped into the corner by Gaston, and now, running as 
fast as he can, body splashes his suited opponent!!! That blue Italian suit is coming apart at the seams!! Now, 
dazed and confused, LABen is placed onto the top turnbuckle and Victory goes in to attempt a superplex!!! 


Could he do it!!! YES!!! 


Horace: Keeping LABen in the superplex position, Victory lifts off the third rope...spins around in mid- 


air, and PLEXES LABEN FACE FIRST ONTO THE MIDDLE OF THE RING!!! What is that called!!??? 


Jeff: Show notes say The Perfect Plex!! But | would call it the Brutal Bruiser!!! What a hit to the ole' 


kisser! 


Horace: And Victory goes for the pin! 


1...2...31! 


Horace: What an epic win, folks, but that sets a win for both LABen and Victory. Meaning we get a part 


3 to this series...but what kind of match will it be??? 


Jeff: Wait, hold up! I'm getting word from this walkie-talkie that the Maelstrom GM is on his way to 


announce the next match's specifications...| didn't know we even had a General Manager over here... 


Horace: | didn't know we had walkie-talkies!!! 


*“theme from Stargate: Universe plays...** 


The General: Alright, alright, listen up, sirs. As North American champion, | talked to Commissioner 


Juneau last night and she made me honorary GM for getting her all those free Chevron gas coupons! So l'm 


making you's guys' next match... Hope you like BBQs... Because the third match for the #1 Contender spot 


for MY belt is: AN INFERNO COFFIN MATCH!!! 


Horace: Holy cow!! Unbelievable! In a totally distorted and confusing plot twist, North American champ 


The General has come forward as Maelstrom GM to announce an Inferno Coffin Match! 


Jeff: Now correct me if I'm wrong, but that means the outer ring will be on fire, and to win you must put 


your opponent in a coffin...only after setting THEM on fire, as well?? 
Horace: Wow, Jeff, that's exactly right!! 
Jeff: Well, I'll be damned! Totally made all that stuff up! 


Horace: Well, ladies and gents, that's it for Maelstrom tonight! Stay tuned for next week's 


DETONATION, with Coney Island Carl and Jeff Togo! From Norway, we're saying farvel og god naitt!! 
Jeff: And don't let the farfluginshneeder bite! 


After the broadcast, the ancient Sun worshipper, Söl, lays motionless in the locker room with a knife in his side. 
As blood runs into the showers, the camera pans upward, showing Mordack and Turdukkendorf standing 


ominously over their former colleague... 
Mordack: He has failed us, and now we must prepare for our meeting with the Nobleman... 


Turdukkendorf: A most useless ally, this Sol ...1 wonder what other mistakes you'll make, O great 


Mordack... 


Mordack: Silence!! The armored menace will not make it past my offense, so worry not. Additionally, 


the Sorceror Squad stands stronger with fewer members...there’s less chance of weakness... 
Turdukkendorf: Fool! Someone approaches!! Let us flee 'fore your monologues get us slain! 


A puff of smoke and they are gone! 


TTT ONLY ON 


AUSTRALIA 


THIS WEEK ON DESTIGALS SATURDAY MORNING MEGACLASH! 


Charlotte Flair challenges Chyna for the Destigals Women’s Championship in a No-DQ OUTBACK 


BRAWL here in Braddon at the North Canberra Girl Guide Hall! 


Later, Emma finds new power in her training and seeks revenge for her loss to Chyna by calling out 


NATURE BOY RIC FLAIR! Will blood be spilled? With Flair, probably! 


PANTHER JOE VS. TREHERN 


COBRA Commander: Welcome, welcome, welcome, drones and degenerates to New Orleans, 
Louisiana, voted the #1 Dirtiest Town in America! I'm COBRA, and the straight man to my left loves white 


bread and vanilla, Rusty "Parts" Jenkins... 
RP: Alright, COBRA, that's enough out of you, sonny... 


COBRA: Parts, get a life, dude...Ahem, I'm sorry, comrade. My pent up tension is probably stemming 
from the hostility that fills this arena tonight. The #1 Dirtiest Town hosting the #1 contender match for the 
Destigeddon championship, with the angriest sons of bitches this company has ever seen: Trehern and 


Panther Joe! 
RP: But | thought that Trehern already was the #1 contender?? 


COBRA: Well, Panther Joe, who as we all know is so anti-cog that the man won't even LOOK at a 
clock, has openly challenged the nWo member and veteran Solar Sentinel editor to a match with his #1 
contender spot on the line. This was AFTER Panther slammed him in the face with the unofficial Maelstrom 


Worst Wrestler Ever Belt. 


RP: And of course, Trehern, who never lets anything lie and holds a grudge longer than Takashi 


Shimizu, accepted the challenge, and here we are... 
COBRA: And it looks like Panther Joe is entering the arena! 
*“Panther Joe's Metallica Song blasts** 


RP: With partner in crime Madison Rayne and the new generation of sidekicks, Caleb Trane, Panther 


has come for that #1 spot as he moves his wave of conspiratorial destruction through Destigeddon MGMT. 


*“Panther grabs mic** 


Panther Joe: Oh, Trehern! I've come on this day to finally show you for what you are! That deceptive 
mask you wear: the Sentinel editor! The nWo member! The Desti-Wrestler!!! All these facades will fall to the 
ground as | strip you of everything you've ever been, everything you are, and everything. YOU. EVER. WILL. 


BE. Quoth the Panther! EVERLASTING!!! 


**Trehern's Diamond Dave Music crackles at full blast** 


COBRA: Trehern stalks down the stage...He is in no mood to mess around, it seems like, because as 
ring girl Nikki Bella hands him a microphone, he tosses it wildly into the crowd!! No regard for the safety of the 
fans, Parts! | think it's off to a pretty great start!! Anh, reminds me of the Vancouver vacation | went on 


recently... 


RP: I'll bet you placed money on those Bruins! And Trehern climbs into the ring, and removes his 
leather jacket. Strange maneuver, as he's never removed it by choice before. Wearing elbow pads and wrist 


tape, the Solar Sentinel himself is rarin' to go! 


COBRA: The two men lock up as the bell dings, and Trehern makes a knife edge chop, and then pulls 
at the long hair of Panther, bringing him to the mat! He then begins violently slamming his heel into the 
Panther's face!! The only thing Panther can do... WAIT! He's got Trehern's ankle!!! A swift steel toe to the groin 


and Trehern is down!!! 


RP: Panther leans up against the ropes and points to Trehern, then wags his finger... A very ominous 
motion coming from the Deacon of Treason, the Beacon of Reason, the Conspiratorial 


Conspirator...PANTHER JOE! 


COBRA: Panther flips Trehern around and places him in the usually inescapable Camel Clutch 


submission hold!!! Now, Trehern is really feeling it as the face-painted veteran holds tight! 


** TIME TO PLAY THE GAME...TIME TO PLAY THE GAAAMMMEEE** 


RP: Oh no!! Looks like an unplanned appearance by Hunter Hearst Helmsley is in order! The shock 
distracts Panther long enough to allow Trehern escape. Trehern rests in the corner, yelling at Rayne, as 


Panther and Helmsley exchange words. Looks like the DG champ is going to join us on commentary! 
Triple H: How you doing, fellas? 
COBRA: Let's get right to the questions, who do you wanna face i-- 
“large crash** 
“camera failure** 
“switch to camera 2** 


Panther has suplexed Trehern off the top turnbuckle and into the announcing table. Triple H, COBRA and 


Parts are all flabbergasted! 

COBRA: Mighty Oak Glunderson's half-beaver mother!!!! Why the hell would anybody do that!!!!????? 

RP: They've completely destroyed our announcing station!!! And now Panther is dropping elbow after 
elbow on the soon-to-be unconscious Trehern! 

COBRA: OOOHHH!!! And a clothesline from the DG champ to Panther!!! 

Triple H: Trehern is mine you whiny blister!!! 

Panther: YOU COG!!! It isn't enough to steal our thunder during OUR feature match, but now you must 
intervene!? 


COBRA: Suddenly, Panther gets Helmsley into a fireman's carry and DROPS HIM ON TREHERN!!! 
The champ is writhing while the current #1 contender, Alan Trehern, is being obliterated on LIVE television (?) 
We're on television right? 

RP: Panther peels Triple H off his opponent, and begins dragging the High Rise Terrorizer back into the 


ring, presumably for the pin... 


**kick out!** 


RP: Looks like Trehern isn't done yet, because he rolls Panther up for the small package! 


**kick out!** 


COBRA: Panther rolls out of the ring and looks underneath the mat, while Trehern rushes to the ropes! 
He slingshots himself up and over and lands a missile kick to Panther's lower back!!!! Panther tumbles to the 


floor as Rayne and Trane both topple onto Trehern. Looks like this no-DQ match is really heating up... 


RP: | don't know what the fuck is going on! Trehern slams Trane with a right hook, who falls silently to 
the ground, out cold. Then he plants a huge wet one on the lips of Madison, and then tosses her over to Nikki 


Bella who delivers a DDT!!! 


COBRA: HAHAHAAH!!!! Wow!! We are going to get angry letters about that one! Nikki Bella is one of 


the Outsiders' entourage, so there was probably a "hey yo" attached to that girl-on-girl attack! 


RP: Trehern begins climbing the ropes again!! He's now standing high above Panther on the 
turnbuckle, and motions to the crowd! He's listening to them chant, "asshole", but he mouths "Trehernicide"... 


this can only mean one thing for both competitors: pain. 


COBRA: Trehern stretches his arms out wide and-- 


RP: SLAM!!! Triple H launches his championship belt at Trehern, making contact with that kid's thick 


skull!!! Who is this lunatic rooting for?? 


COBRA: Trehern falls and knots himself into the ring ropes!! Helmsley goes to punt Panther Joe, but 
Panther sees him coming and spears him into the barricades!!!! Then, with the speed of some jungle cat, 
Panther Joe slides back into the ring, wraps his arms around Trehern and prepares for a mighty vertical 
suplex!!! But as Panther turns, he turns that suplex into a pile driver!!! THE PANTHER'S POUNCE!!! Good 


lord, what a devastating move!!! 


RP: Panther Joe goes for the pin... 


3!!! 


COBRA: Panther Joe's done it!!! PANTHER JOE'S DONE IT!!! From the dregs of obscurity to the hall of 
champions, Panther Joe has gone from jobber to the #1 contender for the most coveted prize in professional 


sports today: THE DESTIGEDDON CHAMPIONSHIP!!!! But what does this mean for Trehern? 


RP: Well, it means working that double shift at STAPLES, ‘cause the championship checks aren't 
coming anytime soon. Billionaire Ted can carry Hollywood Hulk Hogan, but the nWo better get it together soon 


for their match-up against DX at SOLSTICE SHOWDOWN!!! 


COBRA: And as Triple H comes to and sees Panther and his crew mocking him from the ramp, we see 
the deadly look he's given many a foe. The King of Kings will not go quietly into the night, but the night, it 
seems, is prowled by Panther himself. From the dingiest town in the US, I'm COBRA Commander and this is 
Rusty Jenkins! Stay tuned this week to DETONATION 20, where Radical Red, White and Blue, America's new 


favorite partnership match it up in the tag team division!! GOOD NIGHT!!! 


ssi 


NATION 


MISERIA CANTARE 


[open backstage with Panther, Caleb Trane, and Madison Rayne] 


Caleb Trane: | believe congratulations are in order for you, boss. Taking down that Super Cog, 
Trehern? Winning the coveted number one contender spot for Triple H's Heavyweight title? | think this calls for 


a little bit of the imported bubbly... 


Panther: Caleb, you've a lot to learn, but joining forces with myself, the only true protector of decency in 
this company was an immaculate decision. Still, the war is not over. Indecency to the left and dishonesty to the 
right. We are the Knights Templar, Caleb. And you will continue our work tonight against Chet Thornberg, as 


we all form one dark flame against the discerning, bright ways of these people. Come, Madison... 


Madison: What the f*$% are you talking about? Listen, boss told me you're not on the schedule tonight, 


so just stay in your locker room. I'm not losing my job over your Sylvia Plath waxing nonsense... 


Caleb [pushing Madison up against wall]: Hey, listen. Don't you talk to the Deacon of Treason like that, 


okay? Lady?! 


Panther [throws Caleb off her and down the corridor]: Aggressively posturing a woman perpetuates the 
idea that it's okay for these corporate bigwigs to let them fight at all, Caleb. Lay hands on another again, and | 


swear... ... it'll be the last time you have hands... 


[cut to arena with Jeff Togo and Coney Island Carl on the call] 


Jeff Togo: Welcome, we are coming to you from the Rendance Academy Lot No. 2 here in bustling 


Benson, North Carolina. Tobacco Road, my friends. Right off the bat, what a strange outlook that Panther has. 


But, yes, you heard it right...last week in New Orleans Panther defeated Trehern of the nWo to become next in 


line for a shot at HHH's belt. 


Coney Island Carl: Yeah, and uh, word is dat management won't even wait for Solstice Showdown...dat 
match is goin down in the next couple of weeks at a Maelstrom or Detonation event. Hey, Toag, perhaps it'll 


happen during our stop at my old stomping grounds...Coney Island for 4th of July! 


JT: Very much a possibility. Fans, let me tell you, we have three exciting matches on the docket 
tonight, and if there's time, we will take you to the back offices for an official summit between DX and nWo 
members, pertaining to their cataclysmic meeting at this summer's Solstice Showdown! Let's get you started 


because the always angry Sgt. Turnbucker is in the ring, awaiting his opponent, Greg Noth. 


Greg Noth: Thanks for the cheers, everyone, but | gotta get something off my chest. Panther! You no 
good, yellow bellied, fire starting loser! First you make wild accusations about wrestlers, then you attack and 
indefinitely sideline others, then you try and send your errand boy to woo my girlfriend? Hell will freeze over 
with ACDC concerts and Publix Lemonade before | take all that garbage standing down. So, prepare all you 
want for Triple H, Panther. It's pretty futile, though...because the next fight you'll be in will see ME laying over 


YOUR crippled mass. Let's start this thing! 


JT: Of course, Noth is talking about Caleb Trane's recent IT work, if you wanna call it that, with 
Commissioner Juneau and her computer. But we are off and Turnbucker comes out strong with a shoulder 


block, sending Noth outside the ring. 


CIC: Noth ventures too close to da ring and Sgt. Turnbucker simply picks him up by the hair and 


elevates him back inside! What strength! 


JT: On Turnbucker's part or Noth's amazing follicles? Ha! Turnbucker sends Noth into the ropes but 


Noth quickly reverses momentum with a drop down uppercut, followed by a kneeling DDT. 


CIC: There goes Noth up to da top rope for something...he tries to come down with an axe handle, but 


Turnbucker catches him and chokeslams him back down! Da pin... 


JT: Just a two count. | really think Sgt. Turnbucker's pure muscly girth will be something Noth will have 
to avoid during this match. Turnbucker off the ropes, and nails a falling headbutt across the chest of his 
opponent, who gets up in writhing pain. Just then, Noth slides under the legs of Turnbucker and pulls his legs 


out from under him. Noth goes back up to the top and hits a Senton Bomb. Wow! 


CIC: Noth continues da offense as he picks up Turnbucker, positions him for a front neckbreaker, but 
runs at da ropes, hurdles over and crushes Turnbucker's throat across the top rope!! Holy smokes! Dat's his 


finisher, da Decommissioned, Toag! 


JT: Noth quickly jumps back in the ring and covers for the pin! 


THREE! 


JT: There it is, Noth delivers two awesome impact moves to close this one out and get the victory over 


a plummeting Sergeant Turnbucker. 


Noth [grabbing mic]: Two wins in a row, Benson! Wooo! I'm coming for that number one spot, guys. 


Recognize! 


CIC: Noth has really become a fan favorite, but we gotta run for a commercial...but, hold up a sec...here 
comes Caleb Trane, out early for his match...as he passes Noth the two exchange words, but security runs out 


to separate the two....we'll be back in a few! 


The Chickbusters: pretty much the only reason to watch Smackdown! 8PM EST Syfy Fridays 


JT: Alright we are back for the next match. Caleb Trane is already in the ring after having been 
separated from a clearly irate Greg Noth. Panther and Madison Rayne have joined him, and here comes his 


opponent, all the way from the suburbs of Chicago...Chet Thornberg!! 


CIC: Yeah, dis is a rematch from last month when Caleb beat Chet and apparently impressed Panther 


enough to become his...uh, apprentice? Understudy? Gopher? 


JT: Call him what you may, but anyone backing the increasingly dangerous Panther means that the 
Beacon of Reason himself grows all the more powerful. Chet is posturing in the ring to Referee Koblitz, and 
yes! The ref has ejected Panther from the ring as Madison drags him to the back. Justice for all, and 


especially Thornberg, who's still looking for his first Destigeddon win. 


CIC: Alright, this puppy is under way...Chet and Caleb tie up, and Caleb quickly overpowers the former 


amateur wrestler...he slams Chet into the corner and follows with an armdrag. 


JT: Yeah, speaking of his wrestling background, getting on the mat with Thornberg is definitely 
something the Apple employee wants to avoid like the plague. Caleb runs at the downed Chet, but Chet 


quickly hooks one of his legs and has him in the ankle lock submission!! 


CIC: Wow, what a reversal...Chet's gonna score his first win here...but Caleb reaches out and grabs the 
bottom rope as the ref breaks da hold. Chet grabs Caleb, flings him into the ropes and nails him with the 


sidewalk scoop slam...he goes for da pin... 


JT: Barely a two count! The ref goes to kick a piece of hardware that flew off Caleb's outfit, and Trane 
quickly delivers a low blow to Chet. What an underhanded, cheapskate move! Down goes Chet...Trane goes 
for his Software Upgrade finisher, but Chet reverses it and hits a facebuster, knocking his opponent back into 


the ref! Koblitz falls on his face! 


CIC: Chet has to take advantage here, Toag. Ring fight, street fight, or hell, even Street Fighter...you 


gotta pounce when your opponent is dazed, but it looks like he also wants to help da ref up. 


JT: The ref is barely making it to his feet as Chet goes over to Caleb, but Caleb points his wrist at Chet 


and out comes this plume of purple smoke right in Chet's face! What...what the hell is that?!? 


CIC: I've seen some fumes come outta ladies places over in Dover before, but | have no idea what dat 


was...now, it looks like Chet is actually helpin' out Caleb as the smoke clears...what a change of heart. 


JT: The ref is finally conscious as Chet has helped Caleb to his feet and laid himself flat, square in the 
middle of the ring. Caleb Trane puts a foot on Chet's chest, the ref counts, and there it is! Three count...Caleb 


Trane wins! 


CIC: What a crock a’ bad marinara...now it looks like Caleb and Chet are huggin' it out...what da hell 


was in that smoke?! Now Trane has a mic... 


Caleb Trane: You see, with faith, power, and independent thinking, anything and everything is possible. 


Including title belts and full control of this outfit the owner's box cogs call Dest-Uhhh-Gettin'!! 


JT: And just like that, Caleb and Chet are walking off, but clearly Chet has been poisoned by the evil 


ways of Panther's crew. Panther and Madison meet the duo at the top of the ramp, and the four wrestlers give 


a collective left hand salute to the crowd and disappear. Fans, we have to take a commercial...back with our 


main event! 


UNANNOUNCED PROMO: The Clavier: well-tempered. Your bodies: well beaten! - JSB 


CIC: Da well-tempered what now? Whoever dis fella is, | dink all wrestlers in da company should take 


note. Guy seems a couple scones short of a food truck, y'know? 


JT: I'm going to bet he's European...probably been fighting in one of those leagues near where 
Maelstrom tours. Anyway, we have tag team action now as two of the hottest teams clash and fight to be one 
step closer to The Mac:Ratio and their Tag Team titles. Here comes the newly formed and named team of 


Radical Red White and Blue..."Radical Red" Zach Bartram and "Hacksaw" Jim Duggan! 


CIC: After their last title shot | dink the fans are hungry to see young up and comer Radical Red win 
with one of the greats, Hacksaw. But in their way is a whole lot of high flying beef...Sake Bomb! Da team of 


Laotian Jeff and Walter Chen!! 


JT: Although nothing is official, | think it's a good bet that you'll end up seeing one of these teams 


against Mac:Ratio at Solstice Showdown for the belts. What do you think, Carl? 


CIC: | dink either way, da Mac:Ratio is in trouble. Both these teams utilize two members with 
completely different skill sets. Laotian Jeff brings unstoppable brawn, while Walter Chen gives you unmatched 
aerial ability. Hacksaw is one of hardest working technical wrestlers while Radical Red might be one of da best 


athletes we have. 


JT: Okay, looks like Radical Red will start off with Walter Chen. Red quickly comes out with a swinging 


clothesline, but Chen ducks, bounces off the ropes and nails him with a springboard back elbow. 


CIC: Chen claps his hands and hits Red with a standing backflip! Now he springs back off da ropes for 
da reverse splash, but Red gets his knees up and blocks it! Chen is writhing in pain as he tags in the big boy, 


Laotian Jeff. 


JT: Jeff quickly bulrushes Red and squishes him in the corner. He gathers Red and picks him 
up...b0om! Overhead suplex and the pin...nope. Only a two count. Now, Jeff picks him up for the scoop slam, 
followed by the falling elbow. It's early and Red is in a world of trouble. He needs to tag in his partner, but Jeff 


drags him back to the corner and tags in Chen, who immediately positions Red for a Hurrican-rana. 


CIC: Beautiful move, but it sent Red flying back into his corner. He reaches out and tags Hacksaw! 


Here comes Jim Duggan!! 


JT: Left, right, left, right. Hacksaw is pummeling Chen just as Laotian Jeff comes into the ring and tries 
to punch Hacksaw...but Hacksaw rakes the eyes and sets him up for the running 3 point stance tackle! Jeff is 
sent flying out of the ring, but drags a woozy Red with him. Now Red and Jeff are brawling on the outside as 


senior referee Timmy Tee tries to break it up. 


CIC: Toag, dis match is breakin’ down, and | kinda like it! Action in da ring...action outside as Red 
reverses an Irish whip and sends big Jeff crashing into da audience guardrail. Meanwhile, Hacksaw has Chen 


caught up against the ropes and looks like he's setting up for a big knee into the back of da high fly specialist. 


JT: HOOO! Hacksaw nails him with the knee, possibly a precursor to his finisher, Old Glory. He's 
setting up again, but doesn't see someone emerge from under the ring...it's Mac Taylor! What...the...what's he 
doing here? Ohhhh, no. As Hacksaw went for the running knee again, Taylor rose up over the horizon of the 


ring skirt and smashed an electron microscope over the head of Hacksaw! Jesus that had to hurt. 


CIC: | don't even think Chen saw it...he was so out of it he just crawled over and covered Hacksaw as 


the ref gets back in da ring...that's three! Sake Bomb has won this match! 


JT: That is a damn shame. | thought there was mutual respect between Mac:Ratio and Radical Red 


White and Blue, but clearly Mac, and possibly Horatio, must be afraid to face Red and Hacksaw again. 


CIC: Laotian Jeff comes back in da ring to celebrate as Mac scampers back to da locker room...and 
now Walter Chen sees him. He's discussin' something with Jeff as Hacksaw is still picking up his teeth and 


Radical Red stands bewildered outside wit his hands at his hips. 
JT: Okay, now Sake Bomb are motioning Red back into the ring and Jeff is asking for a microphone. 


Laotian Jeff: Disssss-honor! Mac Taylor, you cheated, and this will not stand with Walter and myself. 
Mac uses science implement to cheat to help us win. But hear us now, us, Sake Bomb, officially turn down 


victory! No win! 


JT: What?! | mean, how is that smart? Turning down an all but signed shot at the belts. Okay, word is 


that Commissioner Juneau is backstage to sort this matter out... 


Commissioner Juneau: Unfortunately, gentlemen, this does go down in the record books as a win for 
Sake Bomb, a victory that will ultimately be considered toward the chase for the tag titles. But | do agree that 
Mac Taylor has besmirched those very titles and cheated Radical Red and Hacksaw. So, the next time 
Mac:Ratio, Sake Bomb, and Radical Red White and Blue will be in the ring will be a triple threat elimination 


match...with the tag titles on the line! 
*“crowd erupts in cheers...Hacksaw thumbs-upping everyone in sight...Chen and Jeff nod approvingly** 
Juneau: And the winner of that match will face the second place team at Solstice Showdown! 
CIC: Wow, what a blockbuster announcement. You can't like The Mac:Ratio's chances at dis point. 


JT: That's true as it looks like another match has been made official for the penultimate PPV this 
summer. And fans, stay with us because it appears we have enough time to go backstage and catch the DX- 


nWo summit in its entirety. Kristen Calves Bell, you back there? 


Kristen Bell: The best calves in the business, here reporting, guys. I'm back here with the nWo, 
comprised of Hollywood Hogan, Trehern, The Outsiders, and The Giant, as well as DX, represented by Triple 


H, Bentley Powers, Goldberg, and XPac. Gentlemen, let's get started. 


Scott Hall: Hey yo, | was told there would be, uh, refreshments. Otis Sounkenmeyer and lemonade 


and... 
Goldberg: What, beer? You degenerate? 


Hollywood Hogan: At least my brother Hall doesn't injure every third guy he works with, Goldy. Why 
don't you pack your Louis bags and ship back to Atlanta for those day shifts shovelin' burgers and hot dogs 


into the masses at The Varsity, dude! 


Bentley Powers: What, Hogan, no time to oil your daughter's ass at the pool? 


The Giant: Haha, yeah, | saw those pictures...he's got you in check, Hogan! 


Bell: Guys, guys, cool your jets... 


Kevin Nash: Hey little girl, why don't you solve the stifling mystery of who stole Triple H's...what did he 


used to call those things...oh yeah. Balls! HaHH! 


Triple H: I'm sure Chyna told you that one, huh? Good luck with that prescription grade aluminum 


ointment you're gonna need, Nash. Well worth it, boy. 


Bell: Seriously, we need to get things worked out. Here, everyone sign these papers for the 5-on-5 


match at the PPV. 


Trehern: Wait, wait, wait, Mars Bars. This says five versus...five. As in, one, two, three, four, FIVE. 


Those chickenheads over there only have FOUR members. We ain't signin’ nothin, sister! 


Bell: | thought this may become an issue, so management had a stipulation written in. | know, you guys 
want to know who will be fighting so you can prepare, but these papers have to be filed by midnight tonight per 


Arizona state gaming and combat laws. 


Hogan: Well, then, | think it's only fair that they tell us who will be the 5th guy, and if that dude doesn't 


show, they start a man down! 


Triple H: Our guy will be ready for action come PPV time, old man. Trust us. 


Bell: Hulk, you bring up a good point. However, Arizona is strict about balanced and even sporting 
events. So, everyone sign for the big match and two weeks from now at Detonation 22 form Oakland, an 
auxiliary match will take place. One guy from nWo...one from DX. If DX wins, they can use anyone they want 
and not have to reveal him until match day. However, if nWo wins...DX will have to reveal their 5th man on the 


spot! No questions asked! 


Goldberg: That sounds fair, but honestly | think me, H, Pac, and Powers can take these washups all by 


ourselves. 


Bell: A couple more things...each team picks the other's representative for the Detonation match. Since 


DX holds the gold...nWo...you choose first. 


Hogan: Wow, who to pick, brother? The toothpick...the human cinder block with an IQ of ball 


sweat.....nah, nah, | think we'll go with the jack of no trades...Bentley Powers! 


Bell: Settled! DX, who will fight Powers? 


Triple H: How about the guy that was past his prime when Powers was learning long division and trying 


to kiss Susie Mae on the playground? You, Hogan! Let's see what you got! 


Bell: Okay, I'll fax this over. Bentley Powers vs. Hollywood Hogan...with no DX or nWo members 


allowed at ringside! 


DX and nWo: Hold up, wait, crazy, balderdash, THAT'S CRAP, etc.. 


Bell: Yeah, and one final stipulation. This came straight from the creative mind of Commissioner 
Juneau herself...each wrestler will be teamed with an Oakland local celebrity. You'll find out more when you 


get over there. Great meeting, guys. I'm catching the new Will Ferrell movie, so you kids play nice! 


XPac: Ha, jokes on her! That movie's been out of theaters for weeks! 


Jeff Togo [back to announce booth]: Wow, another bombshell! Fans, these should be some explosive 
events coming up for you! Next week, we'll be live from Coney Island on the nation's birthday, and the following 
week we will have nWo vs. DX action over in Oakland, California. From all the good folks here in Benson, 


NC...I'm Jeff Togo and that's Coney Island Carl...goodnight! 


CREDIS ROLL 


TUESDAY NIGHT TAINT 


featuring 


*“found footage of Trehern locked out of the nWo van** 

Trehern: Could you green gobblers get that gah damn camera out of my face!? 

Powers: Hey, T, how’s that worst wrestler belt welt on your dome healing up? 

Trehern: It actually got infected... and why the hell is Bell setting up matches?? | should give the Bella 
Twins a call to key her VW Bug. 

*“stares directly at camera** 

| don't think we need to wait until DET 22 for a DX/nWo showdown, so I'm declaring a match NOW!! 
Hall vs. Goldy in a barbwire match, with Trehern in Hall's corner, and Bret Hart in Goldberg's! 
HAHAHAHAHAHAHAHH!!! 

** Powers’ Razr phone buzzes** 

Powers: Hey, durf, it’s for you. 


(over speakerphone) MGMT: You want a match, Trehern? Well, by golly, you got it! Fax over the 


papers and we'll sign off! 


DESTIGEDDON 


NATION 


THE BIRTH OF A DETONATION! 


"Hacksaw" Jim Duggan: And the HOOOOOOO!!!!-me, of thhhheeeee...Brrraaaaaavvvveee!!!! 


[tumultuous applause] 


Rusty "Parts" Jenkins: With a riveting rendition of the national anthem, Hacksaw hits it outta the park! 
With that roaring applause, | can feel every patriotic fiber in my being beaming forth as we sit here live at 
Coney Island, New York at DETONATION!! But as Hacksaw now leaves to head back to the locker room, he 
and Radical Red Bartram have more pivotal things to worry about, like that triple threat tag team match-up with 


Sake Bomb and the Mac:Ratio... 


COBRA Commander: I've tried time and time again to take over this United States of America (I'll get 
you, Joes!), but | have to say, Duggan's voice is like a baby cherub's laugh. | even felt a tear well up in my 


mind's eye...physically | didn't weep, but | thought about it. 


RP: That's COBRA over there, this is Rusty Parts over here, and HAPPY 4th of JULY!! Famous 
birthdays today include our beloved country, Princess Chulabhorn of Thailand, Koko the sign-language gorilla, 
and our very own Deacon of Treason, Panther Joe... Man, that guy knows how to take over everything, 


doesn't he? 


COBRA: He's not on the card tonight, and no one has spotted him in the parking lot, so hopefully our 
nation's birthday isn't overshadowed by face-paint and lack of "cog"-nitive function... What IS on the card 


tonight is a singles match with the nWo's Scott Hall standing up against Degeneration X's Goldberg. Coaches 


accompanying the opponents include Solar Sentinel editor Trehern and Bret "The Hitman" Hart...and here they 


are NOW!! 


*“Trehern grabs microphone** 


Trehern: Hey durfs, what's up? Yeah, I'm talking to you Coney Island! How's it feel to be defined by the 
shittiest carnival in the world? Seriously, Disney World runs circles around you and you refuse to update rides 
that creaked in 1904. Whatever, dudes, my fight's not with you tonight! It's with a hulking freak named 
Goldylocks and his "worst there ever was, worst there is, and worst there ever will be" coach, Bret Hart. How's 


your head feel, buddy? 


RP: Ooh, going straight for the balls, this guy. For those of you uninformed, Hart's career was ended by 
a spear/jackhammer from Goldberg during their WCW days. Strategically speaking, having Hart play coach to 


Goldberg was one of Trehern's better ideas; insulting him pre-match? Not so much. 


Bret Hart: Listen pal, you got me to come all the way down here, eh? Let's wrestle! 


COBRA: And now we see Hall make his way to the ring, followed by Goldberg. Man, these guys have 
great entrances, but will they show up to the fight? As we look at the ring, we see weaved into the ring ropes 
the dreaded barb wire that has become a pillar and the main ingredient of the "barb wire match". Will the 


fighters be drawn into their prickly grasp? We shall soon see!!! 


Referee Boomstick Carter calls for a bell and the match is on its way!! Hall continues to trash talk the 
hulking Goldberg, even so much as tossing his toothpick into the SPEED channel star's face!!! Trehern shakes 


the ropes with excitement... 


RP: Hall proceeds to jab into Goldberg's ribs...one, two, three, four punches, but nothing seems to 
affect the DX member. Just then, Goldberg clamps his hands on the side of Hall's head and shotputs him 


across the ring!! WOW!! What strength! Hall barely misses the barbed ropes, but stays on the ground. Hart 


throws encouraging words toward Goldberg, even though the man injured him years ago. Clearly, the Hitman 


has forgiven Bill and forgotten the past; what a champ, eh? 


COBRA: Cut the Canuck talk Rusty! This is America's day, not Canada Day!!! **checks calendar** 
Alright, | might be wrong about that, but quit it anyway!!! Hall slowly gets to his feet, avoiding any interaction 
with the ropes, but carefully begins to climb the turnbuckle! But before he gets to the top, Goldberg splashes 
him against the barb wire!!! AAAAHHHHH!!! The pain!!! The blood!!! The indescribable embarrassment!!! And 
while Hall's machismo flows out his open wounds, Goldberg props him up onto the turnbuckle and vert- 


suplexes the Bad Guy back into the ring!! Guuuh, what agony! 


*“crowd moans in anger** 


COBRA: Wait, what was that!? The Hitman just got nailed with a Nathan's famous hot dog, thrown by 
none other than Trehern!! Hart's yelling at the ref to kick the guy out, and as the official argues with the 


Albertan, Trehern reaches under the ring and pulls out a cattle prod!!! 


RP: Oh no, looks like Goldberg might feel the "shocking" effect of the nWo's cheating ways... Hall grabs 
hold of the cattle prod, and jams it straight into the grundel region of the giant Goldberg!! The Ferris wheel 
momentarily tips as Goldberg screams in agony, but this scream doesn't weaken him...IT ONLY MAKES HIM 


STRONGER!!! 


COBRA: Goldberg rips the cattle prod from Hall's grasp as the Bad Guy pleads for his life! Goldberg 
goes to grab him, but Hall reverses with a nut shot!!! Goldberg is down on his knees... Hall turns to celebrate 
with Trehern, but notices that Bret Hart has Trehern in the Sharpshooter in the outer area!!!! OH MY GOD!!! 


Trehern is tapping out to no avail!!! You're a coach, Trehern!!!! You can't tap out, ya fuckin’ moron! Now Hall, 


RP: HOLY UNCLE SAM'S SOCK DRAWER!!!! What a pummeling!!! Now Goldberg, smoking from the 


electric prodding to his undercarriage, preps Hall for the jackhammer!!! He lifts the Bad Guy up and circles to 


show the crowd his prey!!! Hart still has Trehern in the 'Shooter, and no nWo players are in sight!!! DOWN 


COBRA: Folks, we gotta take a break and bring order back to this family event!!! Blood has spilled in 


the nWo/DX feud, but only DX has come out on top tonight!!! 


Hi, Arn Anderson here. | just wanted to let everyone know that Anderson Brothers Moving and Storage is open 


for business here in Austin, Texas! We provide everything you need when moving your family across town, or 
across the country! Boxes, trucks, those straps you use to lift heavy stuff...we got it all! And with every down 
payment, you get a free knife-edge chop from Nature Boy Ric Flair!! So come visit us at our Thornberry Road 


location, right off Bastrop Highway. Tell ‘em the Horsemen sent you!! 


COBRA: Alright, folks, here's the main event you've been waiting for...Our Destigeddon champ Triple H 
defends his belt against the Sentinel of the States, the Defender of Democracy, and an all-around nice guy, 


Captain America! 


RP: Cap has long awaited his chance at the Desti-Championship, and it seems almost like destiny that 
he gets that chance tonight on the Fourth of July! Both contestants are in the ring, and Bentley "Ben P" Powers 
stands ringside with X-Pac. Senior Ref Timmy Tee checks both competitors for any illegal objects, removing 


Cap's shield and handing it to ring girl Nikki Bella. 


COBRA: | like this match-up for one reason: Captain America is going to get totally owned by Triple H, 


and that Pedigree is gonna huuuuurrrrttt. Superheroes can suck it! 


RP: We hear the bell, and the icons are at it! A quick uppercut from Helmsley, but Cap manages to 
keep from falling. Then Triple H tries a knee-kick to the chest, but Cap reverses and turns it into a side slam!!! 


Goes for the pin... 


COBRA: Kick out! Helmsley gets to his feet and gets Cap into a suplex position! BOOM! What a blow! 
As Cap gets up, a huge clothesline from Helmsley!!! And then a swift kick from Ben P to Cap's head as the ref 
talks Helmsley into backing up from the ropes!!! Looks like the nWo aren't the only faction that will do anything 


to win... 


RP: Some dirty dealin’ going on here, mon frere. Cap tries to exit the ring, but X-Pac and Powers are 
there to shove him back in...When did this become a lumberjack match?? Just then, Cap makes a comeback 
and attempts the Ole Glory (fireman's carry facebuster into a jumping DDT), but Helmsley elbows Cap just in 


time, dropping the Champ back onto the mat... 


COBRA: Now, as Cap struggles, Triple H gets the Original American Gladiator into the Pedigree 
position...AND YES!!! THE PEDIGREE FINISHER!!! GOD BLESS TRIPLE H AND GOD BLESS THE UNITED 


STATES OF AMERICA!!! 


RP: Helmsley goes for the pin!? 1...2...3!!! He's done it, and with great showings from both our 


competitors, the US can be proud in say- 


*“Metallica rings out across the carnival... ** 


COBRA: Ah, what the f*ck... 


RP: Well, folks, looks like we spoke too soon on the appearance of Panther Joe. Seems to me Panther 


and his cohorts are entering the arena, being met with boos, hot dogs and some pretty offensive language. 


Panther Joe: ** grabs mic** Quiet forthwith, cogs! "Cogey Island" is more like it. | have come to address 
none other than the *still* reigning Destigeddon champion, Mr. Hunter Hearst Helmsley...How's it feel, big guy? 


Ya feelin' good champ? Maybe a little Beacon of Reason is in order... 


RP: Helmsley is so tired that he can barely get up from his previous take down. | haven't seen him this 


exhausted since his "not really a wrestling match" with Undertaker at WrestleMania XXVII... 


COBRA: | always wondered how he did that while he was under contract with us... 


RP: Long story short man, Helmsley is like the Harley Race of the 21st Century, so he's ren-- 


Panther Joe: COGS!!! | can't even get 2 minutes on air without the verbose puppets at the announcing 
table taking away from my promo!! | have here in my hand a contract... O0OOoo0000!!! | know, the dreaded 
plot point that accelerates your precious storyline is right here in my hand. Due to MGMT oversight, | was 
forgotten (possibly ignored) in my first #1 contender spot against Trehern...that led to YOU getting the belt, 
Helmsley. Well now, Jen Juneau has been so "gracious" as to give me an "Anytime, anywhere" clause in my 


current DG write up... 


COBRA: You're not serious... 


Panther Joe: Now....and HERE!!!! 


RP: Panther charges the ring! Ring girl Madison Rayne and Caleb Trane take on the outer ring DX 
members, and Panther quickly starts pummeling the already spent Triple H. Try as he might, Helmsley can 
only block what shots he can, but Panther uses everything in his arsenal! Kicks, leg drops, elbow slams!!! The 


Deacon of Treason shoves the still unconscious Captain America out of the ring, and yells at the crowd! 


COBRA: Helmsley stands up in the corner, but is immediately splashed by Panther! Folks, we may be 


watching dark history being made tonight... 


RP: Panther lifts Helmsley onto the turnbuckle, then climbs up to the second rope. He's not...is he? A 


superplex Panther's Pounce???? 


COBRA: Goldberg is coming out from the back!! Here to help Helmsley, I'm sure of it!!! BUT OH!!! THE 


SUPERPLEX TURNED PILEDRIVER!!!! THE PANTHER'S POUNCE!!!! Has Triple H's neck always looked like 


that!!! 


RP: Try as he might, Goldberg cannot reach the ring fast enough to stop the match... 


3!!! 


The crowd erupts in anger, fireworks start exploding unexpectedly, injuring dozens. The Coney Island Ferris 
wheel starts to tilt back and forth as patrons begin climbing it and calling for MGMT to step in. The broadcast 
booth is destroyed by the nWo, who have come back to argue the decision of the crooked Panther contract! 
COBRA Commander and Rusty Jenkins are carried off by fans to the port-o-let fort that has been built to fend 


off against the SWAT teams rushing the carnival. 


Storms roll in and the heavens open up! Greg Noth attempts to gain control of the violence, but wrestlers have 
engaged in the uproar!! Trehern leads a force against the funnel cake trolleys, DX begins to tear apart the ring, 


and the Giant starts to take massive dumps on the hoods of cars... 


Thunder crashes and lightning streaks across the sky as Panther howls into the night with his new 
championship belt held high. Riots continue into the night, and as wrestlers fight fellow wrestlers, the only thing 


certain is that Triple H is free of the belt and treason covers the land... 


ssi ey 


NATION 


SHOTS FIRED! 


Jeff Togo: Hello, one and all, and welcome to arguably the biggest Detonation to date! Through some 


sort of awesome booking magic, we are coming to you from the spacious Oracle Arena here in Oakland, 
California...yes, home of your Golden State Warriors! I'm here as always with the venerable Coney Island Carl, 


and we are ready to bring you this explosive double main event! 


Coney Island Carl: Yeahhh, but I'm still a little steamed dat dis company didn't even invite me to 
Detonation last week from Coney Island. Heck, Toag, dat's my namesake, you know?! | busted heads and hit 
da books over there...and doubly, to dink it was where we crowned da new Destigeddon Champion...and | 


really can't believe I'm saying dis...Panther! 


JT: You are exactly right, Carl. Panther smartly took advantage of a management oversight when 
current champion HHH was "defending" his belt in a promotional match against Captain America on the Fourth 
for the fans. Because Panther was technically the number one contender, he was the one entitled to the 


match, stormed the ring after the match, and defeated the DX leader for the biggest prize in the game. 


CIC: And not to overshadow da action we got tonight in the double main event, including a DX/nWo 
showdown between Hogan and Powers and a triple threat match for the tag titles, but we actually got video of 


the sitdown between Commissioner Jen Juneau and new champion Panther earlier today... 


JT: Yes, fans, | think dark days are ahead with Panther as champion, but perhaps management can 


and will be able to keep him in check. Just see for yourself! 


[Juneau and Panther sitdown] 


Commissioner Jen Juneau: You know the reason | called you into here--you know | didn't sign off on 


any surprise title match stipulation, and really | should have you brought up on charges of forgery and libel. 


Panther: Hold your breath with your threats and 7-letter-words, lady. No judge this side of Mombasa will 
rule in the favor of the cheats who are dealing out kiddie shows to guys dressed as super heroes when | sweat 
and bled for that title shot. | was taking what was mine, and now....| have it. The gold. And with the gold comes 


the power. 


CJJ: You know you have to defend the belt at Solstice Showdown, right? | had something along the line 
of a gauntlet match lined up for you, but | got to thinking about how fun it will be to see you crushed, one-on- 


one, in Arizona. 


Panther: Whoosh, I'm petrified, Jenny. What, does Triple H want a rematch? Is one of those cogs in 


nWo gonna brush off the dust and challenge me? 


CJJ: Actually, | was thinking about a number of guys. Regardless of what happens, | want to see a four- 
way match with the title contract hanging above the ring, only accessible by ladder. As for those four guys, 


well, | have enough faith in you that you will outthink yourself and choose miserably. 


Panther: Ohhhh, wait now. Power. To the people?! How progressive! Okay. Instead of beating around 
the bush, let's plan this ladder match out right here. First, | want that fake-belt-carrying-around, ultimate poser, 
and flag bearing cog, Trehern. He was champion for a while, yeah...1 can respect that. Put him in. Next, Triple 
H, you whore monger, you will NOT be receiving a rematch. Instead, give me his bag boy--the guy that's 


hamming it up tonight in the main event...Bentley Powers. 


CJJ: Alright, that's two decent choices. How about a Horseman? Maybe Tearin' Jarod, or even Flair. 


He's instant money. What about All the Kings Forces?! Dingo and Soldier Britain would kill in that match... 


Panther: That sounds all good, but as the champ and the voice of this company and my beloved 
followers, | think it goes without saying that the guy who saves your computer from internal combustion week in 


and week out, Caleb Trane, deserves a spot. 


CJJ: Trane?! Are you serious...this is main event stuff we are talking about! 


Panther: Hey, these are my picks, Commish. | know you are just dreaming of that epic showdown 


between me and my best friend, Caleb, at your precious Solstice Showdown... 


CJJ: Anything even resembling a fix would result in grounds for termination, and | mean it! 


Panther: Oh, you mean it?! You mean what you say about firing me if | don't walk, talk, act, and wrestle 
a certain way? Unfortunately, Jennifer, I'm the best thing going for this company. After me you've got wash-ups 


and towel boys flooding the roster. 


CJJ: Ehhh, whatever. Just tell me the last guy you want in so | can fax this over to corporate. 


Panther: Oh me, personally? I'd want a damned grizzly bear in there to spice things up, but clearly you 
meant someone on the roster. How about the guy that's been the thorn in my side since day one? How about 
the guy that kept me from winning this title months ago? How about...the guy that is the personification of cog 
and is everything that's wrong with this business, this company, and this world. And let me tell you, Jennifer, 
you ain't much better sitting in that seat. How about the guy that almost ran this company into the ground?! 
Yeah, that's right. Bring him up from the minors....| want ex-Commissioner Greg Noth in that match. Give the 


dog a bone, and make it happen, oh powerful one. 


CJJ: You got it--Trehern vs. Bentley Powers vs. Caleb Trane vs. Greg Noth in a feature ladder match. 


Great choices...great choices. 


Panther: | know you thought I'd go easy on myself, but where's the fun? Where's the shred of dignity for 
our fans, whom I'm wise enough to know line our pockets with blood money that support our families. And 


where would be my morals and thought process if | didn't already think | was unmatched in this company... 


CJJ: Who’s this family you keep talking about? 


Panther: ...Those aren't four household names, but those are four great wrestlers, Jennifer. And that's 
what | personify as the person who will lead this company into the future. Greatness. Dignity. Morals. Qualities 


in short supply around here. Quoth the Panther... ... everlasting. 


[cut back to broadcast booth] 


JT: Explosive news, as we will see a 4-way ladder match to determine Panther's opponent at the 


Solstice Showdown PPV. Any early predictions, Carl? 


CIC: | gotta take either Trehern or da red hot Greg Noth. Trehern was da first ever champion, knows 
what it takes, and'll have the cunning of his nWo brethren. But how cool would it be if young Greg Noth won 
and was able to fight for da belt in his home state of AZ? Da other two, Caleb and Bentley, are just too 
inexperienced. I've seen crazier things in my day, but if you're feelin’ lucky, take dose odds cuz anything can 


happen in a 4-way ladder match! 


JT: Great points, but one guy left out of the match who was really gaining steam during Operation North 


American Title Recovery was MC Slam, who is coming ringside now! 


MC Slam: Yo, yo, yo O-Town, what it do? Now some crazies be askin’, hey Mr. Slam, why don't you rap 
more on the show, or wrestle more? | don't know about those other shows, but | was fittin' to hit up Maelstrom 
with my new hit sing | LOVE LADDLES when one of da bigwigs gave me the call and said, "Slam, come on 


down to Oakland and have a rap battle with ANY body in the back!" That's cool, right? 


CIC: | hear da Giant's pretty fluent on the mic, right? 


Slam: So, all y'all wanna do this thing RIGHT NOW, come on down and let's have a lil fun! 


[no one comes down] 


Slam: Don't all rush at once. MC Slam ain't gonna bite. He might shred. He might even....boogie! 


JT: Dr. Boogie would probably be here, being we are in Northern California, the Yes We Cannabis 


region of the world, but | didn't see him back there. 


Slam: Okay, okay, I'll tell ya what, playas. Slam is gonna put up five hundred of his own... 


[Classical music starts playing, a large Baroque man arrives] 


JT: What...Carl, we've seen that guy before! 


CIC: Yeah, da mysterious JSB...don't know anything about him, but maybe he's a rapper? 


JT: He's been shown on Detonation commercials for weeks now, we just didn't know who he was, what 


he wanted, or when he'd be here. | think we are about to find all that out, right...now! 


Slam: Hey, dawg, we ain't never met before. I'm da jolliest music caddy round these parts...MC Slam! 


You are? 


JSB: Tis not a matter of who | am, but nonetheless | believe formal acquaintance is prudent. You and 
these people may refer to me as Johann Sebastian Bachbreaker, and I've come to restore music back to its 


luster. This 'hip and hop' won't suffice. 


Slam: Oh, | see. You into da Beethoven and Mohhhh-zart, right dog? 


JSB: Beethoven was a knave and MOAT-zart was an invalid. Is that the unsightly combination that 


sired you, boy? 


Slam: What?! What...oh, it's on! 


JT: Well, the bell has rung and it looks like we have a match here. MC Slam goes for the high front kick 
as he charges, but Bachbreaker catches his leg and slams him back to the ground. He picks up Slam, throws 


him over with the Fisherman's Suplex, and the ref counts three! 


CIC: Wow, surprise finish as this newcomer catches MC Slam off guard, who still looks more baffled 


den anything by dat fluke finish! 


JT: What a way to kick off the show from Oakland. We'll be back with tag title action after this break! 
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Drink a damn beer like a real man! 


JT: We welcome you back to DETONATION as the team of Radical Red and Hacksaw, Radical Red 


White and Blue, are already in the ring to compete in a three way dance for the Tag Titles. 


CIC: Yeah, and as previously announced, dis will be elimination rules, and the surviving team will have 


the belts going into Solstice Showdown and defend against da second place team. 


JT: Honestly, | think we have three of the hottest tag teams going at it tonight. Of course, The 
Mac:Ratio, who have been champs since November, but also Radical Red White and Blue, who haven't lost a 
beat since Hacksaw Jim Duggan replaced the late Macho Man. And this team coming out right now...Sake 


Bomb, who beat BRWEB last time out. 


CIC: Yeah, between Walter Chen's aerial mastery and Laotian Jeffs immovability, dis may be da 


ultimate tag team. 


JT: But The Who begins to blare over the PA system here at the Oracle Arena as fans note their 


displeasure to champs Mac Taylor and Horatio Cane coming ringside. 


CIC: | dink Sake Bomb and Radical Red White and Blue should isolate the champs, take them out early 


and try to score wins against each other. 


JT: That could be very well be the case as the bell rings as Sake Bomb immediately rushes Horatio 
while Radical Red and Hacksaw engulf the sinister Mac Taylor. You have to be thinking survival here, Carl. 


Everyone's in at one time, so strategy is a must. 


CIC: Red, Hacksaw, and Mac have spilled outside, while Laotian Jeff body slams Horatio, followed by 
Walter Chen running at Jeff, springboarding a backflip off his partner's chest and dropping the elbow down on 


Horatio! Followed by a standing belly flop by da big man! He goes for da pin... 


JT: Two and a half! The champs were that close from losing their belts. Hacksaw has Mac's arms 
pinned while Radical Red unloads a fury of punches to his nemesis. But look out!! Flying suicide dive to the 


outside by Walter on all three men! 


CIC: Yeah, Sake Bomb continues to take out the champs, but he also took out Hacksaw, who looks like 


he busted his knee, and Radical Red. 


JT: Walter recovers and runs at Mac, who steps out of the way and let's the little man crash into the 
guard rail. Mac turns back around and notices Hacksaw's bum knee and begins stomping at it, over and over. 
But here comes Laotian Jeff, nailing Mac over the back with a double axe handle. Jeff dumps both Hacksaw 


and Mac over the guard rail into the fan section and turns his attention back to Horatio in the ring. 


CIC: Jeff goes in, picks up Horatio and gives him a Laotian Headbutt, sending him reeling back into da 
corner. Jeff approaches Horatio, but da champ swiftly front kicks Jeff in the groin...Horatio was playing 
possum, regainin' his strength in da ring while everyone was outside! Horatio ascends to the top, dives at Jeff 


and flips over him, hitting a neckbreaker! 


JT: Goes for the pin...and yes, that's three! Horatio has pinned Laotian Jeff as Sake Bomb are the first 
team eliminated and will not compete for the belts at Solstice Showdown! Meanwhile, Carl, look... Hacksaw is 


still battling it out with Mac Taylor in the crowd and they are really high up there now. 


CIC: Yeah, as Sake Bomb kicks dust dat leaves only Horatio and Radical Red left ringside to fight for 


da belts...battle of da gingers! 


JT: Red charges the ring and nails Horatio with a discus clothesline. He points up to the two fighting in 


the crowd, now somewhere in section 212 | believe. 


Radical Red: Hey, hombre, no partner....no Autopsy! 


CIC: Radical Red obviously talking about da tandem finisher that has left pretty much every tag team in 


its wake. 


JT: Okay, Horatio is back up, blocks a punch from Red. Horatio hits an armdrag, but Red pops back up 


and catches him with the Clay High Uppercut OUT OF NOWHERE! He goes for the pin.... 


CIC: OHHHH! Two and three quarters...Red is beside himself now. 


JT: He has to finish this off while Hacksaw has Mac tied up in the stands, but Red has lost focus and is 
punching the mat, clearly frustrated that his best opportunity has probably vanished. Just as we speak, Horatio 
sneaks up behind Red and locks in a Full Nelson submission...Red is square in the middle of the ring. This 


looks like it could be it... 


CIC: He's fighting, but Horatio is making it difficult, flailing and thrashing his arms so Red's energy 


immediately drains and he can't answer referee Koblitz's 3-count. 


JT: Yeah it's in there tight as the ref holds up Red's arm, drops it for one. Horatio, despite being solo, 
can feel it now. The ref lifts Red's arm a second time...no response. If he can't answer the three this match is 


Over... 


CIC: Yeah but Radical Red White and Blue will still get a rematch at da PPV. Here goes...the ref holds 
it up...and Red barely keeps it up as he's shakin' his fists and deez Oaklandians are goin crazy! Red musters 
enough strength to back Horatio into the corner, slamming his back into the turnbuckle, and breakin' the hold! 


He's out! 


JT: Red turns around, goes for the clothesline but Horatio grabs the arm, hooks it and rolls Red up with 


the back body slide and the pin! 


CIC: Another close fall as he only gets a 2 count! Horatio turns, but Red catches him first with a knee to 


the gut, followed by a gut wrench power bomb! 


JT: Another quick pin...but Horatio kicks out at two! Looks like Mac has reached the upper concourse 
and put Hacksaw's head through one of those Stef Curry 3-point shooting demo games...Mac is coming back 


ringside!! 


CIC: As Red picks Horatio up, the champ responds with a knife edge chop, sending Red spinning 
around...but he also hit a desperation Clay High Uppercut, sending Horatio off his feet. Wow, is his head still 


attached? 


JT: Red staggers to his feet, sets Horatio up with an overhead body press and drops him across his 
knee! He calls that move the Bartram Pear Turnover! Horatio is clutching his midsection in dire pain as Mac 


falls back over the guard rail and rushes the ring as Red falls on Horatio... 


THREE! 


CIC: Yes! Yes, Toag! Three count! We've got new champions! 


JT: The dream has finally come true. Radical Red has pinned Horatio and for the first time since 
November, a team not named The Mac:Ratio are the Tag Team Champions of Destigeddon. The crowd erupts 


as Red takes the gold, rolls out of the ring, and tells the camera "We did it, Randy! We did it!" 


CIC: I'm sure Macho himself is lookin’ down at all of us tonight. But what a moment as we take this in: 
One of the youngest members of the roster...Radical Red...is now one half of the tag champs with one of the 


oldest...Hacksaw Jim Duggan! 


JT: The Mac:Ratio still cannot believe it, but | don't think it's sunk in that they will get a one-on-one 
rematch at Solstice Showdown. Fans, Jim Duggan is finally being helped out of that shoot around game...the 


celebration continues...let's hit a break! 


Snap into a Slim Jim! They aren't terrible for you! 


JT: Welcome back for the second of our double main event! If you may recall, this match was proposed 
at the nWo/DX summit. DX is sending rookie Bentley Powers in against arguably the most legendary wrestler 
of all time, Hollywood Hulk Hogan. If Bentley wins for DX, the group can have anyone they want, under 
contract or not, wrestle as their 5th man in the 5-on-5 match. If Hogan wins, DX has to reveal their 5th man on 


the spot! No questions asked! 


CIC: Out first is Bentley Powers....both DX and nWo have been barred from ringside in this mixed- 


celebrity match. 


JT: Ohhh, and hear that infamous Hollywood Hogan music because the legend is in the house! The 
trash-talking has already begun in the ring as senior referee Timmy Tee attempts to keep the two separated. 


Now here comes Commissioner Juneau.... 


Comm. Juneau: Now, gentlemen, you know the stakes...! don't think those need explaining. But 
remember when | said that this would be a tag match? Well, to thank the city of Oakland for hosting us, you 


guys will be tagging with local Oakland celebrities. Bentley, here's your tag partner... 


[THE WHISTLE...goes... WOO WOO!! A WOOO-WOOOOOO!!] 


JT: Wow, Carl, that's internet sensation Bubb Rubb, many of whom consider the grandfather of the 
internet video meme! Rubb is coming to the ring in his trademarked Raiders beanie, but looks a little slow 


these days. 


Comm. Juneau: Hogan, buddy. We had to pull some strings for this one. Here is your partner...or 


should | say....partners? 


[Gucci, Gucci, Louis, Louis, Fendi, Fendi, Prada...] 


CIC: What...really? Toag...that's...yeah, that's the trio of Oakland native rappers...the White Girl Mob. 


Kreayshawn...V Nasty...and lest you forget...DJ Lil Debbie! 


JT: How is this fair? A 2-on-4? 


CIC: It's all good...| think at least four of da people in da ring are messed up on a cocktail of high gravity 
booze, cough syrup, maybe some whippits, and really bad weed. | mean da stuff that crumbles to dust when 


you touch it, Toag. 


JT: Whippits?! What the...well, this match has started and what do you know? All hell has broken loose 


already. You know, what do they pay these refs for anyway? 


CIC: Five seconds in, and DJ Lil Debbie and V Nasty have huddled into a corner, using a fan's can of 


Fresca as a makeshift bong. Classy move, ladies. 


JT: Bubb Rubb continues to play to the crowd by Woo-Woo-ing everyone in sight as Powers and 
Hogan finally shrug off the circus and come together. Kreayshawn looks to take the initiative by jumping on 
Powers' back, but he tosses her off. And after throwing Hogan into the corner, Ben P turns his attention back to 


Kreayshawn, but Powers can't bring himself to hit a lady. 


CIC: If you squint your eyes, in the right light with those tattoos, she can look like a dude. Jus' sayin! 


JT: Hogan comes over and slams Powers' head into the turnbuckle, pulling up Kreayshawn. 


Hogan: Stay outta the way, brother! 


JT: Oh man, V Nasty, now completely trashed, red eyed, and bow legged, doesn't like the sound of 


that...oh look out, she's pulling out her handgun! 


V Nasty: Hey, f*cker, ain't no one talk to my sis like dat...blassin' dis cap like dat...eatin' ya lead like 


JT: She's firing at Hogan...and those hollow points nail Hogan in the shoulder with Bubb Rubb getting 


some of the collateral! 


CIC: DJ Lil Debbie is trying to take the gun away....smart move. Same team, am | right Toag? 


JT: Why yes, you had a 50 percent chance of getting it right... Hulkster is teammates with The White Girl 


Mob, one of which just shot him, near fatally | might add! 


V Nasty: Yo, he leakin'! He leakin' girl! Alameda, bitch, what you know about dat?! 


JT: That has been your geography lesson of the day with Miss Nasty. But in all seriousness, folks, 


Hogan is bleeding everywhere and I'm pretty sure Bubb Rubb is dying. 


Bubb Rubb: ....you...you up there cookin’ breakfast, God? 


CIC: Powers is still on the other side of the ring, hidin' for what | can only say is fear for his life...but now 


someone is rushing the ring... 


JT: It's Bubb Rubb's partner in whistler tip crime: Lil Sis! Lil Sis is coming like a bat out of hell to storm 
Lil Debbie and V Nasty, beating them unconscious! Good to see those two are still so close after all these 


years! 


CIC: With everyone laid out, Kreayshawn appears and covers up a bleeding Bubb Rubb, whispering 


something to him as the ref crawls over for the cover... 


Kreayshawn: | don't know if it's true, Bubb Rubb, but thanks for creating Youtube. Without it, me and 


my girls would still be nobodies. Much love and respect. I'll pour some out in your honor... 


JT: And that's three! Kreayshawn has covered for the win... meaning Hollywood Hogan has won....but 
he's in shock and doesn't even know it...and EMTs, Trehern, Hall, and Nash charge the ring. Powers clears 


out, clearly outnumbered. 


Trehern: Hurry up, get that man to a hospital! And hey, you, Bentley, where you going, punk? Hey, get 


back here! You still have to tell us who the fifth man will be!! 


[Powers leaves, visibly shaken by the gunfire, as Triple H comes on the big screen] 


Triple H: I'll save you the time, Trehern....our fifth man...is right here! 


[o00oh, oooh, ooooh! | think I'm cute....I know I'm sexy!!!] 


JT: IT'S HBK!! Back from injury....here in the Oracle Arena! The pyrotechnics come on and here comes 


Michaels on the ramp! Can you believe it, Carl?! 

CIC: Really, | thought it wasn't happenin’, after Panther summarily retired HBK from wrestling months 
ago. 

JT: Despite the bloodshed, the crowd is going crazy as...wait, out of nowhere The Giant has appeared 
from behind HBK and grabbed him by the throat...the camera cuts back to DX in the back who rush the 


ringside area, but The Giant is dragging HBK over to the side and delivers a chokeslam over the side of the 


stage, down 15-20 feet to the ground where the equipment is stored! 


The Giant: Hunting shows suck! HAHHH! 


CIC: HBK is still not moving as X-Pac, Goldberg, and Triple H swarm The Giant, causin' the nWo to 


follow suit and join da fracas! 


JT: The Giant should be rung up on assault charges...Shawn Michaels just recently got over that back 
injury and is still lying among the wrecked audio equipment down below. As medics, Degeneration X, and nWo 


members continue, fans, we are out of time....we will see you next time... 


CIC: Ohhh man, | think Lil Sis just realized the gravity of Bubb Rubb's gunshot wound...and now she's 


pullin' a gun out. We gotta go! 


SATURDAVIMORNIN ONY ON 


AUSTRALIA 


THIS WEEK ON DESTIGALS SATURDAY MORNING MEGACLASH! 


This week we are coming to you LIVE 12 hours ago from Cape Tribulation as Queen Chyna defends 
her title against Samus Aran, the Interstellar Instigator! Will the Metroid Marauder be able to escape the 


destructive CHYNA-FORCE?? 


We also see Emma, Mad Minerva, and Auba Yaga attack Winterstorm in the locker room and officially 


form MegaClash Manager Jen Juneau’s security detail, the Sorceress Squad! 


Later, in tag team action, Xena and Atalanta defend their titles against Jenn “J Law” Lawrence and 


Lady Von Erik...but will the heat between our star MegaClash announcers turn volcanic?? FIND OUT! 


COFFERNO MATCH 
LABEN VS. MR. VICTORY 


Rusty "Parts" Jenkins: And here we are at last! The final battle in the North American Contender Series, 
featuring the brutal decadence of Mr. Gaston Victory and the Hollywood Hombre himself, LA Ben! We're 
coming to you live from Cohassett Beach, Washington, only minutes away from the Kenanna RV Park!! In the 
first brutal meeting in this series, both contenders had a submission only match-up with LA Ben giving Gaston 
the abdominal stretch heard ‘round the world! In their second battle, a mixed tag team match featured the 
wonderfully built Miss Ragin' Rash and the Drop Dead Red Head Christina Hendricks, but had Victory come 


back victorious with his patented move, the Brutal Bruiser! 


COBRA Commander: And if you've never seen Destigeddon before, that's Rusty Jenkins and I'm 
COBRA Commander, and this is the final match in the best-of-3 series. Whoever wins this, gets a chance to 


take on the General for his North American title! 
The General: Not if | have anything to do with it, sirs! Now can someone pass me the mayonnaise?? 


COBRA: Why would we have any mayonnaise up here? Gah! Anyway, joining us here, regrettably, is 
the Soldier of Slobbery, The General T. General. And the theme for the match, as set by the Maelstrom GM, 


also the General, LA Ben and Victory must compete in a Coffin-Inferno match... 
General: Yeah, that was my idea. Actually, got it from an episode of CSI: Derpaderpastan... 


RP: A Cofferno Match, as the dirt-sheets are calling it! Already in the ring is LA Ben, and in the outer 
ring area is his Hollywood sweetheart, Miss Hendricks. But now coming to the ring, with his royal robes and 


glistening biceps is the Miser of Decadence, Mr. Victory!! 


**Gaston Victory's Theme blasts, heard all the way down at the RV Park** 


RP: And now both contenders have entered the ring, the bell has rung, and LA Ben immediately ditches 
the ring! He stands behind Hendricks for a moment, as Victory motions him to come back into the ring! Looks 


like we have some time to burn, let's talk about this Cofferno match for a moment... 


General: Mind if | order some pizza? You guys got any cash? I'm flat broke...spent this week's check on 
a new recliner that has a built-in toilet with detachable ball-massager. They almost got me to pay extra for the 


bacon grease I|.V. attachment, but | told them who I was...and it cleared up right quick! 


COBRA: ** stares angrily at the North American champ** Sure, Rusty, let's talk about the match... The 
one and only way to win the match is to set your opponent on fire...after doing so, you must then find a way to 
place them completely encased into the coffin that adorns the front of our announcing table! Things are going 


to get heated as we approach the climax of this match, I'll tell you that much! 


General: | was coughin' the other day, sirs, and mano-man, totally hocked up a couple a batteries. 
Good thing too, cause my seventh XBOX controller was losing some juice. Mmmmm, juice sounds good right 


about now. Got any freshly squeezed purple drink round here???? 


COBRA: Seriously, does this guy HAVE to be here?? 


RP: Just go with it, COBRA... 


COBRA: **ahem** Scattered around the ring are tiki torches, flaming strong and in place to help our 
Desti-Wrestlers light each other on fire. Ahhh, it's moments like these that | really feel alive. Mostly because I'm 


not the one being lit on fire, but also because | know I'm going to see some real carnage here tonight... 


RP: And what do you know, LA Ben has grabbed Hendricks’ purse and hidden something in his suit. 
Looks like Victory needs to watch out! LA Ben's back in the ring, and the two lock up! Referee Boomstick 
Carter has been put into place by MGMT, and though there's no DQ or count-outs, he's going to make sure no 


one dies. 


COBRA: Victory tosses LA Ben into the ropes, and drop kicks! LA Ben hits the mat hard! Victory is back 


up and delivers a quick elbow drop! Then another! Then he turns to the crowd and slicks back his hair! 


Victory: Ha HAH!! No one fights like Gaston! No one bites like Gaston! No one knee drops to the face 


like Gaston!!! 


RP: Slingshotting himself off the second rope, Victory does as he said and nails LA Ben's mug with a 
mighty knee drop!! What an athlete! | myself have seen Victory during his workout routine, and let me tell you, 
while former champ Trehern spends time doing Warrior 1 positions and Astunga Sun Salutations, Victory is 
pumping 400 bills over his head! It was once rumored he lifted Laotian Jeff off his feet to get a quarter the 


Asian Assassin was standing on!!! 


COBRA: LA Ben is back up, and he's not looking good. A shiner has appeared under his right eye, and 
his left pant leg is torn to shreds! But he grabs a galloping Victory and delivers a scoop powerslam! Wow! Now 
that Victory is down, LA Ben travels outside of the ring and grabs a tiki torch! He brings it back in, but is met 


with a spear from Victory!! 


RP: The torch is loose in the ring! LA Ben has now been put in the "tree of woe" by Victory, and Gaston 
is giving some knife-edge chops to silent the wailing LA Ben! And while the Hollywood Hombre yelps in pain, 


Victory struts over to the tiki torch and grabs it! Maniacally, Gaston looks at its flames, then at LA Ben! 


COBRA: Gaston inches closer toward his woeful opponent, still up on the turnbuckle! The crowd is 
going wild, chanting "light 'em up, light 'em up"! Victory gives an elegant bow, and lunges the flame toward the 


highly flammable Italian suit LA Ben sports to the ring!!! 


RP: Great Pete and Pete's Dragon!!! LA Ben has pulled out that mysterious object from his pocket and 
has sprayed it into the tiki flame AND into the face of Victory!!! HAIR SPRAY!!! The alcohol has ignited Victory's 


face and hair, and he stumbles to the other corner of the ring trying to put himself out!!! 


COBRA: LA Ben waits for the flames to move across his opponent's body!! Now Victory is completely 
engulfed in flames!!!! | guess too much tanning oil solution CAN have an adverse effect on your body!! With 
Victory screaming in agony in the corner, LA Ben manages a Pelé kick to Victory's head!! As if the man doesn't 


have enough to worry about!!! 


RP: What a night! But how is LA Ben going to get Victory all the way over here into the coffin!?! Referee 
Carter has already passed out from smoke inhalation, so there's no more officiating! Anything goes in this 


match! 


COBRA: Victory begins to run around the ring, crazed by the predicament he's in! He tries to lunge at 
LA Ben, but the flames restrict his vision, his hearing...EVERYTHING!! LA Ben, like a matador of old, leads 
Victory toward the side of the ring and quickly trips him through the ropes and onto the mat RIGHT in front of 


the announcing table coffin!! This is it, folks! I'm calling it here! 


RP: As Victory stands up once again, LA Ben dead-lift jumps onto the high rope and launches a missile 


dropkick!! BUT WAIT!!! 


RP: Victory, in all his pain, weaved out of the dropkick, caught the midsection of LA Ben on his shoulder 


and holds him tight!!! IGNITING LA BEN ON FIRE!!!! 


COBRA: Now Victory quickly turns and spin side slams LA Ben INTO THE COFFIN!!!! CAN HE SHUT 


General: No problemo, commancheros! | got my ole’ faithful here! 


COBRA: Whew! The General just happened to have a fire extinguisher on him, and has put the flames 


to rest. Although the extinguisher was filled with donut frosting and not carbon dioxide, it still got the job 


done...Ladies and gentlemen, your new #1 contender for the North American Championship: Mister Vic-- 


OHHH!!! 


[T. General reveals his gas pump and nails Victory with the Fill 'er Up!] 


RP: What a turn of events!! After JUST being put out by donut frosting, The General coats Victory's 


wounds with high-octane Chevron gasoline! The Fill ‘er Up is the General's controversial finishing move...but -- 


The General: Hold up, fellas! Let me just say one thing! Do you know who | am? DO. YOU. KNOW. 
WHO. I. AM? | am the Soldier of Bravery, the Sprint User to end all Sprint Users. | am the 9000 calorie, 
minimum wage salary, eye-rakin', puke makin’ smells like burnt bacon GENERAL T. GENERAL!!! And Victory, 
coming soon, l'm gonna invade yer neck a' the woods, and l'Il be on the front page of the Williston Warbler as 


the STILL reining North American Champ!!! 


...Now where's Kendra with the rascal? | am spent. 


COBRA: You were here to witness it, folks! The General faces off against Mr. Victory in a championship 
match for the North American belt!! Where will you be when this match goes down? Check your local listings!!! 
Until then, make sure to check out a very special Maelstrom, THIS WEEK, when the Grand Nobleman hunts 


down the now seclusive wizard, Mordack! 


RP: From everyone here in Cohassett Beach, WA, we're wishing you a good night, and please folks, 


practice proper fire safety. 


COBRA: Peace out! 


THIS WEEK ON DESTIGALS SATURDAY MORNING MEGACLASH! 


J LAW: On an all-new MEGACLASH on UPN, Rex finally shows up and just absolutely destroys 
Warumungu Memorial Campgrounds; but her opponent Power Girl doesn’t go down that easy! Later, the 
recently dethroned Queen Chyna cashes in her re-match clause against Winterstorm; but will Emma and Auba 


Yaga interfere AGAIN??? Tune in! 


NO. | CONTENDER LADDER MATCH: 


TREHERN VS. BENTLEY POWERS VS. 
CALEB TRANE VS. GREG NOTH 


[cut to parking lot for an nWo huddle] 


Hollywood Hogan: Listen up, Trehern, do everything we taught you and you'll be one step closer to 


bringing back the Destigeddon title to the black and white! 


Trehern: Seriously, how many times have | upstaged that menial scrub Powers?! Not only will | take 


him out, but that'll just be the appetizer to when | win the gold AND help you guys completely obliterate DX. 


Hogan: If you cut his legs out from under him, the match is yours, brother! | mean, Trane? That guy 
weighs less than my gym bag on leg days soakin' wet! And Noth? How long has he been wrestling? Since he 
read Grappling for Dummies last week? Frankly, l'm tired of lollygagging around. By this time next year, DX will 


be a thing of the past, and the nWo, dude, will have all three belts in this stable! 
Trehern: Not to sound cocky, but Hogan...all that starts tonight! 
[cut to announce team] 


Horace Smith: Welcome, fans! It's my pleasure to be broadcasting from bustling Marlton, New Jersey, 
right here in the Auxiliary Gymnasium in DeMasi Middle School! You are just in time for this feature match 
that'll pit four of the hottest wrestlers today against one another for a shot at Panther's Destigeddon title at 
Solstice Showdown. With me as always is the man that brightens my day with humor and embarrassment, Mr. 


Jeff Worthington! Jeff? 


Jeff Worthington: Are we...we not in Europe tonight, Horace? Maelstrom finally get canceled? We get 


fired? Give me the four eleven, please! 


Horace: No, Jeff, we are on location for this groundbreaking ladder match! Four guys, all vying for that 
contract hanging above the ring, only accessible by Werner brand ladders! Werner - anything less gets your 
neck broken! And on that contract is the open slot to fight Panther for his Destigeddon Heavyweight title! And 


what a lineup we have... 


WERNER. 


JW: Four guys! Talk about a crowd! Can we just have them don numbered onesies or what? | don't 


think these middle schoolers are caught up on character development, but wow. Horace, check out the 


character development on the Principal back there! Meeee-yoww. Zuh. 


Horace: As Bentley Powers comes out to his DX music, let's ponder something. Most of these guys 
already have matches booked for the PPV, but management already stated that wrestlers could fight in 
multiple matches if titles are called upon. | mean, sure, both DX and nWo want their guy to fight for the title, but 


how much wear and tear will they endure before their epic 5-on-5 match? 


JW: Probably a lot. That guy Panther...he reads poetry and drops large, oak-laden furniture on people. 


He's kind of a jerk. 


Horace: Okay, here comes probably the biggest unknown in the match, ex-Commissioner Greg Noth. 
We've only seen him wrestle a handful of matches...so | ask you, Jeff...is he at an advantage that none of the 


other competitors could scout him or will his lack of experience catch up with him in this volatile match? 


JW: Much like Risk, there's a lot of strategy at play, Horace. Noth is the guy hunkering down in South 
America, biding his time and building his army with cannons and horses and, you know, eventually when you 


start running out of pieces you use Werther's Original. You HAVE to watch out for that guy. 


Horace: Couldn't have explained it any worse, Jeff. And now, we would have normally heard Trane's 
"Drops of Jupiter" for Caleb Trane, but he has adopted a Metallica song, much like every other member of The 
Panther's Temple. The fans are really letting him have it, Jeff. And did you hear that Panther even invited 


referee Koblitz to join his Temple?! 


JW: Well, if the fees are reasonable and doesn't eat up every weekend to draw the ire of the 
wife...sounds like a square establishment. I'd just leave the "brainwashing" check mark on the activities list 


unchecked. 


Horace: | actually can't imagine Caleb winning this...Panther versus his own Temple member for the 


belt at Solstice Showdown? The fans, the wrestlers, hell, maybe even management might riot. 


JW: A contract's a contract, Horace. If Panther wanted someone like Gordon Ramsey or Kenny Powers 


in that match, they could fight so long as they journey up that Werner ladder and snatch that bundle of paper. 


Horace: Well, Kenny Powers is a fictional character, so... 


JW: Of course, | know that! The guy who plays Kenny Powers...the actor portraying his character would 
come in, in character, and fight for that contract. Sounds hilarious, right? Right?! Hey, call management. Get 


one of the 18 secretaries working for us. Call it in. Pull Trehern. Put in Powers! That guy rules. 


Horace: It's too late because the nWo music is blaring over the PA and Trehern enters the gymnasium 


with nothing else on his mind except what's hanging above that ring... 


JW: | just thought of something. Kenny Powers sounds too much like Bentley Powers. These fans 
would think they're a tag team. No doubt called something childish like "Power Grid." Rash, get Pow...just, 
yeah, the guy who plays Powers, get him. We'll call him by his real name, but he'll still act like Powers. Write 


that down, hun. You'll forget. 


Horace: That all sounds good, but this match is starting. Senior referee Timmy Tee rings the bell and 
this puppy is off and running! Without hesitation, Noth sprints across the ring and spears Trane, pummeling 


him, no doubt as retribution for the mind games he played with his girlfriend, Commissioner Jen Juneau. 


JW: Man, oh man, if she wasn't taken by Noth. She's into those meatheads, though. Noth has muscles 


in places | don't even have places! 


Horace: While Noth is destroying Trane, Trehern has hooked up with Bentley Powers and those two 
long-standing rivals are exchanging punches, but not before Trehern low blows the DX member, tossing him 
head first out of the ring. Ohhh, and it looks like Powers landed on his head before crashing into the guard rail. 


Now Trehern is focused on Noth, catching the rookie with a running bulldog. 


JW: | prefer the waltzing bulldog. Much more classier move utilized during the 1910 heyday of 


wrestling. Look out, Horace, Trehern is bringing in the ladder. 


Horace: No doubt about it, Trehern shields himself with the ladder, running at Noth and knocking him 
out of the ring. Meanwhile, Powers is still down, clearly shaken up from that fall. Annnnd, Trehern, yes. He's 
ascending the ladder...but here comes Apple's Advocate Caleb Trane, up the other side. Just as Trehern 
reached for the contract, Trane swatted his hand away, dove over top, and pulled him off the ladder with a 


falling powerbomb! Excuse my French, but Holy Shit!! 


JW: Obviously not French. Can we swear in a middle school? That'll earn ya some demerits, friend. 


Horace: Trehern has been powerbombed off the ladder and now Trane picks up the ladder and throws 


it out of the ring on top of Bentley. Talk about insult to injury... 


JW: Now Drops of Jupiter is climbing the turnbuckle. He's calling for a move...hits a corkscrew Senton 
bomb on Trehern...| believe he calls that the Hard Dive. Hah, it's a play on "hard drive!" Get it, Horace? Cuhhh- 


lassic! 


Horace: High risk, high reward because it took a little bit out of Trane. Meanwhile, look! Powers is finally 
up, throwing the ladder in the ring as Noth gets back in. Powers climbs up on the apron, but Noth picks up the 


ladder and drives the headpiece straight into his gut, sending him back outside and crashing into the barrier! 


JW: Smart move by the Noth. He should hustle, though... Trane is giving him the wild eye. 


Horace: Caleb Trane rolls outside, where Trehern is waiting, who misses with a clothesline and is 
decked by a Trane spinning heel kick. Trane reaches into his satchel for something...it's...wait...those are 
handcuffs! Trane is handcuffing Trehern to the guard rail outside to a mix of boos and cheers from the crowd of 


young students. 


JW: He needs to focus on Noth, who is positioning the ladder and staggering up to the top... 


Horace: And here come members of the nWo with axes and bolt cutters in hand, but DeMasi security is 
holding them back. It's pretty tight, no one other than these four guys will get to ringside...what's Trane doing 
now? He went over to Powers, smashed him over the head with the thicker iPad 1 and has handcuffed the DX 


member to the barrier. 


JW: Noth is almost to the top...what kind of upset would this be? The rookie, while having never lost, 
hasn't fought the upper crust of our company. He can get fat on the Dr. Boogie's of the world all he wants, but 


that doesn't matter. He's a couple of feet away... 


Horace: Yeah, it's so high up there that you pretty much have to stand on the very top and reach up to 
unhook the contract. But now here comes Caleb Trane, storming up the other side of the ladder. He's going to 
catch him, but Noth takes one swing at him, grazing him in the shoulder and knocking the computer tech back 


down several rungs. 


JW: Get back up there, techie nerd! Wait, Horace? What's he doing?! Caleb is actually scaling back 


down the ladder... 


Horace: I've never seen this...he's not even attempting to climb back up, instead staring back up at 
Noth, leaning up against the ropes with his arms folded. Noth is just looking down at him with equal parts 


confusion and disgust... 


Greg Noth: Not like this...not like this! 


JW: Noth is climbing back down! Guys, you have ASCENDED the ladder! It's up there! For Tebow's 


sake! 


Caleb Trane: You....Greg Noth...have been...... CHOSEN! 


Horace: Noth is back down and right in the face of Trane. After more words exchange, Noth 


clotheslines Trane over the top rope, causing Trane to fall over chuckling to himself. 


Trane: | won't stop you, Noth-y. Scout's honor. Scout's honor. 


Horace: Noth just looks disgusted at this. Trane has handcuffed both Trehern and Bentley Powers to 


the guard rails outside and basically served up the win for Noth. 


JW: Noth hasn't even gone back up yet, but wait. Look, through the crowd! It's All The Kings 


Forces...Dingo, Britain, and Glunderson, powering through the mass of middle schoolers!! 


Horace: They are charging ringside, but Trane comes around the corner and lead pipes them all! How 


did they best security and what were their motives? 


JW: They're English. Probably to F some S up, wouldn't you deduce? 


Horace: Clearly, Panther has put his minion up to this. He's had the match rigged and even the hated 


heels are incensed by the situation. Noth sees no way out of this but to just climb that ladder... 


Noth [yelling to crowd]: I'm sorry! I'm sorry! I'll make this right, guys! 


Horace: And yes! There it is...the rookie who just took up wrestling a couple of months ago has 


snagged the contract and is the new number one contender for the Destigeddon Heavyweight title. 


JW: Check your receipts, folks. If you had King Kong ripping the ceiling off and smashing everyone 
involved at a million to one odds, you lost. But if you took the fresh faced Greg Noth...congrats. You read the 


dirt sheets. 


Horace: Noth flips through the papers, and would you look what it says on the back of page 3.... 


[in big, bold purple magic marker]: CONGRATS, GREGORY. WHERE'S THE FUN IN ALLOWING YOU 
SQUALOR WHEN IT'S IN MY HANDS TO PROVIDE YOU FAILURE? QUOTH THE PANTHER... 


.... EVERLASTING! 


JW: Panther may be a lot of things, but one of them is not being a novice with words. But what if his 
plan went awry and someone like Bentley won? I'm sure The Purple One would have really felt like a monkey's 


rear end! 


Horace: Fans, you can see the crowd inside the DeMasi gymnasium raining trash down upon the 
ring...we have to go! Personally, I'll say, what a crock! That Caleb Trane should be fired for allowing this to 
happen. Commissioner Juneau is now collecting her boyfriend, covering him from the pelt of debris. That's 
it...Panther defends against Noth at Solstice Showdown....Thornberg, Trane, and especially you, Panther. | 
hope you're all happy! You all go straight to hell! Straight to hell! Goodnight from Marlton! Can't believe this 


shit... 


ONLY ON 


AUSTRALIA 


THIS WEEK ON DESTIGALS SATURDAY MORNING MEGACLASH! 


LVE: On a very special episode of Saturday Morning MegaClash, we are still reeling from the departure 
of our beloved MegaClash Manager Juneau since she departed for the North American continent for her new 


role as Commissioner of the entire company! But here in Perth we are coming at ya live at the Westfield 


Booragoon Mall to watch Calamity Clara Zax team up with Ariana Zax to form the Zax Attack and take on the 


Sorceress Squad members Mad Minerva and DestiGals Champ Queen Emma! 
** Von Erick gets beaned with a folding chair* 


J Law: | told you *I* had the promos this week!! Later, new MegaClash Manager 7 of 9 arrives from 
the 2300s to set a match between Dennings and Hendricks for a Koala Kage Match as their boy toys Trehern 


and LA Ben battle it out up in the Northern Hemisphere! STAY TUNED AFTER NIGHT MAN!! 


ONLY ON 


CONFRONTATION AT MORDACKS CASTLE 


**Now back to Maelstrom, already in progress...** 


Horace Smith: Welcome back to Maelstrom, ladies and gents, semi-live on Estonia 3 TV from the heart 
of downtown Viseu, Portugal. Just before the break we saw the epic PR summit between nWo member and 


High Rise Terrorizer Trehern with DX member Bentley "Ben P" Powers... 


Jeff Worthington: Don't forget to tell the folks who | am, Horace! Worthington here, by the way... And 
yes, Ben P was there with Trehern arguing about who DX's fifth man is... No settlements were made but lines 


were crossed... 


Horace: Last we heard, Powers had tried to run Trehern over with his Sunfire. This resulted in Trehern 
throwing his shoulder into the windshield and busting a tail light with a baseball bat. But Trehern wasn't done 


with that... 


Worthington: No sir, and since Powers still wouldn't sing about the mystery DX member in the epic nWo 
vs. DX elimination match at Solstice Showdown, Trehern had no choice but to get the Giant to flip over the 


Sunfire and light the belly of the vehicle literally on fire!! Irony at its best, Horace. 


Horace: Jeff, are you insinuating that Trehern was justified in this action?? 


Jeff: Of course! Powers had been acting like a tool that whole summit, saying how Trehern and the 
nWo care more about money and power than wrestling, and that wrestling to them is a means of getting girls 


and fancy hotel rooms!! 


Horace: But that's all completely true!!! 


Jeff: Sure, but he didn't have to say it with such disdain... 


Horace: Jeff, you sometimes get on the wr-- Wait... I'm just hearing from Maelstrom MGMT that we 
have a special report from Lady Von Erik, who seems to be on location at... REALLY?!? Wow, Lady has this 


report from Mordack's Island... 


Lady Von Erik: Hey Horace. I'm hear with a live 
feed from Mordack's Island off the coast of the mythical 
land of Serenia... I've followed the Grand Nobleman 
since his last battle with the now dead member of the 


Sorcerer's Squad, Söl. After the sun worshiper's defeat 


and presumed death, the Nobleman quickly recovered 


and set off to find the now seclusive wizard, Mordack. 


Horace: Thanks, Lady. We'll keep with this feed... Looks like the Nobleman is still coming for the 
members of the Sorcerer's Squad, even though Commissioner Juneau has given the Nobleman his match 
against Turdukkendorf as Solstice Showdown. | don't believe the Nobleman has yet received word of this 


decision... 


Worthington: Lookin' good, Lady!! Man o man, she is one tall, hot cup of soup, Horace. Her match with 


Jenny Lawrence is gonna look good on the stats sheet, but even better on my bootleg video tape... 


Horace: Looks like the Nobleman has managed his way into the front entrance of Mordack's 


disgustingly drab castle, and is quickly looking for his prey. 


Worthington: Drab? Perhaps. But manly? Hell yeah! Check out those front gates, son! Women be 


climbing over those things for a night with the 'Dack!! 


Horace: My god! It looks like the Nobleman has found Mordack!! Sleeping on a bed that seems to be 
shaped like the head of a snake! He quickly disarms his opponent by breaking the magic wand that lies on the 


evil wizard's bed side stand! Mordack awakens and jumps up!! 


Mordack: Nobleman!! Damn you! How did you get here? No one knows of this place, lest my Squad 


has forsaken me!!! 


Grand Nobleman: Evil and terrible man! Thou's final minutes, nay, seconds await. But the 


Commissioner's Destigeddon address spool provides many answers... 


Mordack: Damn that W-2!!! 


Horace: OH!!! And a clothesline from the Nobleman, and then a massive elbow drop from the master 


bed!!! The castle seems to shake with the impact... 


Worthington: Some good books on that shelf there, but it has now been 
destroyed by the Nobleman. He throws Mordack through another shelf, and then 
a beautifully crafted wood-carved coffee table. Awww, probably a wedding 


present from Mordack's brother, Mannanan! 


Horace: The Nobleman has moved the fight into the kitchen, and a fair 


damsel screams and bolts out of there!!! My... 


Worthington: Never saw anyone look that good in a potato sack... 


Horace: Nobleman is now ferociously dunking Mordack's head into a scalding cauldron of stew!!! 


Carrots and celery fly everywhere!!! 


Grand Nobleman: Where is mine enemy!? 


*another dunk into the cauldron** 


Grand Nobleman: Tell me, ‘fore | end thy pitiful existence in an even more pitiful manner... 


Horace: Mordack, taking all this abuse, has been under a slew of controversy. What with the animal 
rights groups calling for his arrest, his pseudo-illegal matches, his endangerment of our audience members, 


and of course, his affinity for stealing office supplies... 


Grand Nobleman: Dark and sinister wizard, TELL ME WHAT I WISH TO KNOW, OR I CUT YOUR 


THROAT!!! 


Mordack: **cough cough** The one you call Turdukkendorf... **cough** ...is waiting for thee in the 


desert of the Americas... But he will not come... unprepared... 


Grand Nobleman: The desert, say you? Thine powers are gone, old man. | seek no retribution from 


you, lest you attempt to end my life once more... 


Mordack: Nobleman!! A curse on your family, your homeland, | will not give...but to this wretched group 


of heroes you fight for, | will send my wrath... 


With hellish bane | call on thee, 


Let cosmos open to set it free, 


A power so great it will consume ye all, 


An end to Man, with it shall fall!! 


Horace: OH!!! A sudden punch to the face, and Mordack is out colder then Madison Rayne's shoulder!! 


**Mordack Island feed is cut** 


Worthington: Wow, sure hope we find out what THAT was all about... Who's that guy in the red?? 


Horace: While | fill in Jeff on critical Desti-Mythos, we've just gotten word that, yes! We need to take a 
commercial break, but we'll be right back with our main event: Chet Thornberg versus a baby deer, next on 


Maelstrom! 


Worthington: Money's on baby deer, Horace. That Thornberg is a regular foot rug... 


TUESDAY NIGHT TUSSLE 


Kristen "Calves" Bell: Folks, this just in...we have a disturbing video account of events that just unfolded 


at The Anderson Bros. Moving Co. down in Austin Texas. Let’s check in... 
Ole Anderson: Heads up, Arn. Customers at the gate. Looks like a haul. 
Arn Anderson: How may | help you gentlemen? 
Man 1: Yeah, can you assist your face to my fist?! [punch, punch, punching...] 


Man 2 and 3 come from behind and detain Ole while Man 1 continues to pummel Arn. It's revealed that the trio 


are none other than The Panthers Temple, led by Panther and flanked by Caleb Trane and Chet Thornberg. 


Panther: What's that friend of yours, say? Wooooah! Or something like that? Oh yeah, wait. Wooooo! 


Can you make that sound after | lay this wrench across your back, Enforcer? 
Caleb Trane: Look out, re-routed freight! 


Caleb helps Chet dump a large wardrobe chest on Ole, whose screams are engulfed by wood and tarnish. 


Panther continues the full body assault on Arn with anything that's not strapped down. 


Panther: Listen, boys, these gentlemen helping me in my quest...they aren't bad guys. Hell, I'm not a 
bad guy. Your kind needs my darker kind to thrive. To sell tickets. To sell intrigue. Do you think the pre- 
blogosphere Bible thumpers would have rapped Jesus so hard if there wasn't any account of his immortal 
opposite? How could Batman get over without the Joker? Destigeddon....are...you....listening?!? Quoth the 


Panther...everlasting! 


[The Panther's Temple is seen leaving the warehouse as the camera stops rolling] 


Bell: Okay, we've caught up with the remaining members of the Four Horseman, Ric Flair and Tearin' 


Jarod Blanding. | know it's tough to digest, but what is your reaction to this heinous act? 


Ric Flair: Panther! PANTHER!!! You sonnnnnofabitch! Who do you think you.....WWHO do you think you 
are, boy? While you were poppin’ zits and googly-eye'in Sable, | was already through wife two and knee 


number THREE, pal! I've seen it all and done it all! You wanna mess with history? A dynasty? 


Bell: Let me stop you right there... 


Tearin' Jarod: While I'm supposed to say no one interrupts the Naitch, he might be liable to have a 
heart attack at any moment. Before he gets too fired up, we just wanna say...Panther, defend your title. You'll 
get yours, but we will cut down the mass of inhumanity that grows below you. Trane... Thornberg....you guys 


versus me and Flair in a tag match at Solstice Showdown. 


Flair: We'll see you Jim Jones wannabe buffoons in the desert!! Woooo0-000-000 WOO!!! 


Bell: Well, I'm getting word through my earpiece that management has just approved this 
groundbreaking match. The Panther's Temple vs. Flair and Tearin' Jared! Thanks for your time, gentlemen, 


and Destigeddon fans everywhere, please keep the Anderson brothers in your prayers. 


DESTIGEDDON 


NATION 


THE DARK BEFORE THE SOLSTICE 


Jeff Togo: Goooood evening, fans from all over the globe, Detonation is coming to you from dusty 


Dodge City, Kansas, on our way down to the Southwest for Solstice Showdown. Guys, this is the last show 
before the big pay-per-view, and what a lineup we have for you! We are situated here at St. Mary’s of the 
Plains College in the Student Union Multipurpose Room F. Next to me, as always, is the guy who's way too 


excited about the Jets upcoming season, Coney Island Carl. Carl? 


Coney Island Carl: Well, l'm, ugh, glad to be back, Toag. Just in time, too. Da NFL Lockout is ova, and 
we have a full slate of matches for all of youse! We got da rematch between Destigeddon Original MC Slam 
and the mysterious Johann Sebastian Bachbreaker. We got an interview with da nWo...and da main event... 
can hear youse guys salivatin' right now....The General defends his North American belt against a game Mr. 


Victory. 


JT: Yeah, and the things Victory had to do to get that shot...he survived a best of three series against 
LaBen, even being burnt to a crisp in that Cofferno Match. Well, the doctors have been working round the clock 
and Victory is reportedly ready to go tonight! But right now, let's take it ringside to the always stunning Lady 


Von Erik. 


Lady Von Erik: Thanks guys! Well, as all you fans know, the big match between Team nWo and Team 


DX is quickly approaching, and I think the one thing we all want to know is.... [music interrupts] 


CIC: Toag, you hear dat? Haven't heard this one in a long time... 


JT: You're right, Carl, that's the trademark song of the nWo Wolfpac...Lady is supposed to be 


interviewing the nWo...but arriving now is just Kevin Nash and the Bella Twins. 


CIC: Listen to deez Dodge City fans...they are cheering Nash as he strolls to da ring...where da heck 


are the rest of da guys? 


LVE: Hi, Kevin...ladies...where's Hogan and the guys? 


Kevin Nash [sloppily grabbing mic]: Dodge City, wassup?! Lady, you did your job...you can beat it, 


toots. Go on, getouttahere! 


JT: Nash may have been partying a little before the bell... 


Nash: [sigh]...So...the BIG show is going down in the next couple of weeks, huh? And your boy, Big 


Sexy, is supposed to wrestle, huh? 


CIC: What's he talkin’ about, Toag? Where is Hall, The Giant, Trehern...and why is Nash wearing an 


upside down bandana? 


Nash: Save your breath...and don't flatter yourself, management...I'll be in Chandler for the 
showdown...but | gotta get a few things off my very large chest. You guys in the truck, behind those oak-laden 
desks...you listening? Perk your ears, unless you're too busy gossiping about other wrestling companies or 


whoring out America's Got Talent... 


JT: Uh oh. | don't like the sounds of this. Not one bit. 


Nash: Yeah, that's right. While you guys are off putting over companies you have no stock in, this one 
has turned to anarchy. Fitting we’re in Dodge City, huh? Well I'm Wyatt Earp, bitch, and I'm putting my size 17 
boot down! Hell, we didn't even license this music...but did management know enough to shut it down? What 


the hell do they care--they've got me and my boys stuck in a gimmick that was stale ten frickin' years ago! 


CIC: Dis isn't at all what he had planned for, folks. Can dey cut the mic or what? Stay with us... 


Nash: Besides, Nikki and Brie here...they liked the swag of the Wolfpac better, anyway! And since the 


Wolfpac always runs to their own beat, we got questions. That painted up cult leader called Panther is running 


amok, hurting people, screwing up matches...God forbid we get a clean finish without him or his towel boys 


putting their stamp on it... 


JT: Okay, we are getting word that the rest of the nWo didn't even show up, being sidetracked at a local 


casino... 


Nash: But what's it matter anyway? | bet the bigwigs, writers, owners, and whoever else pulls our 
strings to their content isn't even watching, instead tweeting about which hussy said what and who called who 
a quote, "d*ckhead!" Did you losers even pay attention to that last stipulation we had between us and DX? 
nWo won, so DX had to reveal their 5th guy...and guess what? We still don't know who that guy is. My verdict? 
That ruling sucks, and this company sucks! I'll fight with my boys down in Chandler, but after that I'm gone, 


daddy! 


[BREAK IT DOWN!!!] 


CIC: Turn it up, here come's X-Pac of DX! Meanwhile, we are gettin' word dat as Lady left the ring, she 


was attacked backstage by her Solstice Showdown opponent Jen Lawrence! 


X-Pac: Hey, Nash, you wanna shoot tonight? Shoot all you want but don't say we didn't live up to the 
stips. Yes, DX lost, and we brought out Shawn Michaels, who your boy The Giant promptly chokeslammed to 
another back surgery. That was it...you guys screwed yourselves. | honestly don't know anything about the 


other stuff, but don't drag me and my boys down with your sorry ass gang! 


Nash: What....DX rebuttals and THIS is who they send out? Hey, Pac, | think Chyna needs a stud for 


her next big Hollywood feature, if you know what | mean! 


X-Pac: Kev, we've got a lot of history, let's not go down that road, please... 


Nash: Who all here wants to see me powerbomb this little guy?! 


X-Pac: Bring it...come on! 


Pac rushes the stage just as Jen Lawrence and Lady spill back out to the ring with their trainers, Below Me and 
B.O.Z.E. in hot pursuit. Below Me finally separates the girls while B.O.Z.E., knowing the sheer force of Nash, 


holds back X-Pac! 


JT: This has just gotten out of hand...DX is nowhere to be found...the Bellas are taunting everyone with 


that awkward forehead L gesture...and now here comes Commissioner Jen Juneau! 


Juneau: Settle down, boys. Kevin, let me make this quick. We already sold all the Chandler tickets and 
we are not pulling you from the show. But rest assured that a hefty fine and further discipline will be handed 
down afterward. And if you want to wrestle so bad, let's have you guys do it. Nash, partner up with Below Me... 


You guys will be fighting X-Pac and B.O.Z.E. Ring the bell, ref! 


JT: Okay, the ladies clear the ring and it looks like this thing is going to happen! It's a 3-on-2 as Nash, 


Noah Brixx and Trey Webber of Below Me up against DX member X-Pac and B.O.Z.E. 


Noah Brixx: Jen, watch this, baby. Beat 'em down early to get the upper hand! 


CIC: Brixx rushes in to corner X-Pac, but Pac sidesteps and delivers a spinning heel kick to Brixx's 


head. Nice...Pac quickly tags in B.O.Z.E.... 


JT: While this match is going on, Kevin Nash looks like he could care less. Where did all these feelings 
come from, and how will the rest of the nWo handle him speaking out? | mean, the group is infamous for 
fighting authority, but Nash came out to his old music and debased the group as a decade old thing of the past. 
Oh, but look at the power of B.O.Z.E....he just overhead presses Brixx and hurls him over the fans and 


crashing into the dividing wall! 


CIC: B.O.Z.E. sets his sights on Big Sexy...and it looks like he's callin' out the Wolfpac leader... 


JT: Nash steps over the top rope and exchanges punches with B.O.Z.E. Nash catches him with a knee 
to the midsection, followed by a standing clothesline. Nash now tosses B.O.Z.E. out of the ring as Jen and 


Lady are back at it.... Webber goes over to separate but is caught with yet another spinning heel kick from the 


quick X-Pac. The ref tries to hold Webber back as B.O.Z.E. comes crashing in at the whole gang! What a train 


wreck! 


CIC: X-Pac tries to get back in da ring, but the Bellas pull him back down and spray instant tanner in his 


face! Those dirty cheatas! Sexy cheatas, but dirrrt-teee! 


JT: The ref is still crawling out of B.O.Z.E.'s pileup as Kevin Nash pulls X-Pac into the ring, sets him up 


for the powerbomb, and bam! He hits it, the ref crawls, annnnnd, only a two count! 


CIC: Two count...how did Pac survive dat destructive move? Only a few can say dat... 


JT: Nash, clearly frustrated, gets up, yells at the ref and rolls out of the ring. He gathers the Bellas as 
Webber goes over to ask him what he's doing...oh wow! Nash gives his own tag partner Webber the big knee 
followed by the Jackknife Powerbomb on the entrance floor! Nash simply wipes his hands, flips his hair and 


disappears behind the curtain... 


CIC: Only Pac is left in da ring...God knows where Brixx landed...still haven't seen him. The ref is 


counting out the team of Nash and Below Me... And yes, looks like Pac and B.O.Z.E. have won this. 


JT: The fans are cheering again, but what a weird way to open up Detonation. Lady hops on the back 
of B.O.Z.E. to get away from Jen Lawrence, who is still on the ground, holding her head and staring her 


adversary down. Let's hit a quick commercial! 


14 million viewers don't lie....buzz off, Nash! - Piers Morgan 


JT: Alright we are back and just in time for newcomer Johann Sebastian Bachbreaker (JSB) to take the 


ring. Awaiting him is the guy he crushed in his debut match...the fan favorite... MC Slam! 


CIC: Here he comes and this Southwest Kansas crowd really lets loose! Slam came with a mic... 


MC Slam: Yo, Bastian, what up, homey? Let's hash dis out right now...1 seen you on the Twitters and 


Flickers and Stumblers and whatnot...you trashin rap music, huh? 


JSB: When we composed, the only vices were daring women and opium. Even then, boy, both added 
to the essence. The music you speak of is laced with marijuana clouded nonsense and alcohol heavy 


indecency. If unavailable to play for your mother on the day of her birth, it is indeed not the art of music. 


MC Slam: | don't know what you speakin’....but listen to dis crowd...who they love...they go to da club 
and request your ballerina opuseseses or what? But really, that's not even up for discussion...what is is you 


catchin' me off guard. It's time | get mine, Basty. You ready? 


JSB: I've a feeling you're bloated with the devil's water, so do what you will. 


JT: Alright, referee Boomstick Carter has rung the bell and this rematch is underway. Both men square 


up as Slam quickly chuckles and points behind JSB at a fan, telling his opponent to look! 


CIC: Dat's no fan...dat's DestiGal Anna Faris, who catches da eye of Johann. Anna...WOW! The co-star 


of Yogi Bear flashes JSB as he stands frozen, mouth agape! 


JT: Look out, Slam sneaks up on his opponent, rolls him up with the schoolboy, and gets the three 


count! Slam's music plays as Faris comes in to congratulate! JSB is just now realizing what happened! 


JSB: This wasn't in my ledger to lose, especially to such a joker as yourself. 


Slam: Homey, | don't know what time period or country you came from, and frankly, | ain't care. But 


shoulder boulders is the same da world around, you feel me? Man's kryptonite! 


JSB: Embarrassment is taking me over more than anything else. This is unacceptable, Master of 
Ceremonies Slam. | demand a third match, you and I and a cage dedicated to the greatest art form. My art 
versus your be-bops and whistle-tips. No outside females...just the two of us inside a music room. Have you 


thoughts? 


Slam: Oh, you wanna Music Room Match at Showdown, huh? Well, you're in luck. Your boy Slam plays 
a mean French horn...to yo head! I'll be there...now come on, Anna! Let's blow this club and maybe you show 


me how you Boo-boo, y’dig? 


JT: Well, looks like we have yet another match added to the already star-studded lineup at Solstice 
Showdown! MC Slam vs. Johann Sebastian Bachbreaker in a Music Room Match. Hopefully management can 


rent out one of those... 


CIC: Hey, it's da summer...kids don't need dat crap. But fans, we have one more commercial break and 


we will be back with your main event! 


TUNE INTO THE SOLSTICE SHOWDOWN, COMING UP IN THE NEXT FEW PAGES!! 


JT: Okay, we are back for this North American title match and here comes the challenger, Mr. Victory, 


to a smattering of boos. 


CIC: Even though Victory is healthy enough to wrestle, that Cofferno match has definitely left him a 


changed man. Burns everywhere...kind of feel sorry for him. 


*“grabs mic** Mr. Victory: Umm, hey everyone. First things first...l just want to apologize to all the fans 
out there for my selfish, narcissistic personality. Before, people used to call me the second coming of Adonis, 


and now l'm lucky if someone confuses me for Gary Busey. 


JT: Wow, Victory is definitely speaking with a somber tone previously unheard from the always 


boisterous former champ. 


Victory: However, this, no matter how hard | fight to accept it, is a full body and soul transformation. 
And it's a blessing in disguise, guys. For a while, | wasn't sure if | was going to make it. To give you all a little 


perspective...look at the big screen, everyone! 


The titantron crackles to an image of Victory in a bacta tank, with blue healing fluid washing over his rea, 


scarred, and festering skin. His eyes of closed but his fists are clenched in desperation! 


Victory: That was me just a little over a week ago. Doctors not even sure if | would wrestle again. 


But....here | am. 


[light cheering from the F Room] 


Victory: And when | was looking into that white light, talking to the Man upstairs, he told me something. 
I, Mr. Victory, am to wrestle on behalf of the dedicated Destigeddon fan base, stopping all those who take for 
granted the hard earned dollars they pump into our company. And tonight, that starts with taking back what's 
mine. Taking back what defined me during Destigeddon's early days. The General....get out here, and bring 


that North American title with you! 


JT: Wow, and the crowd has done a complete 180 as Victory was clearly getting emotional, but here 


come the boos as The General strolls out, with the NA title and Kendra Krinklesac in tow. 


The General: Everyone shut up! You know there's not even a Hardee's in this town? Take my stuff, 


Kendra...I'm so pissed...I'm taking it out on freakshow there in the ring! 


CIC: Alright, looks like this puppy is under way as the ref calls for da bell and the two rivals lock up. The 
General gets da upper hand by headbutting Victory. The General's valet and possibly girlfriend, Kendra, 


cheers on by throwing full sticks of butter in da ring! 


JT: Senior referee Timmy Tee is having none of these games, as he quickly kicks the dairy sticks from 
the ring. Look out, The General slips on an errant butter slick and hits his head...Victory runs over, picks up the 
champ for a sidewalk slam! I'm not going to call whatever Kendra was doing "a plan," but it certainly did 


backfire. 


CIC: General is back up, takes a wild swing at Victory, who wags his fingers, yells "let's go!" at the fans 
as The General is already winded. Victory front kicks, followed by a snap DDT on da champ! Da General’s 
feet arch ovah as da champ teeters on his head and falls backwards. Sumdin in his khakis has boyst with 


brown fluid, perhaps a melted candy baar? 


JT: Hmm, while the NA champ has apparently crapped himself, Victory has really rallied the crowd 
behind him now. He climbs the rope and hits a bonecrushing leg drop, sending The General spazzing out of 
control and out of the ring, into the waiting rascal of the Kendra. And, Carl, did you see that? Kendra tried to 


slyly grease up The General with butter. Is that how he's been winning his matches all this time? 


CIC: Yeah, you can definitely see some sort of shine on 'em...and it smells like an AMC in here. He 


grapples with Victory, who slips off long enough for The General to hit a scoop slam and into a pin... 


JT: Oh, only two! Here comes The General again, motioning Victory back over after the pin attempt, but 
Victory is keeping his distance! Looks like...wait, INCOMING! A fan in a St. Mary’s hoodie has tossed a bag of 


flour into the ring...and yes, of course...Victory uses it to douse The General in and soak up that grease... 


CIC: What a move...who just keeps a sack of flour on their personage, though? 


JT: The General, still wiping the flour out of his eyes, gets run over by Victory, who motions to the 
crowd...he grabs the champ, hooks the leg and tosses him over his head for the bridging cradle suplex and the 
pin.... Yes! Victory gets the three count and IS THE NEW CHAMP! After The General's long run, we have our 
first ever two-time champion here at Destigeddon! And the belt isn’t the only thing the General has lost, as his 


tan khakis are now absolutely dirt brown from the loose stool filling his Chevron-issued underpants... 


CIC: And a big assist to da fans here at St. Mary’s....looks like one of dem is climbing over da 


railing...it's da guy who threw the flour...oh my God...it's... 


JT: Your damn right oh my god...that's The General's old tag partner... The Russian Rhino! Victory holds 


his belt high as the Rhino shakes his hand and calls for a mic! 


Russian Rhino: Even though I've been wrestling back in mother country, | couldn't sit idly by as that 
beautiful belt stood with such dunce. Now that the title is with a worthy competitor, | would like the shot | 


believe | still deserve at this Solstice Showdown you guys are doing. 


Victory: Hold on, let me catch my breath. First off, | know we've had our differences, but thanks. | guess 
you were on to The General's greasing scandal, and | can't thank you enough for bringing the gold back to one 
of North America's original sons. So, let's let the crowd decide. Even though he's Russian...you guys wanna 


see a real championship fight?! 
[hooting, hollering, cap guns fire, and cheers all around] 
Victory: | guess it's a date, Rhino. 
[Just then, music plays and out comes Commissioner Jen Juneau for the second time tonight] 


Juneau: Hold the phone, boys. | just got done signing this other match announced tonight in the music 
room! Last time | checked, wrestlers, especially ones who haven't worked with us in months, don't call the 
shots. To be fair, though, sure. The Russian Rhino can have his match, which | do feel he deserves after his 


somewhat commendable work during Operation North American Title Recovery. 
Rhino: So, is settled, yes? New and improved Victory against winter-hardened Rhino. 


Juneau: Well, that's not exactly what | had in mind. You see, for the longest time management really 
wanted a special kind of match to take place but nothing showed itself as the right fit. I'm, of course, talking 


about the... 


CIC: Mexican Arena match? Strap match? Pillow fight? Dave Hester on a Pole Match? 


Juneau: Gauntlet Match! New champion Mr. Victory will defend in a gauntlet style match against The 
Russian Rhino, The General, and ‘Aree more wrestlers! WITH THE NORTH AMERICAN BELT ON THE LINE!! 


The drawings will be random and will be announced the night of the match. 


JT: You hear that Carl. In case the fans are unaware, a gauntlet match starts with two guys, one-on- 
one in a normal match. Whoever loses is out. The winner faces entrant No. 3 in yet another match, and so on 
and so on until everyone has a chance to wrestle. The last guy standing wins the belt! So, it would really 
behoove everyone participating to draw that No. 6 slot. My friend, who do you think stands the best shot of 
winning? 

CIC: It could be anyone, really. I'm sure LaBen thinks he's worthy of a shot, being so close to victory in 


dat Cofferno match. But you nailed it on the head, Toag. | guess I'm picking da last guy in. 


JT: Well, there you have it, folks. Two more huge matches announced for Solstice Showdown, which is 
the next time you'll see me and Carl. And hey, congrats on a Panther-free show, right? For the great people of 


Dodge City, Kansas, I'm Jeff Togo, that's Coney Island Carl...goodnight! 


SATURDAVIMORNIN ONY ON 


AUSTRALIA 


THIS WEEK ON DESTIGALS SATURDAY MORNING MEGACLASH! 


That pesky asteroid won't be affecting the action over here at Venus Bay Beachfront Tourist Park as 
Chyna, Atalanta, and Queen Emma compete in a triple threat match for the DestiGals Women’s 
Championship!! But will Rex crash the match??? The DestiGals Tag Team Titles are on the line as Zax 
Attack defend against Sasha Banks and Charlotte Flair. And later, Winterstorm challenges Auba Yaga to a 
Magic Mayhem Match as the two finally battle it out for the UPN Australia TV Title brought to you by Kirks 


Creaming Soda...KIRKS: Absolutely Creaming It Since 1865! 


RADICAL RED WHITE & BLUE VS. THE MAC:RATIO 


Horace Smith: It's here!! Finally, we are proud to bring you the biggest event of the summer; the party 
that many of the celebrities are rumored to be clamoring about; the showdown that will bring this company to 
its knees. I'm Horace Smith, and that's "Mean" Jeff Worthington....fans, welcome......to SOLSTICE 


SHOWDOWN!!! 


Jeff Worthington: Mean?! | may be ill-tempered at times, or even shooken to the core, but is that my 


character? Mean? Pffft, no need to roll in your grave, Gene Okerlund. 


HS: As you all can tell, Night One kicks off as we set up shop in the much heralded and explored 


Elephant Butte Lake State Park here in Truth or Consequences, New Mexico. 


JW: You want the truth? We are starting off with a title match to get these Nuevo Mexicanos riled up. 
The consequences? Only one team is leaving with the belts...either Radical Red White & Blue or The 
Mac:Ratio. My money's on a dramatic swerve that features early 90's lovable staple The Bushwackers running 


in and taking the titles to skin and wear as vests. 


HS: I'm not going to play spoiler, but that might be ridiculous enough to work. Rumors have been flying 
around all week that celebrities ranging from the WWE's R Truth to star of the motion film Truth or 


Consequences, NM Kiefer Sutherland are in attendance tonight, or at the very least, in the surrounding area. 


JW: Have you seen where we are, Horace? | doubt they are camping in this vast wilderness, devoid of 
any Bojangles. Any area without a place that serves chicken on a biscuit is something | don't even call viable 


land. It's why that Sherman guy burned half the South down. 


HS: Nice sponsor drop, Jeff. "BOJANGLES: POWERBOMB YOUR STOMACH!" Anyway, since we 
haven't seen any of those aforementioned celebs, let's introduce the guy who will be helping us with color 
commentary...folks, you've seen him on CSI, replacing that one white guy no one remembered....please 


welcome Dr. Raymond Langston! 


Raymond Langston: Hi guys, how is everyone doing tonight? 


JW: Are we serious? That's clearly Laurence Fishburne...I've seen The Matrices. 


Langston: It's cool, man...this is just my character. Bruckheimer and the boys contacted me about this 


big match that those other guys Mac Taylor and Horatio Caine are having. | said, hell, why not check it out? 


HS: | gotta ask, Ray, as The Mac:Ratio make their way to the ring, what's your prediction for this 


match? Can The Mac:Ratio overcome Radical Red's skyrocketing potential and Hacksaw's in-ring smarts? 


Langston: I'd be lying if | said | knew anything about wrestling, but since there are no longer any 


criminals left in New York or Miami...| gotta go with my boys. 


JW: Wait....no criminals? | severely doubt that figure, sir, and I'd be a fool to believe it. 


Langston: Have you seen the shows? They get everybody around the 54 minute mark leaving you 
enough time to take a piss, grab a Little Debbie, and be back in time to see how much your NFL team sucks in 


preseason. 


JW: Point taken. Perhaps one day you guys can all get together and finally take down those 


mischievous Criminal Minds. 


HS: Oh man, fans, it's already coming off the wheels. Listen up, though, because here come your 


champs...and look, both Hacksaw and Radical Red are carrying the trademark 2x4's.... 


JW: This is a Habitat for Humanity match, right? FYI, Dr. Lawrence Rayburne...that's when the first 


team to build a shoddy house wins. | believe. 


Langston: No, man, it's RAY-MOND LANGSTON. Ra-- 


HS: Don't fight him, Ray. And what do you know, the ref has already called for the bell and this one is 
off and running...Hacksaw starts it off with Horatio as they lock hands and go into the Power Test. Hacksaw, 
clearly the bigger man, gets Horatio on his knees, puts a knee into his gut, runs off the ropes and drops an 


elbow! 


Langston: Don't they have weight classes? 


JW [surfing Wikipedia]: Hey, uh, hey, Dr. Ray....how's your AGENT doing? The, uhhh, what's his 


name? SMITH? 


HS: Come on, Jeff. Pay attention.... Hacksaw is really working the midsection of Horatio, and now has 


him in the always dangerous abdominal stretch... 


JW: Oh wait, no. His name's John Anderson. [surfs Google Image] Woooooooahzers, gee, McGillicutty! 


This dude flies and fights sexy French vampires?? For once, that’s a job | would keep! 


Langston: Hey man, | don't know if you're just slow or stupid, but keep the questions about the damn 


match and my character!! [whispers to himself] C'mon, Laurence, stay in character...stay...in character... 


JW: What's that, Ray? Vampires in Vegas? 


Langston: Well, ugh, my precinct doesn’t have run-ins with many vampires in Vegas... And wow, 


there's TWO red headed guys in the ring right now? Wow, you guys really ARE the minors, huh? 
HS: Hardly, Hacksaw Jim Duggan is a future Hall of Famer! But it looks like Radical Red is in the fray 
for the first time and he is just laying wood in the form of closed fists to Horatio's cranium! Look out! Mac 


comes around the corner and yanks Hacksaw off the apron...and Hacksaw is down holding that leg. Ref comes 


out to separate the two, while Horatio takes out fingerprint dust and throws it in Radical Red's eyes! 


JW: Always dust for fluids, the CSI guys say. Although, who knows what kind of vagrants have made 


use of this Elephant Butte Lake ring. 


Langston: Seriously, Horace, what the shit is this guy talking about? 


JW: Hey, woah, you kiss Detective Trinity O’Hoolihan with that mouth? If you want my professional 
doctorate opinion, keep your remarks to the Dumb ASS Nebuchadnezzar. Remember that, Horace? When we 


were hired as the medical and training staff for the LA Clippers? 


Langston: Boy, you better pray the producers and tabloids aren't watching because after this match 


we're gonna go behind that clearing.... 


JW: And look for Niobe? 


HS: Okay, guys, settle down. The champs are in real trouble as Mac is now in the ring, getting Radical 
Red in a nasty armbar submission hold. This was the strategy Mac:Ratio wanted to use...isolate one member 


and tear them down, but with Hacksaw's bad knee, that was all but elementary. 


JW: Hmmm, | bet when Sargent Captain Morpheus over here was jacked in, he wouldn’t have guessed 


he’d be replaced by an unknown jabron while he’s swirling granulated cylinders on CB-ASS! 


[Langston reaches over and punches Jeff Worthington in the face] 


HS: Wooooah, guys, cool it. Yeah, Jen, get some security down here....fans, this has escalated as l'm 
trying desperately to hold back Jeff before we have a lawsuit on our hands and call this match....Mac is tagging 
in Horatio, and the duo combine for the double overhead slam. Hey, hey, Ray, I'm sorry, he's usually not this 


ridiculous... 


JW: Oh, come on. Jeffrey A. Worthington was born at Ridiculous Hospital on the corner of Feisty Lane 


and Asinine Boulevard. Guy Fawkes and Gary Busey tweet about me, dude! 


HS: Okay, it looks like security is shuffling Langston away from the announce booth, but now he's 
heading to the ring...this doesn't look good. Langston is met by the ref, and here comes Hacksaw wobbling 
over, but the ref herds him back ringside. Oh, but look out, Horatio comes flying to attack Hacksaw, knocking 


over the ref in the process. 


JW: Horace, what does Langston have? It's some sort of piece of scienc-y equipment... 


HS: That's a centrifuge and Langston has just blasted Radical Red over the head with it! Oh my 
God....Radical Red is busted open and the ref is finally sorting out the mess outside. Mac Taylor drags her by 


the collar back in the ring and she's counting... 


JW: What?!? Only a two count! Radical Red has defied all odds by making Dr. Ray Montana 


Pornburne's actions null and voided. 


HS: Somehow, | doubt Red even remembers where he is but he had enough instinct to hear the claps 
of the count and got his shoulders up! And take a look at Langston's face...he is severely disappointed and 


yelling at Mac. 


JW: Yeah, and Referee Boomstick is checking on Radical Red's open wound and calling for some 


wipes or something. 


HS: Now things between Mac and Langston are really getting heated, with Mac shooing his colleague 
away. Ray Langston grabs a folded up tent from one of the fans of campers and smashes Mac in the back!! He 


throws the evidence from the ring and bolts! 


Langston: Can't get nothin' right, ya losers! Should be calling you guys the Spin-offs! 


JW: Just so we are letting all our dirty laundry air tonight... ... I've always been more of an....sigh, NCIS 


guy. 


HS: After how that loose cannon interjected himself in the match like that, | don't blame ya, Jeff. But 


now, Red is finally coming around as Mac is still out from that tent shot to the shoulder and head area....Red 


staggers over and tags in Hacksaw. 


JW: Hacksaw limps fastly, and boom! Shoulderblock on Horatio... 


HS: Mac is still bringing himself up onto the ropes, while Hacksaw sets up in the classic 3-point 


stance....and let her rip! Hacksaw hits the tackle on the woozy Mac Taylor and goes for the pin... 


Ref: One....two....three!! 


HS: Yes! Yes! It may not have been the most dominant win, but | think that speaks to the quality of the 
team they just beat. Hacksaw scores the pin and Radical Red White & Blue retain the Destigeddon Tag Team 


titles. 


JW: What can | say, Horace? Good prevailed over evil once again. The Mac:Ratio wasn't rational 


enough... 


HS: As Red gets some bandages and the champs continue to celebrate with this raucous ToC crowd, 
fans, this is only the start of the one of the biggest weekends in wrestling history! We will be right back after 


this extended sneak peek trailer for the new movie The Help, but get those amps ready and tune up the band, 


because it's Destigeddon's resident musical maestro MC Slam against newcomer and classical music snob 


Johann Sebastian Bachbreaker in an always perilous Music Room Match! 


JW: The Help?! More like... The...Welp! **puts on sunglasses, motions for THE WHO music, awkward 


silence for 4 seconds while Jeff tries to find his camera, fade to black** 


Mc SLAM VS. JOHANN SEBASTIAN BACHBREAKER 


Jeff Worthington: And that's why you never try and convert international money at nail salons... 


Horace Smith: Ohhh, wow, hope America didn't catch the gist of that story. Welcome back...the ring 
has been cleared and we are all set for the Music Room Match. Let's reset this fierce rivalry--vignettes of a 
mysterious, fluffy shirted man began running on Detonation, and after a few weeks, that man appeared right 


smack in the middle of one of MC Slam's world famous rap battle call outs. 


JW: The term "world famous," | believe, is grossly misused. Horace...no, listen, Horace...! doubt that 
the fine people of Brunei have heard of this MC Slam fellow. Heck, if | went down to the Florida Keys and was 


all like, "hey, drunkards, you get that new MC Slam album?" I'd be cast a fool, Horace. A....fool! 


HS: Whatever, Jeff, just try not to get punched this round, okay? Like | was saying, the man of mystery 
appeared and revealed himself as Johann Sebastian Bachbreaker, and boy is he out to conform our tastes in 


music, starting with what he calls, "the dreadful Musical Cowboy, Slam!" 


JW: Ohhh, wait. It's M.C. Slam? I've been calling him McSlam this whole time. Hah. Words. 


HS: That night, JSB scored the huge win, but in the following weeks to come, Slam exacted his 
revenge as he caught Bachbreaker off guard with a naughty glimpse of the fairer sex, allowing for the easy 
win. Now that both men have scored pinfalls over the other...it's time we take it ringside in the only manner 


they know fit...a Music Room Match. 


JW: Yeah, that ring is riddled with all sorts of musical crap. It's like a band geek tornado. 


HS: Out first is MC Slam, who is donning a Drumline inspired band uniform and the Truth or 


Consequences crowd absolutely loves it. Looks like he's also got a cheerleader bullhorn with him... 


MC Slam: T of C, ya'll ready for this? It's about to go down like the brown note and we bout to blow it off 


da roof. Joe-han, getcha Tom Willis eastside ass out here, right damn...NOW! 


HS: Okay, well the music sounds and here comes the newest member of the Destigeddon roster, 
Johann Sebastian Bachbreaker. He seems to be carrying with him a violin case, but really anything could be in 


there. 


JW: Oh, snap, Horace, it's starting. Joanne comes charging in at McFlurry... 


HS: Uhhh, we're gonna have to stop you right there. It’s pronounced “Yo-han’” and you just made a 


crack about how you call Slam “McSlam?” Are you really that dumb, or just willfully obtuse? 


JW: Just write their names down on big pieces of oakboard and I'll pretend that | care about this match. 


Is The General in this match? 


HS: I'm at a loss of words as to why they still pay you. Let's get caught up, though. Slam came out early 
to a torrid offense, but the size of Bachbreaker has won over as he is rapid punching Slam's head while 


choking him with a guitar wire. Gruesome stuff! 


JW: Where'd we get all these instruments anyway? I've seen my share of permission slips in my 


day....those bad boys aren't cheap. Twumpets, oboes, claritins... 


HS: Clari-nets? Uhh, Jeff. Expense report. Look it up. I'm not even sure they're real. Hold on everyone, 
we have a situation brewing as JSB is setting up an upright bass, bridging the ring to the Estonian Announce 


Table, and now he's got MC Slam on it... 


JW: A fine feat of architecture...ahhh, architecture. The band girls of University. 


HS: You mean...colle--? Uhh, wait, University? Who says that? Apparently my co-host is now 
Canadian. Pay attention, though, because JSB is about to go sky high...he's climbing to the top rope and drops 


a big elbow on Slam, putting him through the upright bass! 


JW: Got 'em! 


HS: That could be about it as Slam is really hurt after that move, but as Bachbreaker is getting up, Slam 


grabs a snare drum and smashes his head through it! What a move Jeff! 


JW: While comical, I'll score that as effective, too. JSB can't get that drum off his head and it's costing 


him dearly as the other guy...Slam...is beginning to get up. 


HS: That's exactly how this is playing out as MC Slam staggers to his feet as some fans throw him 
some drumsticks. Slam climbs up on the apron, stands over a disorientated JSB, and starts beating the drum 


that's on his head. And it looks like, yes...he's finishing with the guitar smash to the head! 


JW: Ouch times negative infinity, Horace! That guitar is in pieces! 


HS: Well, Johann's head might be in pieces after that abuse. As he's shopping through the arsenal, it 
looks like yes, Slam's grabbed a Theremin. He squares up JSB on the outside yet again, suicide dives and 


drives that Theremin right into the head of his opponent, finally knocking the snare drum off. 


JW: You know what hasn't been brought out, yet? The piccolo. And yes, that joke referred to the 


underrated grace of the instrument. All you nob-slobbing Will Ferrell fans can stay at home! 


HS: The fans are erupting because it looks like Slam has this match well in hand. Not to be outdone, 
he's calling for yet another aerial assault, as Slam has positioned his opponent under a heap consisting of a 


tuba, xylophone, and French horn. 


MC Slam: Time ta bring da bird out! Bird-za-word, baby! 


HS: Slam is really milking the crowd now, pointing to JSB and giving the thumbs down before flying off 
the turnbuckle with a Swanton Bomb, but Bachbreaker moves at the last second and it's Slam who's sent 


crashing into that mess of instruments. 


Johann Sebastian Bachbreaker: Pffft. Americans. Far too many risks. 


HS: Bachbreaker, who can barely stand, gives the shaking thumbs down as he's carrying Slam away 


from the ring and up the entrance, near where we have a Baby Grand Piano set up... 


JW: Is that thing real? No way management shells out for that and it wasn't getting involved in this 


match. Read between the lines, fans. 


HS: This looks like a precarious situation as Bachbreaker is hauling Slam up on top of that piano, which 


is creaking under the weight of the two. What's he planning? 


JSB: The travesty of "rap" dies....tonight! 


JW: Looks like the classic piledriver, with 15% guaranteed chance of broken neck! 


HS: A thunderous roar comes over the campgrounds here at Elephant Butte Lake State Park as 


Bachbreaker has piledriven MC Slam straight through that piano, turning it into splinters. 
JW: Oh yeah, we gotta ref in this ring. He's counting someone... 
HS: That's it...the ref counts three as the pile of debris clears....he comes up, lifting the hand of... 
JW: Shredder? 


HS: JSB! Johann....Sebastian....Bachbreaker! He can barely stand, but by golly, he's won this thing 


with a devastating finishing maneuver on top of that piano. 


JW: Could have used more electric triangle. Hah! Thought | was gonna say piccolo, huh? Seriously, 


Ferrell steals all my bits. Go to hell, Tropical Thunder. Or Semi-Pro. Whichever it is. 


HS: Well, that's gonna do it for us, tonight, fans. Take a break, enjoy this intermission, because we will 
be back in a few minutes...it's a Horseman-fueled grudge match as Tearin' Jarod and Ric Flair fight for their 
fallen brethren against arguably the most dangerous lackeys in the sport... The Panther's Temple. Steady at the 
mic will be Rusty Parts Jenkins and COBRA Commander. Until then, I'm Horace Smith, and that's been Jeff 


Worthington. Enjoy the rest of the evening! 


PANTHERS TEMPLE VS. RIC FLAIR/TEARIN JAROD 


*“backstage, Trane on phone with Panther Joe** 


Caleb Trane: You got it, boss. Yeah, them "cogs" are gonna get the Software Upgrade and the Nature 


Boy won't just be the "Dirtiest Player in the Game", he'll be the "Deadest Player in the Game"... 


Trane and Thornberg: Mwah-hahaha. MWAHAHAHAHAHA!!!! MWAHAHAHAHAHAHA!!!! 


**cut to Rusty** 


Rusty "Parts" Jenkins: Man, it's great to be back on the air, Desti-Faithfuls, to the biggest PPV of the 
generation, Solstice Showdown!! We still have six exciting matches to bring you, two of them from the beautiful 
deserts of Elephant Butte Park in Truth or Consequences, New Mexico! If you haven't yet seen Matches 1 and 
2, the tag title bout and the Music Room Match, | must insist you learn to read a book!! Tentatively, we have 
COBRA on the road, and I'm sure he'll join us for the main event of the evening, the North American Gauntlet 
Match. But until then, to supply us with some..."altered" commentary, we have famed mental patient and 


Panther Joe enthusiast R Truth! How we doin' Truth? 


R Truth: Don't cha worry Rusty Dusty Jinkins, | be a good R TRUTH!!! 


RP: Righty oh, sir. **looks to side for security** In any case, we have the drop dead gorgeous Brie Bella 
announcing the entrance of Panther's Temple, a new faction at Destigeddon consisting of Chet Thornberg, 


Caleb Trane and the champ Panther... 


**EXXXIIITTTT LIGHT....ENTERRRR NIIIIGHT.... TAKE MYYYY HAAAAAAAND** 


Truth: Man, them guys knows what's up! They took what dey wanted and uncovered all dem 


conspiracies! Panther is my hero, and these puppets ah his are gonna right kick dah Nature Boy's raw hide! 


RP: Perhaps, Truth. But as the Panther’s Temple entrance music comes to a close, we here the Four 
Horsemen theme echo, followed by the appearances of Ric Flair and Tearin' Jarod Blanding, folding chairs in 
hand, hurtling toward the ring! As they enter, they begin battering the skulls of the Temple with their weapons! 


The bell hasn't even rung yet!!! 


Truth: Don't get me wrong, but dis is what wrasslin' is allll about! Flair comes from the territory my 


gram-mama used ta wrassle in, and she done took down ery challenger that called her out! 


RP: The ref calls for the bell and is allowing this no DQ, hardcore match to continue; suddenly, Flair has 
Trane by the hair and has tossed him out into the surrounding foliage! Meanwhile, Tearin' Jarod is putting 
Thornberg into an Omoplata crossface arm lock! Thornberg, a regular jobber here at DG, doesn't seem to be 


putting up much of a fight... 


Truth: Flair is wollopin' Trane with some knife-edge chops, ripping up dah poor man's collared shirts! 


Dat's just a waste ah good cotton right dere! 


RP: Truth, you're right! The Nature Boy, in his anger for the Panther's Temple attacking his cousins the 
Anderson Brothers down in Texas, has mutilated the three collared shirts Trane wears exclusively as his 


APPLE store uniform... 


27 minute mark... 


RP: Folks, if you're just joining us, we've been smack dab into a tumultuous match-up between two of 
the Four Horsemen and the cronies of the Panther's Temple, sans Panther. The Temple now has the upper 
hand as the match has moved from the center ring to the desert sands of Elephant Butte's beautiful park 


landscape. "Elephant Butte: Where you only notice the smell for a little while..." 


Truth: Mmmmm MMM! Smells like my ole Mama's stew! We'd take a couple ah string beans, an old 
chicken bone and a soaked sock ah crik water and have enough a dat stew ta feed tha family for three Sunday 


dinners! 


RP: Trane works the shoulder of the Nature Boy, who, in the past, has had intense rotator cuff surgery, 
then sends the old legend into a well-rooted tree stump! Trane delivers a diving headbutt, and the duo begin 
tumbling down the hill towards the river! Meanwhile, Tearin' Jarod locks up with Thornberg, and Blanding gets 


in a gruesome Maple Syrup Choke Slam!! 


Truth: Dat one sent em into da GROUND, Rusty Dusty! Dem scratches and such get infected, if not 


treated properly! Gone get got herpes, ah something! 


RP: Thornberg rolls to safety, and Blanding hurtles down the hill to help out the Nature Boy! We're sorry 
folks, this was supposed to be a civil tag team match, but has turned into a regular New Mexico mangler! 


Blanding gets down to the creek and begins helping Nature Boy by throttling his foot into Trane's chest! 


But now Trane has leg swept Blanding and quick-shot Flair in the mouth, gaining the upper hand!! A 
quick wrap around the Nature Boy's waist, and Trane Software Upgrades Flair into the muddy creek water!!! 


The Nature Boy is drowning, and Blanding hazily tries to get up for the assist!!! 


63 minute mark... 


Truth: Damn, dis place is full ah conspiracies! C-O-N-sequences!! 


RP: Right you are, Truth! Flair, coming back from what could have been Death's Door, has now gained 
control of this match and is back in the ring with his Horsemen partner, Tearin' Jarod Blanding! They have both 
members of the Panther's Temple up against the ropes, and Flair is using the advantage to knife-edge chop 
the hell outta them!! He even manages to get Thornberg up on the turnbuckle for a vertical superplex!!! 


Outstanding! 


Truth: Da Horsemen are taking these guys to school! 


RP: But what's this??? Blanding is stopping Flair from applying the Figure Four to Thornberg, a move 


that could very well win the match! An exchange of words between the two get heated, but Blanding suddenly 


knife-edge chops Flair across the chest and then clotheslines him to the mat!!! What the hell is going on 
herel!!??? 
*“Tearin' Jarod rips off his shirt, reveals another purple shirt** 


Truth: Looks like one big conspiracy!! Flair is out ta get da win, but Blanding wants dah big record deal 


so he can gone save da orphanage!! 


RP: **silently examines R Truth** Are you sure you're alright? Do you have a vitamin deficiency or 


something? 


Truth: Vitamin deficiency?? | don't even like fish!! 


RP: Blanding grabs a mic! 


Tearin' Jarod: Listen up, Nature Boy! I've been talking to Panther recently, and he's got the idea that 
the Horsemen have been playing me for a fool! When | signed on to the Horsemen, | needed to find a way to 
revenge Great Uncle Cousin-in-Law Tully's integrity, but all we've been doing is going after your retirement 


home roommates and helping the Andersons start their sh*tty moving company! 


Flair: YOU SON OF A BITCH! You betrayed the Horsemen!! I'm gonna show you what god's **GOD!** 


hand can do to a puny whelp like you!! 


RP: OH!! An immediate neckbreaker from Blanding, and as Flair rolls on the ground, Tearin' Jarod 
places him in the Figure Four leg lock!! And now bolting from the Gorilla position come the bandaged up 


Anderson brothers, Arn and Ole!! 


Truth: CONSPIRACY! 


RP: The Andersons try to get to the Nature Boy, but are stopped by the Temple, Thornberg and Trane!! 
But in the ring, Flair cries out and tries to grab the ropes, but no dice! Suddenly, though, his hatred-filled eyes 


lock with Blanding's, and Flair begins to reverse the leg lock!!! 


Truth: His femur gone get got!! 


RP: Blanding, try as he might, is too much of a novice to fight the reversal of a move Flair has been 
applying and perfecting for near 40 years!!! AND HE'S DONE IT!! Flair has flipped the Figure Four and now 
Blanding is the one in pain!!! BLANDING TAPS OUT!!! THE MATCH IS OVER!!! The Nature Boy has won a 
tag team match turned New Mexico mangler turned handicap match!!! Truly, Flair, though not winning the 


original DG Legends match, has earned his place in the pantheon of great DG wrestlers! 
Truth: Der goes a man who knows what's up! 


RP: Couldn't have said it better myself, R Truth! Thanks again for joining us on commentary. You're 


more than welcome to hop on for the North American gauntlet match, coming up next?? 


Truth: Naw, I'm due back by 6! Plus, you gots spiders 'round here, and | don't like spiders... 


RP: Fair enough. Well, folks, stay tuned, because we ha-- 


“Earth rumbles slightly, audience's cheers become strangely silent*** 


RP: What...was that? And what is that in the sky? An orange streak?? 


**COBRA Commander runs up to the announcer booth** 


COBRA: PARTS!! Have you seen the news?? We're all over it!! 


RP: COBRA, have you been drinking the R Truth kool aid?? 


Truth: Man, shut up, the man!! 


COBRA: No! THE ASTEROID!!! 


RP: Calm down, COB. We got another match to do! Tell me after the break! 


NORTH AMERICAN CHAMPIONSHIP GAUNTLET MATCH 


Rusty "Parts" Jenkins: Welcome back! Now, COBRA, what is all this asteroid nonsense you’re talking 


about? 


COBRA Commander: NO TIME, PARTS!!! We've got gauntlet matches to get to, son! Fuck that rock! 


RP: Well, more on COBRA's crazed conspiracies as it develops. Now, ladies and gents, we're back at 


Elephant Butte Park here in Truth or Consequences, NM... 


COBRA: Wait... This is a real town?? They should really call it "Sha-Fuckin-Nanigans, NM." 


RP: Regardless, old chum, the main event tonight is none other than the massive gauntlet match for 
the North American Championship title, held by none other than the FIRST North American champ, Mr. 


Victory!!! Coming to the ring, Victory takes the mic from Miss Brie Bella for a few words... 


Victory: Hey, how you doing "sugar legs"? Maybe you can join me and Ragin’ Rash for the usual post- 


match victory celebration at the local Michelin star restaurant... **Brie stomps off** 


Anyway, here | am, in ALLLLL my glory, to defend the greatest title at Destigeddon, the greatest title in 
wrestling, and THE GREATEST TITLE IN ALL OF PROFESSIONAL SPORTS!! This gauntlet match will prove 
once and for all, that I, Gaston Victory, can go through being burned with a tiki torch and doused with gasoline, 
recover in mere days, AND uphold the title against five gahdamn challengers!! And | swear with every fiber of 


my perfect being and every coin of gold in my vault that | am going to REMAIN DG North American CHAMP!!! 


*““cheers, applause, and some female swooning** 


** CALL OF DUTY theme song crackles across the desert** 


RP: Well, nothing quite jumpstarts a match like a pre-match Victory speech! And coming to the ring as 
Victory's first opponent is former North American champ, The General! It takes him a while since he's carrying 


a massive self-serving fuel tank and he’s followed by his rascal-bound girlfriend (?) Kendra K. Krinklesack. 


COBRA: Looks like the General is having trouble getting to the ring, he keeps slipping on something as 


he walks, but he eventually makes it ringside, enters the ring, shrugs at Gaston, and we hear the bell!! 


RP: The two lock up, but the General slips and falls face-first into the mat! What is the meaning of 


this?? 


COBRA: Why, Kendra, rascaling up to the ring, grabs the General's boot and starts licking the bottom 


of it!?! | THINK l'M GOING TO BE SICK!!! 


RP: IT WAS BUTTER! A buttery residue from Kendra's collection made its way onto the General's army 
surplus store boots and it's become his undoing! Victory runs against the ropes and delivers a massive running 


bulldog to the General, then drops a huge double leg across the chest!! 


3!! 


COBRA: And the General is gone! KAPUT! Victory eliminates the former champ in two moves!! And in 
a sorry state of affairs, the DG staff have to drag the unconscious General out of the ring and back into the 


locker room, leaving streaks of shit just absolutely everywhere...But now we hear the song of another entrant... 
** LUMBERJACK by Jacky! screeches through the 1980s speakers** 
RP: MIGHTY OAK GLUNDERSON!?!? What has that guy been doing? 


COBRA: Well, he's bringing his illegal axe to the ring and has been running around with those 


schmucks from All the King's Forces. But now, as he enters the ring, Oak spears Victory and starts hammering 


away at the pretty boy's face!! Those hairy, ham-like forearms of his are lightning quick, and Victory's face 


begins to bruise and turn bright red! 


RP: Glunderson drops an elbow! Then another!! Then picks up Victory and fireman carries him to the 
ring ropes, steps to the second rope and flips backwards!!! Oak lands Victory face-first on the mat as 


Glunderson finishes his adjusted Argentine backbreaker rack, or the Axe Body Splat!!! He goes for the pin! 


COBRA: Kick out!! Victory barely snaps out of it, and now Glunderson moves the champ to the 


turnbuckle!! Are we gonna see a "tree of woe"? 


RP: While that would be ironic and predictable, it looks like Victory is making a comeback, grabbing 
Oak by the neck and headbutting his face, sending the lumberjack to the other side of the ring!! Then Victory 
pops outta the blocks and gives a running knee slam to the crumpled entrant, followed by a German suplex!! 


Victory goes for the pin!! 


3!! 


COBRA: Another entrant eliminated!! Victory is 2-0, and now only has three more entrants to mow over 
before he can be declared North American Champ!! But will Gaston have the energy and know-how to 


compete against three more contestants??? 
**LOOK IN MY EYYYYES WHAT DO YOU SEE...IM THE CULT OF PERSONALITYYY!** 


RP: No way!!! How the hell did he get into this mess?? CM Punk? The famed defector from the 


company up North?? What business does he have here?? 


COBRA: Obviously to compete for more belts! He doesn't have enough, and now he wants a taste of 
what Destigeddon has to offer. Punk slides into the ring and immediately begins his assault on Victory! Kicks to 


the windpipe, then picking him up for an eye rake!! Man, the pain Victory goes through for...victory! 


RP: Punk gets Victory in an arm wrench, but Victory reverses with a leg sweep, and then an attempt to 


a sharpshooter, but Punk reverses with a small package pin attempt!! 


Th- ** kick out! ** 


RP: Ooooh, that was close!!! Victory kicks off Punk when the straight-edge outsider tries an anaconda 
vice, and Victory flips up and nails a mighty right hook!! The size and force of the punch sent the small CM 


Punk into the ropes, where Gaston is taking his opponent and completes a crucifix powerbomb into a pin!! 


3!!! 


COBRA: And the champ does it!! He eliminated Punk and gets rid of that high-brow know-it-all forever!! 
Man, that Just the Glory and the Gold finisher of Gaston's was deadly!! 


**some ear-bleedingly untranslatable Russian heavy metal** 


RP: Aaaannd here he is! The man who started it all and declared this match; the same man who put 
the belt's stature in danger by stealing it from DG MGMT during Operation: North American Title Recovery. 


Now he's here to win it legitimately after his semi-successful stint in Kamchatka Wrestling... 


COBRA: And Victory welcomes the challenge! Dripping with sweat, Victory waves in the competitor, 


and as the Russian Rhino climbs in, Victory charges and missile dropkicks the Rhino back to the outer ring!! 


Now, with both entrants outside the ring, Victory grabs the stunned Rhino and hurls him into the metal ring 


steps!! Whoa! What a hit! 


RP: Rhino recovers and manages to duck a clothesline, sending Victory into the barricades! Now Rhino 
is slamming Victory's face on the metal barriers; audience members claw at Victory's golden tanned muscles, 


and the celebrity guest ref Rick Harrison Jr. count reaches "8"! 


COBRA: Rhino pulls Victory by his golden locks and catapults him back into the ring, barely breaking 


the count out!! But now Rhino is going for something under the ring!! What is it...? 


RP: He's bringing out a HUGE desktop CPU!!! DAMN, that thing could run Warcraft for weeks! As he 
crawls back into the ring with it, Referee Harrison threatens to DQ him!! But | don't think Rhino can understand 
his Nevada accent!! As the Rhino lunges the huge computer at Gaston's head, Victory spears the Rhino into 


oblivion!!! Tired and worn, Victory barely manages to drape his arm across the chest of the Rhino!!! 


2... 
St! 
COBRA: HE'S DONE IT!!! VICTORY ELIMINATES THE RUSSIAN RHINO!!! Lenin's tomb that was 
exciting!! 


**MONEY MONEY MONEY MONEY MONNEEEEYYYY HAHAHAHAHAHA** 


RP: NO!!! The Hollywood Hombre!!! LA BEN!!! 


COBRA: Looks like these two are gonna meet up again, with Victory at a severe and exhaustive 
disadvantage!!! LA Ben cruises in, sipping a vanilla macho-iatto, taking his time as Victory still lays motionless 
on the mat!!! LA Ben soaks up the boos, the garbage being thrown, and the Entourage-enthusiasts throwing 


themselves at HIM... Hmm, | guess LA Ben has some fans after all, couldah fooled me! 


RP: Victory STILL hasn't moved from where he pinned the Rhino, and if that's any indication, it means 


all LA Ben has to do is go for the pin! 


COBRA: LA Ben enters the ring, chuckles to himself and starts mouthing off to the crowd. He slides 


Victory to the middle of the ring, and goes for the pin!! 


KICK OUT!!! 


RP: NO WAY!!! Victory kicks out and lands a SOLID meaty punch to the California Crony's mug while 
lying on his back!!! LA Ben's body looks to stand straight up from the punch, but then teeters and falls 
backwards, hitting the mat hard, completely knocked out!!! Victory goes for the cover up, smiling at the 


cameras!! 


3! 


COBRA: VICTORY GOES HOME VICTORIOUS!!! UNBE-FUCKING-LIEVABLE!!! Coming in as the 
Destigeddon North American Champion and leaving Champion is something only one man can say after 


performing in a gauntlet match...and that's Gaston Victory! 


RP: Truly, the greatest North America champ to ev-- 


“Earth rumbles, more violently this time, sending Gaston to his knees** 


Victory: What cosmic joke is this? Does Mother Nature herself wish to challenge me!? | am what Nature 


deems perfect, and now | must defend that honor!!! 


COBRA: Holy shit, | forgot to tell you all about the asteroid!! 


COBRA: The one that's heading straight for us!!! It's all over the news outlets!!! They're saying it's 


gonna hit somewhere in Arizona!!! 
RP: I'm afraid to ask where that somewhere might be!!! 
COBRA: Eh, just somewhere called... 

“looks directly into camera 2** 
CHANDLER, ARIZONA!!! 


RP: **spits out coffee** The hell? Are we still announcing?? Can't we move this thing to Derpaville, 


Nebraska or something...? I'm telling ya, I'm too old for this, sh-- 


COBRA: Well, for Rusty, I'm COBRA Commander, and we'll see you tomorrow at Donovan McNabb's 


house for the end of the world!! Long live the North American Championship, and good night!! 


THE GRAND NOBLEMAN VS. TURDUKKENDORF 


COBRA Commander: Greetings, you impotent sacks of useless democratic flesh, and welcome to Day 
2 of SOLSTICE SHOWDOWN!!! Where the greatest Desti-wrestlers of Generation 2 fight it out for 
championships, heated rivalries, and musical relevance! Hope you joined us for the action in Day 1, where the 
tag titles were defended, musical instruments were abused, the Horsemen tackled the Temple, and Mr. Victory 


took on 5-men in a gauntlet match... 


RP: Wait! You haven't seen Day 1 yet? IDIOT! Suit up for some explosive, punch your balls off 
tomfoolery!!! Tonight, though, folks, let's bring it down an octave for the FINAL BATTLE between lone hero the 
Grand Nobleman and his arch-nemesis and one-third of the now defunct Sorcerer Squad, the dark magician 


Turdukkendorf!! 


COBRA: If | had a man like the Nobleman in my ranks, I'd be announcing this match from my sky castle 
as Czar of the World! But alas, the Nobleman falls into the camp of justice and heroism, so there's no place at 


COBRA's table of terror... 


*“Turdukkendorf's dark emo theme interrupts** 


RP: We've seen the Nobleman reap destruction against former Squad members Söl and most recently, 
the wizard Mordack! As Turdukkendorf enters the backyard of famed Viking quarterback Donovan McNabb 
here in Chandler, Arizona, we see the fans and even McNabb himself boo and hiss, lighting their torches and 
raising their pitchforks, calling for the death of this most heinous (though still uncharged and untried) criminal. 


We cannot rightly judge him for a crime that only the Nobleman knows he committed... 


COBRA: McNabb, of course, up on his balcony watching all the action with his family. And boy, a storm 
coming in from the East...that wouldn't have anything to do with the pending Kirk Cameron-esque "end of the 


world" scenario we've recently experienced, do you think? 


RP: There's a lot of things going on around here that | don't understand, like how that Worthington 
schmuck gets more matches and gets paid more when he résumé credentials clearly state, "I'm working on 


it..." 


COBRA: Green's a weird color on you, Parts. And now folks, the Nobleman's theme echoes and we 


can see him galloping upon his trusty snow-white steed to the ring. A regular Game of Thrones round here! 


RP: The Nobleman dismounts, unstraps his sword, places it in his saddle, and climbs into the ring. 
What a foolish yet noble thing to do... But as the bell rings, and the Nobleman lunges at his adversary, 


Turdukkendorf disappears into a cloud of smoke! Well, | guess that's it, folks, we'll catch you next time at Desti- 


COBRA: Wait, you hear that menacingly laugh coming from the clouds?? WATCH OUT!!! 


*“fireball streaks across the sky, blows up wrestling ring, ring ropes whip around** 


COBRA: A floating Turdukkendorf enters from the dark clouds, sending huge balls of fire in the 
direction of the Grand Nobleman! Try as he might, the young knight dips and dodges, but is soon hit straight on 
by a huge spherical inferno!!! The Nobleman's shield is shattered and the dark mage Turdukkendorf lands a 


massive flying elbow drop FROM THE SKY!!! 


*“guitar shredding and drums echo as Ultimate Warrior trucks it down the gangway** 


RP: Look, folks!! The Ultimate Warrior has come to the Nobleman's aid!! Will this be the tide- 


changing event that finally defeats Turdukkendorf?? 


Ultimate Warrior: Though your power is great, it matters not to the Warriors out there that give me 


strength and the Well of Souls that fill me with the knowledge of the ancient ways!!! 


*“starts pumping arms** 


Turdukkendorf: If you truly wish to speak with the Well of Souls, then travel there thyself, Ultimate 


Warrior!! **snaps fingers** 


RP: And the Warrior is gone!!! Just like that!! In the blink of an eye, the former Dark Warrior has been 


swept away to the mystical (and probably uneventful) Well of Souls, unable to help his brother in arms!! 


COBRA: Turdukkendorf grabs the Nobleman and gives him 5 consecutive belly to belly suplexes, 
knocking out an already tired-out competitor! | hope that armor of the Nobleman's holds, cause once it's gone, 
the sheer force of Turdukkendorf could rip a regular human asunder!! Like | did to ole Coney Island Carl's 


sister last night!!! BOOMI!! 


RP: AHhahaha!! Suck it, Carney Boy! Although the Nobleman's armor is scorched and beginning to 
crack, Turdukkendorf levitates the Nobleman above the ring, with the knight's body hanging lifeless in mid-air! 


Parlor tricks, | say... 


COBRA: OOOHHHH!!!! And a brutal and violent velocity sends the Nobleman quickly crashing to the 
ground like a falling stone!! Looks like Turdukkendorf's Terrestrial Cacophony finisher has won him the match! 


Turdukkendorf goes for the pin, although I've never seen any of the Nobleman matches end with a pin... 


**kick out** 


RP: And the Nobleman kicks out!!!! That guy doesn't know when to give up!! Turdukkendorf steps 
slowly backwards in aggravated disbelief, and the Nobleman lurches off the ground with a kick to the evil 
wizard's face!! Turdukkendorf tumbles backwards against the rubble of the ring, and the Nobleman approaches 


him... 


Nobleman: Thou murdered mine family, mine countrymen; ye burned mine homeland for yon 


unrelenting search fo' immortality!!! Now, ye shall gain immortality in Death...by mine hands!!! 


COBRA: A right hook!!! A left jab!!! A double axe handle that sends Turdukkendorf tumbling back 


towards the gathering crowd, and falling to one knee on the grassy lawn... 


**Nobleman drops to knees, removes helmet** 


RP: My word... 


COBRA: Inconceivable! 


RP: The flowing, golden hair, the pearl skin tone, and the soft facial features have revealed that the 


Grand Nobleman is...a Grand NobleWOMAN!! 


COBRA: Well, she's not joining C.0.B.R.A. anymore...we have a strict "bros and chads only" policy 


statement in our employee handbook... 


Grand Noblewoman: Ye have known me as Parcival Drake, a knight of the realm you brought to its 
knees... Truthly, you face Levira, daughter of Drake and Queen Livia of Kalant, a ruler you have met and sent 


into exile, Dark Turdukkendorf... And now, an exile in Death awaits thee...!!!!I!! 


RP: Parcival, | mean Levira, trots toward the downed Turdukkendorf and manages a vicious Shining 


Wizard, a move I'm gonna call Drake's Vengeance!!! 


COBRA: Man, the ferocity of this chick!!! Blood spews from Turdukkendorf's mouth as the Noblewoman 
completes the move, and the last remaining Sorcerer Squad member teeters, mouth agape, as his cruel fate 


awaits... 


RP: | can't see the Grand Noblewoman having any more left, but-- 


**Levira penetrates Turdukkendort's chest cavity with fist** 


C.O.B.R.A!!! | QUIT!!! YOU WIN, LADY!!! 


RP: Lady Levira has thrown her fist through the torso of Turdukkendorf, and continues to move through 
his body! Turdukkendorf can all but stare as his body is violated by such a fair, yet violently revengeful, 


opponent... 
**squelching noises abound as Noblewoman tears out object from Dorf’s chest cavity** 


COBRA: THE SPINE!!! SHE'S TORN OUT THE SPINE!!!! | can't believe that this isn't the main event!! 


Fuck the nWo/DX match, this is what Destigeddon is ALL ABOUT! And it's only the first match of the day!!! 


RP: You're right there, COBRA! But now that the spine has made its deadly appearance, there are no 
neural messages being sent from Turdukkendorf's brain to the rest of his body. And scientifically speaking, as 


well as technically speaking, he's dead. D-E-A-D dead. And, uh, we're gonna count that as a pin!! 


COBRA: The Noblewoman, the fair Levira, collapses from exhaustion, and medics are on their way!! 
We see some of the heroes of Destigeddon coming out to console and help Levira, mostly DestiGals, but still 
others include Ex-Commissioner Greg Noth, "Radical Red" Zach Bartram, "Hacksaw" Jim Duggan, the Martian 
Brummhunter, Ludacris and, surprisingly, nWo member Trehern! Probably just rolling in ‘cause he heard 


there's another chick in the company... 


RP: | think you got it wrong, COBRA. He looks legitimately concerned for this seemingly minor 


character in his life...§ 


ê It has since been established in Trehernothology that Levira is his long lost daughter from another world. 


COBRA: Whatever, Parts, contradict me at every turn, why don't ya? I'm gonna go grab a beer that isn't 
Grolsh, which means | have to get in my car and drive 15 miles to the nearest jiffy to get something actually 


worth putting under my hood. PEACE! 


RP: Well, as COBRA and | rest up after this startling and gruesome match, we have Jeff Bozo and 
Coney Island Durfel coming ‘atcha live for the scintillating Lady Von Erik/Jenn Lawrence bout to end all 
interviewer-themed bouts! Again, congrats to the Grand Noblewoman for completing her quest of eviscerating 


the dark wizard known as Turdukkendorf, and we'll be back for the nWo/DX survivor series!! 


LADY VON ERIK VS. JENNIFER LAWRENCE 


Jeff Togo: Hello, and welcome back to Donovan McNabb's plush backyard for the second match 


coming to you from Chandler, Arizona. I'm Jeff Togo, and with me for the next two matches is my esteemed 


colleague, Coney Island Carl. Carl, heard you stopped by the action last night in New Mexico...how was it? 


Coney Island Carl: Matches, girls, parties, stopped by da house dey film Breaking Bad in....great stuff. 


But really, how bout dat classic match on da part of Ric Flair? | memba now why we keep him around. 


JT: No kidding, because this has already been a groundbreaking PPV event....| think the biggest 
moment happened when CM Punk showed up for the North American Gauntlet last night, just hours before his 


"other" match tonight for the rival company. 
CIC: | dink his appearance actually blew up Twitter last night. Blew up, Toag. Like, KABOOMSTICK! 


JT: Well, the action continues on as this, my friends, has been the essence of what our DestiGals 
division is all about, and it all started over interview bragging rights. The feud between Lady Von Erik and 
Jennifer Lawrence finally boiled over when they fought during an interview with our Commissioner Jennifer 
Juneau, which prompted Juneau to hire trainers for each girl and have them finally settle the score, here 


tonight! 
CIC: What we got, a bra-n-panties match? Pillow fight? 


JT: If only we were as edgy as the boys up north, but no, this is a classic drag em out, wrestling brawl 
fight. Over the past couple of months, the tandem of Noah Brixx and Trey Webber, colloquially known as 
Below Me, have been training Lawrence, while resident cyborg B.O.Z.E has been keeping a watchful eye on 


Von Erik. 


CIC: And really, nuttin' has been advantageous. Below Me just degrades into hittin' on Lawrence, while 
B.O.Z.E. has needed an OS upgrade since March. But hang on to your seats, Chandla' fans, cuz here comes 


the next link in da great Von Erik clan....Lady! 


JT: And B.O.Z.E. is flanking her like some kind of security guard...who knows when that dastardly 


Lawrence will spring an attack? Looks like she has something to say...wait, what the --- 


*“rumbling earth, screen crackles, then electromagnetic noise takes over the video feed** 


We are experiencing some severe technical difficulties... 


Please continue to enjoy your stay here at Destigeddon. 


PANTHER VS. GREG NOTH 


Lady Von Erik: Alright, guys, I'm back here, on duty, with my pay raise! Now making about 78% to the 


dollar of every other male wrestler, I’m here to take out the rest of the trash... Ex-Commish Greg, you are in 
your hometown...| think we can say everyone in the company is rooting for you against Panther...what's your 


game plan? 


Greg Noth: Lady, first off, congratulations on your win against Jenn Lawrence. We are about to make it 
two in a row for the good guys tonight, ya heard? This is all you need...! got my friends, family, neighbors, and 
the support of the locker room behind me tonight. Am | green in the ring? Maybe. But something | have left that 
my opponent lacks...shreds of integrity. After tonight, I'm taking all these fans to The Mill and partying it up to 
thank all those who believed in both me...and justice! End of days, Panther. End of days. Quote me, Greg 


Noth. I'm out. Jen, | love ya, babe! 


[cut back to announce team] 


Jeff Togo: Fans at home, I'm not sure if you can see this...but literally everyone at this makeshift 
amphitheater here in Donovan McNabb's backyard is standing in anticipation. You could cut the emotions with 


a chopstick, Carl. 


Coney Island Carl: Yeah, it's been quite the scene here dis week. Noth reportedly touched down early 
last week, began training at his old high school gym, doing charity work around the area. Let's not worry about 


Panther's title...will he even get out of dis town alive? 


JT: Good question, Carl. Destigeddon has tripled security for this event in anticipation for this meeting 
of two goliaths. During Slamrock, we thought for sure the title would be contested between an nWo guy and a 


DX guy....did anyone see this complete overhaul of the title picture coming? 


CIC: Well, Panther...gotta give him credit. He waited around in da weeds for his chance to pounce, took 
advantage of DX and nWo's hatred for each other, climbed his way into da No. 1 Contender's spot and called 
for a match on da nation's birthday after then-champion Triple H already fought dat night. Is da guy evil? 


Probably. But is he smart to no end? Definitely--and we need to start acknowledgin' dat as his biggest weapon. 


JT: No one can wait any longer....the smoke has cleared, we are ready to go.... 


[Yeahhhhh, SO PRICELESS!! LIFE SO PRICELESSS] 


JT: For one night only, Noth is coming out to Birdman's "4 My Town" and the fans here have absolutely 


lost it. And here he is....with a new Arizona Cardinals Kevin Kolb jersey...GREG NOTH!!! 


CIC: Haven't seen a reaction like dis since | visited Boiler Room gentlemen's club in Dover! Crazy! 


JT: He is taking his time, superman pointing and hugging the fans as he passes by...he shoots one last 
point to McNabb up on his balcony before getting in the ring. Enjoy the moment, kid! Let's get the belt back on 


the side of honesty! 


CIC: No words are necessary...what could Noth possibly say to top dis moment...easily da best 


entrance in Destigeddon's very short history... 


JT: Alright, the pandemonium has calmed a bit and the lights go out....you ready for this, Carl? 


CIC: Ready to see a new champ, in my non-slanted opinion. Panther was responsible for two of da 
Horsemen never wrestlin' again, a breach of security in the Desti-mainframe, and an overt harassment of 


Commissioner Juneau, who happens to be, duh, Greg Noth's girlfriend. 


[As | was going over...the Cork and Kerry Mountains....] 


JT: The familiar sound of Metallica’s “Whiskey in the Jar” fills the amphitheater and that means only one 
thing....the champ, Panther, has arrived! Here he comes, minus The Panther's Temple, but with work-ordered 
babysitter Madison Rayne in tow. Of course, he has her dressed in an oversized Hamilton High School 


sweatshirt, the apparent rival to Chandler High. 


CIC: We call dat in da business cheap heat, Toag. | mean, is it necessary? Really? 


JT: Yeah, the boos couldn't be louder as Panther has the belt in one hand and is dragging Madison by 
the arm down the aisle with the other. Not to be outdone, he reaches the ring and grabs Ariana Zax's mic from 


her hand... 


Panther: Madison, sequester yourself in the corner, dear. Chandler...trust me, the less you hear from 
me, the faster | can dispatch the "hometown" hero. Look it up, cogs...he's really from Troy, New York. Gregory, 
your secret is out...but not your biggest one. | won't even have to defeat you tonight. Greg Noth will 


ultimately...defeat himself. Quoth the Panther...EVERLASTING! 


JT: And with that, Panther drops the belt and the mic, charges at Noth as the bell rings, but Noth 


sidesteps Panther and hits a stunner right off the bat....he goes for the pin....oh my god... 


CIC: Jus' a two count! Could you believe dis place if Noth pulled a one move win? 


JT: And just as quickly, Panther rolls out of the ring to make the timeout hand gesture, but Carl, look out 
behind him...it's Bentley Powers and Triple H of DX....they grab him by the collar and belt and toss him back in 


the ring! Unbelievable--we will see them later tonight against the nWo... 


CIC: Panther doesn't look ready to fight, but Noth charges in wit' a flying knee and the crowd is once 


again in riot mode as DX makes their way back to da locker room! 


JT: Noth stays on the attack and picks up Panther, but the Purple One rakes the eyes and Panther 
goes for the quick schoolboy roll up, but only a two count. Panther stays on the attack with the double axe 


handle, followed by a leg drop bulldog. He's really asserting himself now... 


Panther [screaming]: They love you, Gregory, the really, really love you! [stomps head] 


CIC: Dis is a guy who is performing like a champion, I'd say. Noth tries to muster a couple of punches, 


but Panther gets him wit a drop toe hold and puts him in a half Boston Crab submission. 


JT: This move really works all the ligaments in the knee and can deter Noth from any sort of aerial 
assault later. Panther is really cinching it in there as Noth can't get to the ropes...referee Carter keeps asking 
Noth if he wants to submit, but the hometown kid won't give in....amazing stuff...it looks like his hamstring is 


about to pull off at a moment's notice! 


CIC: Yeah, dis is about da time Noth's in-ring experience hurts him...he needs to not directly fight da 
move, but torque over to da ropes...wait, Toag...he goes palms up and in a flash of adrenaline, lifts up and flips 


the hold into a full Boston Crab on Panther. Unfathomable strength on Noth's part! 


JT: Regardless of the move, Noth has flung Panther right next to the rope and as he grabs it, the ref 
breaks the hold and again Panther quick rolls from the ring, holding his lower back. He looks gassed as he 
yells for Madison to bring him some water, but look out! Out from the crowd...can you believe this? The 


Horsemen! 


CIC: THE Nature Boy and Arn Anderson, you’re damn right! Flair gets in a quick low blow as da referee 
is checking on the leg of Greg Noth. Now, the injured Arn manages to set up Panther for his Super Olympian 
finisher, a reverse tombstone piledriver! Nailed it! Now dey toss him into the ring as Noth pumps up da crowd 


again... 


JT: They weren't just saying that...it's as if no one wants to see Panther escape with the belt. If the nWo 
come out to help Noth, then I'll have seen everything! Noth goes to grab Panther, but he escapes to the other 


side of the ring, this time yanking the mic away from Zax again... 


Panther [panting]: Honesty...integrity...huh? You know those...cogs were coming out to fleece 


me...Gregory? Is there anyone left...in this Lord forsaken....land....that hasn't succumb to the shenanigans of 


the Devil? Greg, | didn't want to play this card....but | found one young gentleman who's yet to fall under the 


follower's spell... 


JT: Looking up at the JumboTron....oh my God, Carl. 


CIC: Yeah, what I'm seein’ right now....crossed the line. Sheesh, dat's awful. 


JT: It's Greg Noth's young son, Barnum, with Panther's trademark purple face paint on....this is just... 
Wow. I'm at a loss for words. But now Arn and Flair come around to fling Panther back in towards an enraged 


Noth, who immediately bolts for his opponent... 


CIC: Da ref just realized da Horseman were out here and is trying to get security to usher them back, 
but | don't know...Panther is gettin’ fist after fist from Noth, as he should. Dis is a business...no one's family 


should be brought into it. 


JT: Noth dismounts his attack and grabs Panther's leg for rapid fire low blows! Oh my! The Horsemen 
are being shuffled out as Flair is about THAT close to an aneurysm....ref Carter is now back in the ring as Noth 


picks up a limp Panther for a powerslam, followed by a big elbow drop from the top rope....the ref counts... 


THREE! 


CIC: Three...he counted three, Toag! 


JT: That's it...that's it....thatttttt's IT, fans! Noth hit one of his finishers and has pinned the champ! 


Panther is dethroned...Chandler, Arizona.....WE HAVE A NEW CHAMPION!!!! 


CIC: And even through Panther's horrid attempt to get Noth's mind off da match, the ex-Commish found 


a way...Toag, | can't hear anything....da celebration continues and here comes Commissioner Juneau. 


JT: No doubt coming to congratulate her boyfriend for finally beating the man that has been a 
nightmare for this company for the better part of 2011. Oddly, though, look Carl...she looks a bit forlorn as she 


goes over to ring girl Ariana Zax and whispers something to her... 


CIC: What's dis about? Juneau even brought her a new microphone. Can't imagine what da big to do 


is, but... 

Ariana Zax: Attention, please! Everyone, quiet down for just a moment! From the desk of 
management... 

JT: Noth now realizes that something just isn't right as he yells over to a teary eyed Commissioner 
Juneau... 


Comm. Juneau: I'm sorry, babe. It's out of my hands. I'm.....[Sob]...sorrry! 


Ariana Zax: In light of Greg Noth's repeated illegal use of the low blow behind the referee's back, this 


match result is null and void and the contest shall continue...right away! 


CIC: Awwww, you gotta be kiddin' me! In what wrestling realm do the officials play back the footage 


and reverse a call? Last time | checked, this isn't da NFL! 


JT: Okay, now we are reaching riot-conditions as the fans are beginning to push against the barricades, 
only to be met with batons and angry security guards. Referee Carter calls for the bell several times, but no 
one can hear much of anything as the match continues. Noth and Panther tie up as Noth powers his opponent 


to the ground and begins again with big right hooks as Panther just takes each punch with an eerie smile. 


CIC: Da dude is now just lazily pointin' behind Noth toward the entrance ramp. Come on...what da fu... 


JT: Now we know what Panther is pointing to, and perhaps what he's been up to all along...that photo 
of Noth's son wasn't photoshopped. It was taken sometime recently...Chet Thornberg and Caleb Trane are 
bringing Noth's son Barnum out to ringside, among these thrashing, drunk, irate fans. THIS ASTEROID IS 


AFFECTING DA BRAIN CHEMISTRY AH DAH CROWD! 


CIC: Noth is just shakin’ his head in utter disbelief as Panther takes advantage, grabs his head from 


behind, and delivers his Cognitive Relapse jumping reverse DDT finisher! 


JT: Panther jumps on top as The Panther's Temple huddles to the backstage area and the ref counts... 


Referee Carter: One... 


Two... 


**shakes head in despair** THREE!! Count it... 


CIC: Annnnd just like dat...Panther wins and retains. | dink I've seen everything now. 


JT: The fans are going through another upheaval as security tries their best to hold them back as 
Panther grabs the belt, Madison, and an entourage of security officials as the Purple Putz jets out of the 
backyard area as fast as he can. Noth is still laid out from that devastating Cognitive Relapse and a tearful Jen 


Juneau gets inside and tries to help up her man. 


CIC: Toag, we are getting word dat Noth's son Barnum has been recovered and is under da 
supervision of management officials. It's a blessin' da tyke wasn't hurt, but damn dat Panther should have 


never even sunk to dat level and brought him ringside. Disgusting and unforgivable. 


JT: While Noth regains his legs, Panther is nowhere to be found...fans, stick around for the last match 
of the evening, DX vs. nWo, but we are going to try and sort this mess out and restore order. COBRA and 
Parts will be back shortly, but don't leave! Panther, all | have to say to you is that you'll get yours, buddy. Oh, 


man, will you get yours! 


**pyrotechnics shoot into the air** 


Rusty "Parts" Jenkins: Well, it has been an EXPLOSIVE weekend here in Arizona "So Fine" and we've 
finally arrived at Solstice Showdown's Main Event. Seriously, that looming apocalyptic asteroid can go straight 
to hell, we've been on deck for this match-up since Destigeddon began and the players arrived. The long 


awaited... 


COBRA Commander: And we mean, LONG-awaited... 


RP: ...EVENT that will finally settle the bitter rivalry between DG factions Degeneration X and the new 
World order of wrestling, the nWo. This battle has been raging for over a year now, hearkening back to 


comments made by some of the biggest Desti-Wrestlers of all time... Let's take a look back, shall we? 


**video footage of Tuesday Night Taint from sometime in June 2010...** 


HHH: It's no surprise Trehern hasn't come out of hiding since he was utterly demolished by our main 


man, BEN P 


HBK: 'Hern, put down that Green Lantern comic book, turn off the Battlestar marathon you got on and 


listen up, (tell em Road Dogg): 


Road Dogg: Ladies and gentleman, boys and girls, children of all ages, Degeneration X proudly brings 
to you its TAG TEAM CHAMPIONS OF THE WORLD!!! The Road Dogg Jesse James, The Badd Ass Billy 


Gun... THE NEW AGE OUTLAWS! 


Badd Ass Billy Gunn: "And if you're not down with that Trehern and the rest of the nWo, we've got TWO 


WORDS FOR YA! 


SUCK ITTTTTTTTTTITTTTITT TTT T!!" 


“later that evening, on an episode of the Solar Sencast** 


Scott Hall: Hey, yo! | hear DX flappin' their gums, but not a whole lot is coming out. If you insult 


Trehern, you insult Hogan, and you insult the nWo. 


Hogan: Everybody knows, brother, that the only reason Ben P won the pun war was because of that 
stinkin’ Sting, Roddy Piper, and Syxx interfered and handed Ben P the title. Well, the buck stops here. Let's lay 


it ALLL on the line this time, nWo vs. DX to finally settle the score. 


Kevin Nash: | guess what Hollywood is trying to say is that him, myself, Scott Hall, Trehern, and The 
Giant challenge you twerps to a 5-on-5 survivor series match. You guys up to it? Or are you going to hide 


behind your antics the rest of your careers? 


care. Let's do this. If you ain't with us, you are AGAINST US!!! 


**a few weeks later, on the Turnbuckle with Stu Winters** 


Macho Man Randy Savage: Oh, yeeeeeah! What’s a PUN WAR?? That coward Hogan can eat shit, 


man, yeah! And Triple H is shacked up with McMahon’s daughter, but who showed her the ropes, yeah? 


Macho beats High Class any day ah the week, flash a bit of cheek, takin out the weak by the scruff, I'll be 


coming to Destigeddon in no time flat!!! Oh YEEEAAAH!! 


**cuts back to 2011 Arizona, red skies, and Rusty and COB** 


COBRA: Wow, what a riveting look back at the beginning of the feud. Kinda lazy on the production side, 
though. Copy and paste over some original content? Pssh. But those Ben P Punwar entries looked a bit soft; 


have no idea how he stole the win. 


RP: A clash that we can surely never know the secrets of...but as we speak, the penultimate DX/nWo 
battle begins as both teams enter the backyard of Mr. Donovan McNabb here in Chandler. DX in their 
overcompensatingly large army tank, and the nWo arriving it what may be described as the shittiest vehicle 


ever to leave a used car lot... 


COBRA: Wow, "overcompensatingly" is probably the most educated word ever uttered here... 


RP: | don't even think it is a word, COBRA. Nonetheless, Trehern, Hogan, Hall, the Giant, and the 
recently skeptical Kevin Nash pile out of the dilapidated van and start throwing their collected trash and empty 


bottles at the DX mega-tank! 


*““KRA-KOOOOM!!!|** 


COBRA: By Egypt's government, that tank shell just destroyed the neighborhood jungle gym! An early 
point for DX from mel!!! But the nWo strut their way to the ring, with the Bella Twins and DestiGal Kat Dennings 


in tow, taunting the fans that have hated them from the start! 


RP: Trehern climbs into the ring, amongst the slinging garbage, and grabs a microphone! 


Trehern: Oh, shut up!!! Haven't you ever seen a group of the greatest wrestlers of all time before? And 
why the fuck are we in some guy's backyard??? And why did DX bring a tank? You guys shivering at the fact 
of us breaking your pretty-boy faces in and then taking Road Dogg and selling him back to the circus and then 


posing as Ben P to get free tickets so | can bang those chicks from GLEE?? 


**chucks mic to Hogan** 


Hollywood Hulk Hogan: Brother, I've been waiting my whole career to take the greatest wrestlers | 


know, form the nWo, and beat the ever living crap outta guys like YOU!! 


Hall: Hey yo! You in 'der X-Pac, cause if you want a war, then you got a war! 


*“*KRA-KOOM!!!!** 


RP: My gods, another shot from the DX tank!!! This time destroying the local public school! As the 


smoke settles and the tank comes back into view, we still see no sign of-- But wait!!! 


from under the mat and are now attacking the roster of the nWo!!! 


RP: The bell has rung, and this apocalyptic match is under way!!! | use that term loosely, as this may be 
the last thing Earth will ever see... As for this survivor series match-up, the 5 members of the nWo must go up 
against what looks to be only 4 members of Degeneration X. We're not including Chyna, though she did beat 


the shit out of Jeff Jarrett once to become the only women to be Intercontinental Champion! 


COBRA: Senior ref Timmy Tee manages to get the two teams into their respective corners, leaving The 
Giant and Goldberg to fight it out in the ring! The two huge men lock up and exhibit their incredible strength, 
shaking the structure of the ring and making us fear for our lives! The Giant delivers two huge fists to the top of 
Goldberg's shoulders, which brings the incredible wrestler to his knees! Now the Giant lays a big boot to 
Goldberg's chest, sending him across the ring!! Looks like there's gonna be an early Christmas bootprint on 


Goldberg's holly-jolly chest! 


RP: Ah, a Santa's Slay reference...how glib. COBRA, it seems incredible that anyone beat the monster 
Giant! Trehern managed to do the impossible on Maelstrom sometime last year, our first look at a slight schism 
within the nWo; but that could have just been an underhanded publicity stunt on the nWo's part. Now it looks 


like the mighty Goldberg may come up short to the Giant's superhuman prowess! 


COBRA: And almost like clockwork, the Giant sends Goldberg into the ropes and prepares for his 
mighty right hook, the Weapon of Mass Destruction! BUT NO!!! Goldberg dives down and cross bodies the 
Giant's knees!!! SNAP CRACKLE POP POP!!! The Giant stumbles, but is then rolled up into a small package, 


almost impossible for a normal sized human!!! 


3! 


RP: And GOLDBERG GETS THE PIN!! Unbelievable!! The Giant is out of this thing early! Andre the 
Giant is probably drinking one of his 67 beers and shaking his head in disappointment... But guess who comes 


in for the nWo, none other than "The Bad Guy" Scott Hall, an arch-nemesis of Goldberg's!!! 


COBRA: No cattle prods this time around, but | still wonder what detestable trick Hall has stuffed up his 


jean vest sleeve this time! 


RP: You just claimed a jean vest has sleeves, COBRA. 


COBRA: It's technology only the most elite terrorist organization would have its hands on... 


RP: Hall quickly grabs Goldberg and manages a running bulldog, smashing Goldy's face into the mat! 
Hall then turns to the crowd and waits for the boos and hisses...he then tosses his toothpick down onto the 


fallen Goldberg... 


COBRA: But X-Pac grabs Hall by the shorts and pulls him into the DX corner, and the whole team 
begins pummeling him with fists to the torso!! Referee Timmy Tee attempts to break up the mess as the nWo 
jump from their corner to help out Hall, but Goldberg separates the riot like the Red Sea and vert suplexes Hall 


back into the ring!!! Hall is stunned and motionless! 


RP: Well, Trehern isn't gonna let his buddy sit there and get owned, so climbing the ropes he begins to 
launch himself, but is stopped by Timmy Tee! Threatening to DQ the team, Timmy Tee talks down Trehern, but 


this gives the Bad Guy enough time to land a nut shot to Goldberg, and while in pain, Hall pack mules the 285- 


3H! 


RP: The mighty Goldberg is eliminated from the nWo-DX survivor series!!!! What a great addition to a 
team that has been mired with roster mishaps; it's a shame to see him head back to the locker room so 


soon...he could've done some real damage! 


COBRA: That's ok, he's probably getting more tail tonight than a baboon sauna tribe! Did you see those 


guys on LIFE? 


RP: DX discusses things and sends in X-Pac, the second newly arrived DX member, and another one 
of Hall's old rivals. | think Hall, a former Intercontinental champ, was upset by Pac waaay back in 1993, and 


their feud hasn't be resolved since, to my knowledge... 


COBRA: But what do you know, Rusty!? We've been stuck here at Destigeddon for decades, since the 
last great Desti-Fighters, Arthur "Pockets" Pennington and Ned R. Arlington! OH! A right hook from Hall, but a 
switch dropkick from Pac, and now Hall is up against the ropes!! And X Pac delivers a mighty 1-2-3 KICK!!! 


Hall topples to the ground, and Pac goes for the pin!! 


RP: NO!! "Big Sexy" has rushed in and kicked Pac off the pin!!! Pac rolls outside the ring, and Nash 
begins to help up Hall. Timmy Tee is back into the mix, yelling at Nash for interrupting!! As Nash attempts to 


explain, he swings his mighty forearm around, and unknowingly bashes a recovering Hall in the face! 


COBRA: Pac has climbed the ropes and now delivers a huuuuge sitdown facebuster, bringing Nash's 


face to the mat, meanwhile covering and inadvertently pinning a still semi-conscious Scott Hall!!! 


3! 


RP: And Pac gets the pin on Hall!!! Now, Nash, the legal man, is in this match against X-Pac!! Man, the 


X-Factor is truly mixing it up tonight, eh, COBRA?? 


COBRA: Uh oh, from out of nowhere, Chyna has entered the backyard and rushes into the ring! 
Although not an entrant, the muscular structure on this gal is svelter than Conan the Barbarian on an elliptical! 


She has grabbed Big Sexy by the hair and pulls him out from underneath X-Pac! 


Chyna: You've always been my favorite, Kev! | need **that** Big Sexy in **this** Big Sexy!! 


**gives DX "suck it" motion** 


RP: OH! Looks like Trehern and Hogan stare blankly off into eternity on the side of the ring as Chyna 
seductively rubs herself up against Kevin Nash as they make out! Hall, trying to make his way back up the 


ramp, buckles and begins blubbering uncontrollably!! 


COBRA: While Nash swoons, Chyna takes the opportunity to POWERBOMB HIM!! Right outta the 
ring!!! The strength is unbelievable!! If | could bottle that, I'd be a hundred-aire!! Nash hits the ground hard, and 
X-Pac nails him with a missile drop kick from the top turnbuckle! The Bella Twins begin to claw at Chyna, but 
she grabs both their heads and bash them together! The Bellas’ burial will be arranged for next week, | 


assume. Timmy Tee stumbles to the outer part of the ring to call the pin attempt!! 


31! 


RP: And Pac eliminates Big Sexy! Nash is out, and Hogan is on his way to show Pac what for! 
Hollywood grabs the little guy by his long horse hair and slams him across the metal barricades of McNabb's 
make-shift backyard wrestling area... Pac starts to show a bloody streak across his forehead, and Hogan takes 


the chance to toss X-Pac back into the ring! 


COBRA: Trehern is caught yelling at Chyna to kick rocks! | think he's saying something along the lines 
of, "fuck off!" But as he sees Pac roll back into the ring, he forces a huge leg drop from the top rope on the 
former 1-2-3 Kid! The Sentinel editor immediately rolls off back to the corner as Timmy Tee comes back into 
the ring! Hollywood Hogan, slow but powerful, starts to wail on the little guy, clearly using his greater strength 


to his advantage. 


RP: Let's not forget, though, as Chyna drags the lifeless Bellas back up the ramp, Triple H stands 
silently in his corner...heavily breathing and staring right at Trehern! Bentley Powers keeps throwing 


observations his way, but Helmsley isn't in the mood for chatting... 


COBRA: Hogan continues to own Pac, and after a leg drop, Hollywood Hogan goes for the pin! 


3!! 


COBRA: Hogan eliminated X-Pac!! That little guy didn't stand a chance against the Pukester, since he 
was exhausted from eliminating the Outsiders!! And DX has managed to even the odds, one man down! 
Trehern and Hogan versus Triple H and Powers!!! But who will come in to take on the momentum-gathering 


Hulkster??? 


RP: Helmsley continues to stand motionless, with a burning anger surely bubbling inside his brain. 
Powers looks to him for advice but receives none. Looks like Triple H is in the zone, and even his teammates 


can't get a hold of him! Powers rolls into the match and locks up with Hogan! 


COBRA: Bentley doesn't waste any time, and tries out all his finishers! He sends Hogan against the 
ropes and delivers a Degeneration Flux right away, but Hogan stands his ground!!! Then he grabs the 
Hulkster's arm and manages The Cancellation, but Hogan swings him back into the middle of the ring without 


even straining himself. This is truly the strongman versus the rookie! 


RP: Ben P tries once again with The Best Damn POWERSlam, but Hogan reverses and gives Powers 
a back breaker!!! Then as Hogan goes for the pin, Trehern assists in getting Hollywood to use the ring ropes to 


his advantage!! 


SII! 
COBRA: Powers gone!! Hogan gives 'em the ole White Girl Mob treatment and ordered the Arby's #2, 
Oakland Style! Powers tried hard, but up against a legend like Hollywood Hulk Hogan, who backbroke King 


Kong Bundy in the 80s, he’s still playing in the minors!! 
RP: Stay in school, kids. Seriously. 
COBRA: Hold up, Triple H is immediately in and spears Hogan!!! Good gods!!!! The house just shook!! 
RP: If we were in a house, sure COBRA, but the fans did gasp with shock as Hogan's 50-something- 


year-old muscles rippled in slow-mo as the shock of the Game's attack struck him!!! Trehern jumps in, almost 
instantly, to kick Helmsley straight in the noggin! 

Trehern: Ya know, | always saw you as a no-good gorilla-gram wearing SOB with nothing to offer this 
company but product placement and a big name! 

RP: A few punches to the side, and Trehern has pissed off Triple H. Standing nearly a foot and a half 
taller than the nWo member, the former champs stare each other down... 

COBRA: Hunter Helmsley drives his elbow into the shoulder blade of Trehern and picks him up for a 


suplex! But Trehern uses the ropes to keep his balance and land a few punches to the neck! But Triple H won't 


have any of it! He wraps Trehern in for the Pedigree and delivers a massive offensive!!! BOOM!!! 


RP: This is completely out of hand!!! The Pedigree lands, and Helmsley goes for the pin, but Hogan is 
back up and breaks up the two by head-butting Triple H!!! Hogan picks the former DXDG champ up and 
delivers a knife-edge chop and sends him into the ropes, followed by a big boot!!! 

COBRA: Hogan brings the Game to the ground, and Hollywood mocks the crowd as he goes for the 


mighty leg drop....!!! 


RP: NO!!! HE CAN'T FINISH!!! Triple H grabs Hogan's calf at the last second, trips up the Hulkster and 
gets him into a grapevine ankle lock, which he releases as the Game gets back to his feet!!! The Hulkster, who 
calls for Trehern (laying motionless in the corner), is surprised when Helmsley catches him watching and 


delivers ANOTHER PEDIGREE!!! 


COBRA: Whoa. Helmsley snarls as he goes for the pin!!! 


3!! 


RP: HOGAN ELIMINATED!!! What a night, ladies and gentlemen!!! Almost all the stars were on fire 
tonight, and now all that remains is former champs Triple H and nWo high flyer Trehern!!! Triple H takes 


advantage of the seemingly unconscious Trehern and goes quickly for the pin and THE WIN!!! 


COBRA: KICK OUT!!! There is nothing stopping DX from winning this match-up. Clearly, a scrub like 
Trehern, though vocal and stupid with his physical well-being, doesn't have the legacy and endurance of the 
monster Triple H. Looks like Helmsley is on the ground checking under the ring for his signature weapon, the 


Sledgehammer. But he can't seem to find it... 


RP: The nWo has been defeated before, let's not forget, by Panther Joe and the Flair-less Horsemen... 
Man, what a match those guys had this weekend! Did you see any of that coming from the Four Horsemen, 


COBRA? 


COBRA: Can't say | did. But | can also say | didn't watch the match. Don't care for this product; got 
more important things to do... Helmsley is now checking the other side of the ring, certain that the hammer lies 
there. While Trehern still wails in pain, DestiGals Chyna and Kat have made up and are now in the stands 
screaming for a winner!! | think they’re using the Bella Twins’ corpses as stepping stools to get a better view! 
What carnage!! Truly, the DestiGals have gone from Trehern’s misogynistic fantasy to a reputable wrestling 


division; we should have treated them better... 


RP: Helmsley has it!! He's got the sledgehammer!!! Timmy Tee is out on the apron fighting with Triple 
H, but Hunter looks entranced with the brutal weapon... BUT OH NOI!!! A TREHERNICIDE FROM THE TOP 
OF THE RING!!!! A battered Trehern managed to climb up and flip for the most important double senton of his 


lifetime!! HE LANDS IT!!!! If he can get on top of The Game, this game is over! 


COBRA: Trehern, bruised and no doubt bleeding internally, calls over the ref and barely covers 


Helmsley with his left arm... 


3!!! 


RP: HE'S DONE IT!!! TREHERN BEATS TRIPLE H AND TEAM DEGENERATION X!!!! Unbelievable, 


folks! A true Cinderella story, where Cinderella is played by an angry blogger with ego issues... 
Trehern: Play our music!! PLAY THE MUSIC!!! 
**The Haunting Sounds of a Strange Entrance Music echo across the sky** 
COBRA: No... 
RP: Could it be? | nearly forgot! 
COBRA: The Big... 
RP: Red... 


COBRA: MONSTER!!!! ANOTHER ENTRANT IN THE 5 on 5 SURVIVOR SERIES MATCH!!! 
Degeneration X's final entrant is not The Heartbreak Kid Shawn Michaels, it's not Bret Hart, and it’s not Stone 


Cold Steve Austin... IT'S... KANE!!! 


RP: Kane stomps down the ramp, slowly...enjoying the cheers and the screams as he menacingly 


marches toward his prey in the outer ring. Trehern looks about to weep, and drops to his knees, eyes almost 
fluttering into another state of unconsciousness...Waving his hands, begging to be spared by the Undertaker's 


brother and the Devil's favorite demon... 


COBRA: Kane stands over Trehern and slowly wraps his gloved hand around the Solar Sentinel's 
throat! THE CHOKESLAM FROM HELL!!!! WHAT A DEBILITATING MOVE!!! Kane goes for the pin and 


Timmy Tee counts it! 


**Earth rumbles, PPV feed shudders with static** 


RP: What in Sam's Mart is happening?? That meteor isn't supposed to hit until tomorrow!! 


COBRA: Don't look now, but | think Kane is celebrating!!! Did we officially see a pin??? Timmy Tee 
seems too distracted by the vibrating earth, but the crowd's excitement has them cheering for Kane and 


Degeneration X!!! | think we have our winners!!!! 


RP: Crockett's territory!! LOOK UP IN THE SKY!!! THE METEOR!!! IT'S COMING THIS WAY!!! 


COBRA: | don't know if you know this, Parts, but...l slept with your wife... 


RP: | know, COBRA. And...l forgive you. 


**COBRA and Rusty embrace each other** 


“TV FEED CUT** 


OOJ. 


COBRA COMMANDER: ...Seems the Viking religion was right on the money! The Earth is ripping 
apart, the old gods are dying, and we await our destruction in this Alabama sized Wal-Mart parking lot. Until 


then, please enjoy our last pay per view ever: RADNAROCK! 


I’m COBRA!! ...and this here is Rusty Jenkins, and we want to welcome you back from the commercial 
break. Yep, you paid for it and still have to watch commercials. If only the Streaming Wars had ended 


peacefully...ahem: 


“THE MEAT KING...he definitely got strong from meat, and not steroids.” 


RP: Who would have guessed Bob Iger had nuclear codes? As the red skies of our annihilation loom 
above us, let’s look back at our tenure since the WWE bought DG and melded it with the multiverse of 
WrestleMania IV, Armageddon 1999, and the Golden Girls. It has been non-stop action since that asteroid hit 


waaay back in 2011! But we’ve had our hurdles too! 


COBRA: History changed that day, as nations united and used the alien nano-technology that came 
down with the asteroid to cure cancer, Alzheimer’s, and most childhood illnesses. Then, Amazon and Tesla 


filed patents and those cures went right behind the paywall... 


RP: So as the select few can now live immortal, most of us lease our mechanical body parts to survive 
a financial wasteland. Wrestlers live forever, making unchanged minimum wage to support their children who 
may never be employed or own property. To think that the minimum wage capped at $17.50 / hour in 2024, 


never to be touched by man or beast since... 


COBRA: Most property was destroyed by the asteroid, of course. Homes collapsed, vegetation wilted, 
metric tons of dust blocked out the sun, and billions died under the new infrastructure of Mega Detroit; Mr. 
Bezos’ and Mr. Musk’s high-rise mansions have been solely responsible for the death of the entire population 
of Delaware... But at least f*cking Hulk Hogan has a successful podcast: KKKeeping it Real with the 


Hulkkkster: Vaccine Free Since 1923! 


RP: Let’s get back to the results of this evening’s midcard: High Queen of Kalant, Levira Woodtower, 
the former Grand Noblewoman and Trehern’s long lost daughter, bested Queen Ivanka after ripping both her 
arms off and spine smashing her into a hill-sized pile of human skulls on the former site of the US Supreme 


Court building. Irony? Maybe. 


COBRA: What | found amazing was that our Queen had been a cyborg the whole of her reign, and we 
had our experts examine the serial numbers on the cybernetic arms, and they WERE the same hands that 
euthanized the Western Region’s orphan hospital oxygen supply. I’m sure Queen Eye will have some lovely 
words to impart to the congressional committee that investigates that debacle, but that hospital is a great 


looking Wawa now. 


RP: CM Punk defeated SuperShredder in our NFT Tussle Takedown Match, brought to you by 


TenCentkKoin, our international currency. Unfortunately, while SuperShredder had been Kevin Nash all along, 


China tanked their own currency by betting it all on Big Sexy Shred winning; now most of our 406Ks are 


empty... 


COBRA: A terrible end to a 60+ year career investment plan. 


RP: The time traveling boxing duo from the 1920s, Jonas Vanderpulp and the Swingin’ Swede both 
pulled out a victory for the tag team championship against Dem Boys, the former championship team of the 


Martian Brummhunter and Teeterin’ Troy Thunder. 


COBRA: And finally, Bentley Powers went up against MemeStorm Putin, who ran in the presidential 
elections of 2032 but lost to that can of oatmeal. God, those were the days... The government was of the 
oatmeal, by the oatmeal, and for the oatmeal. Anyway, Powers was no match for the TikTock Terror and was 
soon Media Consumed by the storm of pundits and whining critical race theory moms...may he digitize in 


peace. 


RP: Well Cobra, looks like our main event is finally taking shape here. We got some familiar faces as 
Old Man Trehern dusts his way down the ramp, followed by his good pal Radical Red Bartram and his 


surprising new ally, Panther Joe! 


COBRA: The nano tech has treated them well. Most of the injuries they’ve endured over the years 
have healed over; the only gaping wound they have now is in their pocketbook, as every time they get a nano- 


injection, they owe another 7 billion TenCentkoins to the AmaThumpla MegaCorporation. 


RP: Universal healthcare sounds pretty good right about now; good thing we killed each other for 10 


years over that... 


COBRA: Now the Big Daddy is here: MR. MCMAHON has entered the building! Sidled by his son-in- 
law, and DX’s former big man, Triple H. He was actually pronounced dead on arrival after a match with David 


Arquette Jr. a few years ago, but Mr. McMahon paid the extra nickel to reforge his body into the mutant 


Frankenstein we see tonight: THE BARBARIAN KING! And to his left, the current Destigeddon Champ, the 


ruling rooster, Mr. Gaston Victory. 


RP: Victory is a lot of things, but mostly he’s an asshole. Holding the belt for a record 45 years, Victory 
gained championship status after murdering Panther Joe in a locker room in Puerto Rico. Thankfully, Queen 
Levira’s mother is the current ruler of the Underworld, so it was no problem for Trehern and Red to head down 
there, battle a few monsters, face a few of their own personal demons, and return Panther to the land of the 
living, no worse for wear. They even brought back the Lethe River Belt, which was quickly delivered to Chet 


Thornberg, the most forgettable DG wrestler of all time. 


RP: This is it; the main event of Radnarock! Team Far Out Freedom versus The Dystopian 
Dynasty...the OG DG wrestlers versus the scum barrel of the sport. But wait, Mr. McMahon has pulled down 


his Sprint PlayStation VR Domeset, brought to you by DraftKings! Who could he be teleporting here!?!? 


COBRA: It couldn’t be! COULD IT!? By the gods, he’s summoned the scummiest scummer who ever 


scummed: MAGGOT MITCH MCCONNELL!! 


RP: What a damn shame that our PPV has to be sullied by this ghoul’s presence. He was one of the 
first legislators to propose that nano-tech be privatized, while holding stock interests in the AmaThumpla 


MegaCorporation, making billions off the suffering of billions. That’s why they call him the Billion Dollar Scam. 


COBRA: Listen, I’ve done some dirty deeds in the past, and | have Skeletor on speed dial, but Maggot 


Mitch is a mighty piece of shit. | bet you thought | was going to say “bitch.” 


RP: No, Cob, | know you’ve given up gender-specific insults ever since you married Baroness. It’s 


actually been quite enlightening hearing your poetic mind come up with more inclusive digs. 


COBRA: Thanks, turd. 


RP: With Team Far Out Freedom outnumbered, the bell has rung, and this match is under way. I’m not 


quite sure what this match is for: the championship, the bragging rights, sheer end of the world entertainment? 


COBRA: Beats me, dude. Trehern starts by trying to body slam the Barbarian King, but is quickly 
caught by the massive immobile figure, and the Solar Sentinel is cracked across Helmsley’s thigh. Meanwhile, 
Radical Red has climbed the turnbuckle and attempts an atomic elbow at Victory. Gaston’s glistening tan 
muscles flex as he reverses the move into a choke slam. Mr. McMahon removes his $3000 Armani jacket, 


drapes it over Bartram, and proceeds to deliver 13 hard fists to the Radical One’s face. 


RP: Each one of those represents a time Red and Steph were caught in bed together; truly revenge at 
its finest. 

COBRA: | find it odd that Panther Joe has been meditating in the corner of the ring the entire time and 
hasn’t moved a muscle. To be fair, he was blinded when his pet panther Maggie betrayed him to form the 
Purina Prowlers with Jonas Vanderpulp’s dog MJ, raking her claws across his eyes and leaving him a bloody 
mess. 


RP: Yo, this guy died, came back to life, and goes blind from a panther attack? Victory mis-clipped a 


toenail once and didn’t stop crying about it for like 16 episodes of DETONATION! 


COBRA: Trehern is back up, sans leather jacket, and just beating the ever-living cotton out of Maggot 
Mitch McConnell. He’s managed to lift the old geezer by his 1930s underpants and toss him out of the ring like 


a sack of fucking racist potatoes. 


RP: Maggot Mitch is a little dazed as he composes himself outside the ring, getting help from a little lad 
with an empty bowl. Looks like the tike is hungry, but Maggot Mitch spits in his face, his go-to constituent 


service. 
COBRA: BY ALL THAT IS UNHOLY. THAT’S NO SMALL LAD!! 
RP: STONE COLD!! STONE COLD!!! 


COBRA: YESSSSS!!!!_ The Ultraversal Rattlesnake President has returned!! He wobbles his head at 


Maggot Mitch before kicking that old douche right in the nuts, and delivers a STONE COLD STUNNER!! 


RP: Maggot Mitch has bounced off the parking lot pavement, and is hurtling up into the irradiated dust 


clouds high above us. We'll see his lifeless husk crash back down in a few, but let’s get back to the action! 


COBRA: Stone Cold slides into the ring, and stone cold stuns Victory. Gaston Victory meets the same 
fate as Maggot Mitch, ricocheting off the wrestling ring mat and into the ravenous crowd. The ragged and 
festering zombies begin eating him even before he lands; the huddled masses shall sleep with full bellies this 


night! 


RP: Stone Cold flips the DG Championship belt over to Radical Red Bartram, nodding silently, and 
moving on to Mr. McMahon. | suppose the Ultraversal President has knighted a new champ tonight, and 


through his swelling face, Trehern winks at the Radical One and mouths, “You're the man now, dawg.” 


COBRA: Mr. McMahon, sweating and shivering with terror, makes a last ditch effort to teleport another 
wrestler into the ring to protect him, but Stone Cold has grabbed his Domeset, brought to you by DraftKings, 
faster than you can say Broken Skull Beer. Stone Cold stares at McMahon, using the oppression and suffering 
of so many of his ultraversal constituents to unmake the WWE Chairman’s molecules. As Vince’s face starts 


to melt, Stone Cold delivers another nut kick and stuns McMahon to literal dust...a foul end to a filthy soul. 


RP: But then a quick forearm slam from the Barbarian King to the back of the Rattlesnake’s neck 


leaves Stone Cold stumbling out of the ring and seeing stars. 


Trehern: Helmsley! Gah damn you! Your crimes are innumerable, but the worst of your vile actions has 


reserved you a skull-stacked throne in Hell... 


Radical Red: Trehern, stick to the plan... 


Trehern: But he disbanded the Mississippi Mudbabes, Red.... ** muffled sob** The Mudbabes..... 


Barbarian King: HELMSLEY IS NO MORE. THERE IS ONLY CONQUEST. THERE IS ONLY 


OPPRESSION. THERE IS ONLY PAIN. THERE IS ONLY DEATH. 


RP: COBRA, do you see that white light emanating from Panther Joe? The heat and brightness is 


growing, and it shoots toward the clouds. 


COBRA: | see it, Rusty. All the while, the parking lot concrete is starting to break apart. The gusts 


have picked up, and cries of terror echo through the land. Sounds like my white noise sleep machine. 


RP: It’s true, folks. Our planet has finally rejected us. In its death throws, it plans on consuming us into 


its molten core. Oh, sacred Terra, forgive us!! 


Panther Joe: BARBARIAN KING! You represent all that is profane in humankind. While you suffer the 


abomination of desolation in this universe, the good and noble of our people will ascend. 


RP: The white light of Panther Joe has extended into the parting clouds, and in the distance, | see the 


kind and noble eyes of one we have missed for so long... 


COBRA: Andre... 


Andre the Giant: Hello. 


Panther Joe: Hello, old friend... 


Radical Red: Andre...the main man! 


Stone Cold: You beautiful sum bitch... 


Trehern: Anybody want a peanut?? Hehe... 


RP: From behind Andre, we see the glowing countenances of the True Heroes of our Age. Macho 


Man, Scott Hall, Queen Chyna, Roddy Piper, Buff Jesus...they’re calling us home! 


COBRA: Rusty, | wish | could join you. 


RP: Think again, COBRA, for even the most heinous can change. 


COBRA: Rusty! We're both being lifted into the heavens!! 


RP: Look there, Jeff Worthington and Horace Smith! They’re flying ahead of us! 


Mean Jeff: Looking good, ladies. Don’t go changin’ waterfalls! 


COBRA: What a dork. 


RP: We see the Barbarian King fall into a molten crack, and he reaches out in silent pain as he melts 


into the planet’s lave core, and the final villain of Destigeddon has been vanquished. 


Trehern: Levira, tell your mom I’ve always loved her. And she still owes me $15 from bowling night. 


Panther Joe: Red, we did it. 


Radical Red: We unlocked the power of good, and saved the Destigeddon universe! 


Andre the Giant: Everybody...is...welcome! 


As our DG wrestlers and the last good Earthlings are gently raised beyond this world into the Afterlife, we see 


their faces drained of vengeance and hate. Replacing them are grins of hope as so many are reunited with 


lost loved ones and many others forge new friendships. And they all lived happily ever after, practicing figure 


four leglocks, until the end of their days. 


THE END. 


